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A Thank You for You
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Thank you for all you have done, thank you
My life is not the same withoutyou all
All those good memories by which we grew -
T y g O
Going past I|fe we do not have a clue\
Talking on the phone rapldly “RING” a call 7
Thank you for all you have done, thank you
/ %—J 7 £ L
We are like the fish, "SPLASH" our hands so blue
A great time with you my friend the oddbaII
‘EAII those good memories by which we grew

. Strolling to the"park ourfiendship brand -

new ) ‘
\You were there for me when | started to
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= Al those gooo“‘nw_epories by which we grew
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All different but none shall fall thr]ough

The fnendshlps and love we share soars tall
Thank you for all you have done, thank you

All those goog memories by which we grew

\
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While with yoo we make plans to Peru
hanks, | meant to say it ay it from when | could crawl
Thank you for all you have done, thank you
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/1oXX-jDsfKV9-WT_n6XQHFLIEtT2Lp6v3/view?usp=sharing

The Family of Glas
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Like glass we aryeély hurt.

Like an old hoy;e we easily fall.
We are leaves- p
We drop when we feel the prgésure.
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Each timg one falls, it's a f’ dféam <7~ 3~

That ha§ been broken

L other hurt.
th: another day falleng -

Wlthfi)ur lives it is no; ep that dream

. he only place
Yet;—‘ourllves are h ‘T, J wishing that we are not like those leave

I,eontlnue to drear rear eal P e Ieaves that decide to go-and fall. X
for this to end butthose dreams just \_Soah t ,: trn’ broken
| feel the pressurés. Ones-Theone o pehOst.

The pressure t keep |t together before someone leaves One that fall due to the pressure.
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/1mtHEN6MrNrtbS3EPbOm4ogEDtgNb86fN/view?usp=sharing
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The life | wish | it all the pressure
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as able to have witjol
That life though, is a dazing drea 2
The life that’s not hurt, 2 2 decided to take 1
The time 5"1 which | worry abéut who leaves, ave an ‘-E; ssure.

The ong’that is not brokes; 7 E &t my lovely lingeri am has already
The o_ge where we dog { 3 B S

] |ght It's a miracle\we
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Beqause why is it t£

ij do we face
Nhy is it that we:
" The only ones.
Only ones thatiwe

_The only ones hurt?




REFLECTION

When | learned of the first time | was supposed to write a poem, | did not feel strongly about anything. I did
not know what | was going to write about. When looking about different topics to write about | decided to
choose to write about friends and family and me wanting to say thank you to them. When | had chosen to
write a thank you | was surprised because | never would have thought | could make a poem about a thank
you and writing about topics that are on the emotional side. This idea of writing more poems that affected me
continued when | wrote my sestina. My sestina was about different experiences that | had and | was able to
use the feelings behind that to bring them into my poem which challenged me. Both of these poems’ topics
evolved from just me writing about things on the surface to going deeper into emotion. This can be seen
because in my villanelle | went and included actual details from things that had happened to me by saying
“While with you we make plans to Peru” and “We are like the fish, SPLASH our hands so blue” which were all
experiences | have shared with people in my life like family and friends. | did the same in my sestina by
including thoughts from what some could feel and what | did feel in my situations. For instance | had a
paragraph, though formatted by the end words, were honest thoughts “Because why is it that we have to
fall?/ Why do we face all that pressure?/ Why is it that we are the only ones that are broken? /The only ones
with an unreachable dream? /Only ones that worry if one will leave? /The only ones hurt?”
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Why must people always have to spend to play

For strange expensive things that are brand new
But when it comes a time when you want to pay
you need some money otherwise you will be through

All just to be big clowns is what you might think
But these people really do dress up for some fun
elaborate costumes of any kind either blue or pink
But sadly for this hobby people must pay a ton

Some could choose to play games over and over
Hopefully this gives some time to make a fan base
Doing these things over is great for some exposure
So this is a very difficult and quite complicated case

there are also gamers that pay through the night
Some can become a night owl just to play a royal
Staying up late for a useless death battle fight

Evil kings explode with a blam, grand plans foiled
There is so much dedication for a silly little game

If you don't know about it really it does sound insane



https://drive.google.com/open?id=1ibC2j2-RgkdqTNFlq43Ej1ZALPd0dtpy
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With the beach there are many things like the-dunes,
Which have always keeped the beach hidden.

For what's past the dunes could be a bike, or maybe a star
within the ocean reflection during the Night.

The reflection always has a Glow.

The sea seems'like a present,

where the little crabs are present.

They like the large mountains of sand dunes

because they can help keep them far and hidden

From danger. Sadly there hiding is bad since they glow.
There hiding is like a star.

that is in the dark. The beach is great day or night

but, | have never seen the beach at night

It seems so far beyond the dunes.

For the teens it open but for me it is still hidden

so it makes the near morning feel far from present.

The ocean is dark but the lighthouse has a strange glow,
a sight to see like a big star.


https://drive.google.com/open?id=1ggC18Mmk0ytf7MMuQCbOCem-mI8VGqXf

Sometimes there are people there acting like a movie star,

they have large parties and fireworks that go boom through the night.

i

hinking they can put tents, and music on the dunes.f

ut in the day the sand ca glow. oo :

I

" If you look hard enough you may find a sea start. = s v M
That had tried to be hidden, R - - A
But it was colorful unlike the night. - S 3 :
: -
ey
v
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Bringing so many things that glow. ' t
' 8 : . »
3in the past whats was beyond the dunes was hidden, N R .

Like a starin the dog. Now it has been visited no-stop day or nigh

~|now it is a present for others to watch glow. L
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Reflection

One success that [ had when I was writing was setting up the structure of the poem. I think
that the structure was a success because I was able to set up the sestina. In the sestina I set it
up like “fancy dance”. I was able to have the last word of a stanza be the last word of the first
line in the other stanza, and have the same words be the last in a line. [ was able to build my
story by using the words in the structure. I was also able to alter the meaning of some words
and still be able to keep the structure. I was able to do this by using words with different
meaning and I was also able to change the meaning of a word by putting another word in
front of it. Sometimes I used a word like present because that could mean present tense or a
birthday present. I also was able to change the meaning by putting the word movie in front of
the word star. By doing this I was able to change the meaning of star (a gas giant) to movie
star (a famous person in movies ). This was also used in the poem fancy dance by the poet
putting fancy in front of the dance so it became fancy dance. So by changing the meaning of

the words it was easier to use the structure.
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MOTIONLESS MOTION JULY071

i
THE BLACK SLLHDUETTE THAT COMES FROM BEHIND. Oy
[T EATS MEALIVE, A2, I'M STUCK INSIDE A
SHUTTING MY EYES TO THE WORLD THAT ONCE SHINED ; |
13

['M FALLING APART LIKE ALL OF MANKIND.

[ WANTTO GO AND SKOUT BY THE SEASIDE.
THE BLACK STLHOUETTE THAT COMES FROM BEHIND.

MY CLUMSY FOOTSTEPS THAT WILL GET DECLINED.
[T FUNNY HOW LTFES BEING UNTLED.
SHUTTING MY EYES TO THE WORLD THAT ONCE SHINED.



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1S6A3UnuTSDUwnRc3MSK-A7EiUiXMtU_f/preview

MOTIONLESS MOTION

AM TREALLY IN MY BEST STATE OF MIND!
LTFETS LTKE A NEVER ENDING LANDSLIDE.
THE BLACK STLHOUETTE THAT LEAVES ME BERIND.

10U NEED TO STOP THIS TORNADO LTKE WIND.
ONLY CLIMBING UP AND UP THE HILLSIDE.

SHUTTING MY EYES TO THE WORLD THAT ONCE SHINED.

AT LAST, T FIND THE MOST PERFECT DESTGN.
WALK AWAY WITHOUT SEENG THE OUTSIDE,
THE BLACK STLROUETTE THAT COMES FROM BEHIND.

SHUTTING MY EYES TO THE WORLD THAT ONCE SHINED.



ME

THE ACTIONS TRAT YOU DO... THE THINGS 10U SAY

NO MATTERHON AARD TTRY.. TTWILLSTAY. | g v coLohof 4 sUTTER

1 IAE A WODDEN DOOR THAT' LOCKING ME. 1y v 40 TwaTs how Y T0ETIF

Al ““ D” FERENT WAYS WIDE A5 Tht SM TH 1 BRING UP THELR FLNGERS AND STRETCH THELR EYES..
WH”N IMA“N (D (HIING I BED EUMM NT THATAR SPIT L1KE GUMONTH STREETS,
LIKE FIRE THAT BURNS MY THROAT FROM THE HEAT

| AM GOOD AT HIDING THE MILD PAIN.
FOREVER TT WILL PATN... OR IT WILL DRAIN.



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1oBMLknac0h_pfjYRsxH0e_279MoKqb5S/preview

REFLECTION

THROUGHOUT THE WEEKS THAT T SPENT ON WRITING POEMS, T FACED MANY CHALLENGES THAT CAME FROM WRITING WITHIN THE SET
FORMS. FOR EXAMPLE, USTNG END WORDS FOR THE SESTINAS W RE DIFFICULT FOR ME. THTS WAS BECAUSE T HAD TO FIND A WAY TO REPEAT THE
WORDSWITHOUTSOUNDINGREP[TITIV ALSO, THE 10 SYLLABLE PER LINE AND THE RHYMING SCHEME MADE T MUCH HARDER TO FINTSH A POETRY
DRAFT. ALSO, T FELT LIKE SOMH MS 1HADTO(HANGHHEMEANINGOHHE(ERTAIN STANZA AND/OR POEM TN ORDER TO MATCH THE
RRYMING SCHEM ANDlU R LINE RULE. HOWEVER, THERE WERE MANY SUCCESSES WHILE COMPOSING MY POETRY DRAFTS. ONE OF WHICH
WAS MAKING TH MEANINGOHH PO M A'LOT DEEPER THAN TT WAS BEFORE ALSO, AT FIRST [ DIDN'T ENJOY THE RHYMING SCHEME, BUT AFTER

AWHILE I CAMETO APPRECTATETT. TO EXPAND ON THIS THOUGHT, [ CAN SAY THAT THE RHYMING SCHEME BUTLT MORE RHYTHM INTO MY
WRITING, WHICH THEN HELPED CREATE DEEPER MEANTNG AS WELL. OVERALL, WHILE WRTTING THESE POEMS, T LEARNED THAT T SHOULD TAKE THE
TIME TO EXPLORE DIFFERENT FORMS OF POETRY (SESTINAS, VILLANELLES, SONTTS). T REALIZED THAT EXPLORING NEW FORMS LET ME STEP OUT OF
MY COMFORT ZONE AND IT HELPED ME BUTLD UP MORE SKILLS. ONE OF THE SKILLS THAT T THOUGHT WAS THE MOST IMPORTANT WAS WERE T HAD
10 CHOOSE DIFFERENT WORDS, SO THAT IT WOULD MEET THE RULES OF EACH POEM.
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. _ _ Dealing with mean te
For sixth graders, middle school is not fun Soon after the beginning we swing into spring

The first day, fe€tsTikg apge sting EoFsidih 8 3urs, middle school is nof fun
Den 't be late to class, to class we rua— :

‘/’come and it had begun\'! N
sts | wanted them to fling

After'leavmg school | felt Ilke | coultksing 7 Iate e g o.class we run

For sixth graders, middle school is not f - . =~

\H P 4 | has ended it was li bull run
Going througf sixth was alongrun | { he wag running and eﬁ'hﬁ"tss
Getting good grades Extémcredit e ' /iFor sixth & Qders, middle school is not fun
worshiping ) Dontdel Q class, to class we run
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/15li8aAPn9PUJ4fOS9wZ-FGoGb08TBzLO/view?usp=sharing

g olf’éwed around in the store

T ti‘%r use the*backdb'uzf

ires some farmesﬁ
 all spré?f'awareness ="



https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Meq_XSva8VXvdwcnFzXqr8m5cHk-i0nR/view?usp=sharing
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SHADOWS IN THE DARK

In 5Tabes far and near, the air is stained
With little boys and girls in places dark.
Too scared. Too unprepared with arms and legs chained. * o
Once happy; now stuck in this hard form of work.
With predators lurking around each curve =
20 million people are trafficked in the world. :
. How many people with no voices heard ' i
; A 0l tthere waltlng to be unfurled? : Bl S

2 it

To end these souls sﬂencmg sentence



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1d6jPO3ylZAIM3e5jIEQpp_8jqCRzRyej/preview

OF WORDS AND WATER

| stand on the rocks and watch the water crash

Onto the sand. Rolling waves catch the light and shimmer. I'm
surrounded by beauty.

The sand is warm and soft

Against my feet. Wave after wave

Hit the sand with a splash. It’s hard to believe such a thing can be
so destructive.

But it is. The water is just waiting to pull someone in and wait for
them to drown

Just like you did to me. You would hear me scream and drown
It out. Pretend like you couldn’t hear my voice over the crash
Of sounds. My voice was covered up be the waves

Of life, but at first our love was just beauty.

Who knew something like this; Someone like you could be so
destructive.

How could something so soft

End so hard and so jagged. | used to be soft,

But now I'm sharp like a dagger. Some days | wish | had drowned
Before | met you and witnessed your destructive

Ways. But | did meet you and listened to your words crash

Over and over and over me again and again. You took all the
beauty

Out of our love. Now | stand here and listen to the waves

Break against the shore. | step closer to the water and a wave
Tickles my toe. It reminds me how soft

You used to be. The ocean has beauty

Just like you, but all both of you want is to watch me drown.
Whether in words or water you wanted me to crash.

For my shell to crack and then | could be one of you destructed

Toys. But I'm never going to be like either of you. I'm not
destructed.

And as | stand here in the waves

| realize something within the deafening crash.

Ill find someone new who will soften

The cracks you left in me. Someone who will drown

Out the darkness you left inside me. Our love will be beautiful

J—
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And it will last. Our love will make me f'-orget our past and he will
recognise my beauty.

we'll be like the ocean before a storm. But the storm won’t come and
destroy

What we have. He'll never let me drown.

Although we may get caught up in the waves

Of life our edges will stay soft

And smooth and welcoming, unwilling to crash.

You can no longer drown out my feeling now that I've found that |
was beauty

And you were the beast. Waiting for my will to love to crash with
your destructive

Words that knocked me down like waves upon the sand. From here
on out | will be soft.



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1014IXRyxCMO7ZBOJV6hhTtYNn1P_73Hs/preview

REFLECTION

I think that for me, writing within the different poetry forms really helped me. In poetry units we did in the
past I always felt myself feeling a little lost. The task was so open: write a poem. With so many options I had no
idea where to start or what I wanted my poems to sound like. Furthermore, we've never really had a poetry unit
where we went in depth about how you actually write poetry. Of course we've gone over metaphors, similes,
alliterations (all the poetic devices), but we've never talked about different forms you can write poetry in. Because
of this I enjoyed writing in the different forms. Now, instead of worrying about the structure of my poem I could
spend most of my time thinking about topic and word choices. They gave me a strict thing I had to follow which
helped me feel less lost, although writing in the forms also came with some challenges. The hardest part about
writing in the strict forms was keeping the right number of syllables in each line. It was really hard when you
found a line you really liked, but was only a few syllables too long or two short. It’s always hard for me to edit
things down like that, so it was a challenge to make sure I used the right number of syllables in each line.
Furthermore, it was also hard to always make sure the correct lines matched. Sometimes [ would have to change
or alter my ideas because I couldn’t find a word that rhymed and matched the idea I was trying to express.
Although the strict forms did come with some challenges, I think that sticking to a form helped me understand

how to write poetry better and helped me realise that writing poetry can actually be fun.
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Smells so good worth so much money=.

When you are fully grown up you have a fullback

| walk it all the time down my street my beautlful | goat=s

=" 5}20 in the game now that's impressive amazing s sacks = :'.- 3

IRandy not in the game no more used to make blg bucks moss

You just got mossed by randy rrjo_ss: T _..__""l'— iy Throw so far so long down the field for a td quarterback
Lachlan is not a got tom brady is a goat__ i =%, ' pl ‘

Fast swifty big strong blocking aII day long fullback #Most know 10w guy on the team sign quarterbacks:—'!'_t:.

‘But they don't make a Iot of money

| guarantee you that if i pIayed you would get mossed
Sigh sigh sigh sigh sigh fullbacks I ﬂ _—

quarterback-' ||I-. -:: —_
Iways bring in big bucks for them honeys money|

l. -

: Nickelback always brlngmg in sacks N he most fun thing to do when ¢ on defense big sacks
- 27 i i i l:_‘:_ Most people woult_jn't think about having a bestfrlend I|ke goa l"*
. Been getting no sleep sometimes under my eyes sacks iy ""I'-I Fu L
What is that on a tree as ugly as can be miss = Ohh so good so fun and nice goat 2 d -I’-l'l:ﬂ'- e —"! '

& . ¥ No no no bad past mak make no mistakes quarterback |

—The ball throwers stay cc constantly gettlng sacked

Ifiou aren't good you will not make any money

Rany the best in the gamEn't mess with fuIIbacks
_J-_. F Trucklng everyone in his ways maklng paths randy moss -

Boring but fast always having a laugh fullt)racks'i, l l Pl _j _' - s
So Very much painful hurts a lot sacks = T Ran_dy moss is a goat no doubt about itF ¥
People aIways asking for money-car: get a - FuIIbacks 'sometimes can protect the quarterbacks
!

F'l.' - = ou won't get no money if you get sacked.

+ [ ]

Nasty green looks like fur ugly moss_
| was in a foreign country and i bought a goatis==

. . . .
A haravie fhhwvmrazinse aranm in fhae atr lharcnaitien thav lhawvwa i$



https://drive.google.com/file/d/1U0sBFnmJTAOHV2bnS-EKSAm1YfO_xbvb/view?usp=sharing
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hen you score big the net will always whip
Neon yellow shoes are not the best, bro_____;__,.r. v
ou need to get good shoes with go@_gii__p-': )

If you slip you get better get u_f) and dip y
Players like sloth need to man up and foIIow
If you don't do thls you will always tr|p

-
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My foe’ s will be hating on my ;;and o’s __
= If you do this you will always tr|p



https://drive.google.com/file/d/1BLx7dEVrkCia4hLCyevn-HPzEqFgeRrc/view?usp=sharing
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wrltmg poetry wrthln set forms i i: =

Some challenges that i faced were that i didn’t want to use rhymes a lot and it was hard not to. This was hard fo

o a

me to not to do because when i think of poems i think of raps and usually some raps have lots of rhymes. It was
especially hard for me to write a poem without rhymes because i was used to writing poems with rhymes. Now tha

=

we are trymg out new toplcs there are different types of rhyme schemes and the format of the poem. Anothe
challenge that i faced was fmdmg things to actually write about because of the way the poems are supposed to be.

e i T ——————

For example when i w was writing a sestina it was s difficult for me to  find somethmg to write about because the|
poems that i read were sad and depressmg and i wanted my poem to be happy.
LT T

s

e What surprised you by the topics you chose to write about? Dld | your topics evolve as you movea
through the writing process7 Did the meanings of your poems chang_e?

=

I chose to mostly write about sports and being happy but most poems that i read are sad and or depressing.

MSthink that it was harder for me to write about because i didn't have any mentor poems or examples of what i coula

write about or anything to get an ldea of the format The meanings of my poems didn't really change because i am
only interested about sports and sports injuries - ?.. i 'i'f' D A

: ":If .. ; = dJ.Il r_.r'"
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Villanelle
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Snow’s Freedom

Snowfall leaves me in pure isolation,
But I wouldn't cower in its vast reaches,
For I feel free in snow’s desolation.

My eyes dart around, deep in admiration.
Gleeful conversing, yet snow is speechless.
Snowfall leaves me in pure isolation.

Solidarity-snow’s incantation.
1 venture outside, I hear no screeches,
For I feel free in snow’s desolation.

Glistening snowmen-winter’s incarnation.
Stay here, one more moment, snow beseeches.
Snowfall leaves me in pure isolation.

A grand fixation, a fascination;
I observe the flakes, their breathtaking features.
For I feel free in snow's desolation.

To what I do, there lacks limitation.

No one is left untouched, not a creature.
Snowfall leaves me in pure isolation,
Yet I feel free in in snow's desolation.



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1EJJn3qbaPgNHB6_Jcw5Q1NiMEdhSJ6zg/preview
https://docs.google.com/file/d/1EJJn3qbaPgNHB6_Jcw5Q1NiMEdhSJ6zg/preview

BLIZZARD

First came the wind, the gentle wind.

It caressed the clear glass of the window,

speaking, rustling, a whisper

to me as [ stood, eager eyes watching

for the first signs of the beautiful crystals, pristinely white
that I knew so well as snow.

It fell gently at first, the snow,

the miniscule flakes darting, scattering, congregating and waving goodbye with each gust of the wind.
Outside, it looked black-and white,

the bits of ice dusting the picturebook landscape painted outside my window.

Intently, eyes sparkling, I watched

its accumulation, winter’s gift, a quiet whisper.

I knew that the clouds’ quiet voices would not remain a whisper.

As they became heavy, like grey sacks sagging under the burdens of snow,

I knew that their immense pressure would become to great. And while I, watching,
would bear witness to the ear-splitting winds,

I may have not noticed the subtle monster growing outside my window,

or frigid tidbits of winter raining down on me, a cloud so immensely white

it was difficult to fathom. It was a beautiful white.

Blanketing the garden, a message, a whisper,

it dictated the rule of winter in the world outside of my window.

All T could see was the snow

and its empire, only moved by the howling wind,

rebellious and unpredictable in nature. This empire’s history, however, was one I had watched



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1cajbxoB8Lpe9YELpuZ9guFbJxSgEB6c3/preview

Snow ruled all; snow watched;

snow covered; snow whitened.

It itself, bore witness to the overpowering winds,

in the form of a new snowdrift’s birth. Such creations represented all it had been through, a whisper
to us in the present. It, only a sheet of snow,

could remember the creatures that had trodden on it so long before, only just outside my window.

I wished the blizzard’s captivation would never end. But as I sat, glancing out the window,
its power was notably diminishing. I watched

as the sheets before my very eyes, once suspended in the air as snow,

made their way to the ground, a seal, white.

Packaging up that beautiful whisper:

A snowstorm’s kiss, the memory of the wind.

And as I ventured outside, bracing the gentle wind, not bound by the reaches of my window,
the crystals’ whisper is what I watched
in the form of happiness. And at that moment, I truly appreciated the lovely white, cold, treasured snow.




REFLECTION:

Throughout this poetry-writing unit, I faced countless challenges attempting to draft villanelles, sonnets, and sestinas. To begin, I
found that my villanelle was ultimately the most challenging poetry form to draft throughout this unit. (It was also my first, which might
have contributed to its difficulty.) After reading the amazing mentor poems and learning about form, however, I felt confident -- the
assignment would be a breeze. [ was wrong. To begin, I had trouble thinking of a topic. Writing a villanelle made me branch out from my
original style, as I was forced to write about an experience or advice, not an object or phenomenon as [ usually do. And after a list of ideas
and a failed attempt at drafting a poem, I finally had a topic that I liked. And although this eased my typical poetry-related anxiety, I was
out of the pan and into the fire. My next dilemma struck me swiftly: I struggled desperately to draft the two lines that repeated throughout
the poem, as I couldn’t get phrases I was happy with. Unfortunately, all of the lines that I actually enjoyed didn’t have the ten syllables I
needed, so I continued revising. In addition, sound is an essential characteristic of poetry, and I had trouble achieving the pleasing,
“sophisticated” tone that I desired.

Once these lines were done, I still had all of the rhyming to deal with, and more syllable restriction as well. When I finished
theoretically, I felt proud of myself. I knew, however, that I still had much revising to do. Portions of my poem meant no sense to readers, a
problem I have already (hopefully) fixed. In addition, I had to work on adding new poetic devices to my villanelle, a problem that I am still
grappling with. The bottom line, however, is that although poems seem to roll of the tongue naturally (they even feel relaxing sometimes),
writing them hardly “rolls off the hand”. The product, however, is most often worth it.



RENDALL

Sestina, villanelle



The Unexpected Yet Expected Love Story

The two best friends since birth we’re starting to grow

up. They would always reminisce on the memories

and think about the good and bad times.

As they got older they grew apart and we’re losing trust

faster than an avalanche. Words got between them and ripped them apart.
Fights raged on and on and the secrets

spread. They talked about each other but didn’t share one secret.
This one was different than all the other times,

this one secret that defined all of their memories.

They both held in that one secret that shared the little left trust.
As the number of friends began to grow

the number of secrets pulled them apart,

just like war pulling families apart.

It wasn’t the people that pulled them apart.

It was the emptiness they had by not spending time
together. All they had were the old memories

and no new ones. The more they would grow

the more unshared and untold secrets.

The more emptiness filled them and lost trust,



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1oiuRrDtHklUlnkJ0wX6Bi2byB47unbd7/preview
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- they have created throughout the years, they make new memories
~and share untold secrets.
- They are always together and never apart,
and they are loyal, and trust
one another. They grow
together and enjoy all the good times

and bad times. Now they don’t worry about trust. Time
has passed and they just have to worry about their baby girl. She will grow
and be like her parents; telling secrets, making memories, and the family will never be apart.



Anxiety

Stay calm, don’t worry, it will all be fine.
The voice in your head, tries to take over,
Be strong, stop stressing, it’s all in your mind.

The constant worrying makes you behind.
The anxiety doesn’t passover.
Stay calm, don’t worry, it will all be fine.

The once strong girl’s feelings start to unwind.
The thoughts in her head will not turnover.
Be strong, stop stressing, it’s all in your mind.

She is empty, but people think she’s fine.
She stays strong, and doesn’t let it take over.
Stay calm, don’t worry, it will all be fine.

You reach out for the help you can’t find,
like finding an oasis in a dessert
Be strong, stop stressing, it’s all in your mind.

She took her time, and is strong like mankind.
Still there, bigger than Mars, it's never over
Stay calm, don’t worry, it will all be fine.

Be strong, stop stressing, it’s all in your mind.



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1FwzH_Z8EQy7UaqYUdxkg9vm0w7F8wo7I/preview

_ / nelles sonnets ond sestinas, | was able to look at examples and use

, r ‘o rotlve language. | was also able to look at them and notice the differences

S between the structure and plot. | was surprised that the topics | mostly wrote about were sad. | don’t

i us_ulng like talking about sad things, however writing them in poems is a way to express what you
don’t'necessorilg want to talk about. The meanings of my poems did change when writing them. The
learnings | will take with me in the future when writing and reading ventures, is to use figurative
language, descriptive words, and details to make a stronger piece of poetry.
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THEY RUN AND SHOU
THEY HELP THE NEE

DOING ALL OF TH{
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AN TOTHE TOUCH, WHICH ISWHY [T HEATS YOU BACK.
e ENDS A SPRAY UFWAT R T0 COOL [T 1§ VERY NTCE, THE BEACH
THe M DOWN. THOSE WHO ARE PLAYING ON THE BEACH THE WAVES ARE GREAT T SURF.

SO DOWN-OTHEBONELFYOU LIED ON YOUR BACK NUN:AND SHOUT A5 THE WAVES FISH JUMP FROM THE OCEAN
= IS AMYSTICAL AND CALM PLACE, THE OCEAN. CRASH ON THELR FEET. I'M FINALLY BACK AND FALL JUST LTKE THE WAVES
THERE ARE MANY ANTMALS TN THE OCEAN, [T'S BEEN S0 LONG SINCE L CAME BACK THE WATER FROM THE WAVES
AND SOME END UP ON THE BEACH, HERE, 175 WHERE T LEARNED HOW TO SURF. 15 COLD, WHLCH HELPS COOL
THOSE SINISTER CREATURES PLNCH YOUR BACK [T°S WHERE T RAN AND PLAYED BY THE WAVES 10U DOMN. THE BEACH AND OCEAN
A YOU LAY LUCKLLY THE WAVES OF SOMETHING 50 VAST, AN DCEAN. ARE SO GIVING, BY HEATING UP YOUR BACK.
MAKE AN DCEAN SPRAY THAT COULD COOL T PLAYED ON THE SAND OF THE BEACH, THE WAVES ARE NICE AND LET YOU SURF.

ANYONE DOWN, ESPECLALLY THOSE WHO ARE SURFING. WHICH T THOUGHT WAS VERY CO0L THEN, THEY GENTLY BRING YOU BACK TO THE BEACH.



e T, .

———— e

B 10hE 100 RUN FROM THE BEACH TO THE WAVES
= TO LEARN HOW T0 SURF, YOU END UP COOL

AND WET, WATER TOUCHING YOUR BACK. 1 LOVE THE OCEAN.



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1z1K3MN3M1VcUj0UTG7Aty-wilq4cKd7o/preview




E THING THAT
THE FEELINGS
UGHT THAT

OF BELONGL
POEMS WERE LONG, O THAT TH ASWRITING 1 60T
STUCKCIN THE POEM AND SOMETIMES , JUST LTKE AN EASTER £66
HUNT. T WAS ABLE TO DO THIS BECAUSE L WAS ALLOWED T SOMETHINGS, BUT NOT OTHERS. ALSO, WHEN T WAS TRYING
13

5
T0 FIND RHYMES T NOTICED THAT ONE WORD( NUMBER OF RHYMES, ALL WITH DTFFERENT SYLLABLE COUNTS. THE ONE
TYPEOF POEM THAT L DIDN'T STRUGGLE ON WA HAT THTS WAS MATNLY BECAUSE L DIDN'T HAVE ANY RESTRICTIONS ON

THE NUMBER OF SYLLABLES T COULD WUWASA[OHONGER,WHHHH ED ME LET MY IDEAS FLOW ONTO THE PAPER.
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Carbon Dioxide leaps into the air
Warming the climate by more than a hair.
Trapping in energy from the sun's rays
The harsh, welcoming, warm, and sunny blaze.
Causing large scale issues nobody can see
Like Hurricane Harvey meeting the sea
The waters of the Gulf of Mexico
With temperatures that only grow.
Global warming, effects we can’t believe.
Bringing a future we cannot conceiveg
So please make a change, no matter how small §
To stop the dark cloud that covers us all. :
\':‘_l'\lever ever, buy bottled water, drink the tap

Or be stuck in a global warming trapees

Listen to my T
audio here! 7 “ \ ‘ ‘



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1XOntvgkRO-MLmoxJ0gjiv-JVj59hwmgf/preview
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Listen to m
audio recording
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100 MANY THINGS T0 DO CONTINUED

I’'m locked in a room of work with no key
*Whoosh*Time hurdles by, but | never stray.
Too many things to do, places to be.

| may want to break, | ache within me
Since | must finish it, | mustn't stray
My head is pounding, | stop and plea.

| feel like a scrap, like a nobody

| can’t, | can’t, do this everyday

Too many things to do, places to be
My head is pounding, | stop and plea.

THINGS T0 00...

Social Studies Homework
Double Math Homework
ELA essay

Science Homework

Go to soccer practice
Babysit brother

Do it ALL again tomorrow...

Y= 1/2x+ 0.9

| H,0=?
1880 - 1900@AEN
was the... (NSRS



REFLECTION

Before this unit on poetry, I had never written a poem in a strict form. Throughout this experience, I faced many
challenges and successes. When we first started out, | was extremely worried about how I was going to fit the form,
so [ had to work hard to just start off. The one that was hardest for me to start was my sonnet, because of the
ten-syllable rule and the strict rhyme scheme. For example, I wanted to write a line about The Gulf of Mexico being
above average temperature. My line ended with Mexico, so [ had to find something to rhyme with that. I faced a great
success when I finished the line! It ended up like this, “The waters of the Gulf of Mexico / With temperatures that
only grow”. To get to this success I had to let go of a previous line since it did not fit the rhyme scheme. Once I found
the word grow as a rhyme for Mexico, all | had to do was figure out the order of the words to use grow as the end
word. So, from this challenge and success, | was able to learn how to fit the rhyme scheme.

Another challenge I faced was using enough poetic devices to enrich my writing. Once I had finished working on the
form and message of my poems, | was happy with the way they had turned out. The one where it was hardest was
my villanelle poem, “Too Many Things To Do”. I struggled with including the poetic devices for a long time, while at
the same time reviewing my poems for overall message. The hard work paid off, and I gained a success on including
these poetic devices. I was most proud of a metaphor that was the hardest for me to write within the rhyme scheme
and syllable limit. It ended up as this, “ I feel | am a wood chip next to a sleigh”. To finally get this metaphor I thought
about the original line, “Within a world where I feel plain and grey”, and how it was a little like feeling small. I then
found the word sleigh matched my rhyme scheme, I just needed something small against it. A sleigh is made of wood,
so wood chip worked for this situation. With this all, I finally came to the final line. I learned how to include poetic
devices within a strict format. So, throughout this unit, I faced many challenges and successes. I learned about how to
write within a strict form and how to include specific and creative poetic devices.
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I'm sloging to school an n as tired

as a sloth. It is winter, so it is easy to

| pray some days tha
wor

et good grades on all my

| try so hard and get so tired

When | arrive to school the teachers almost I)OlleT

me to sleep. Then it's lunch, and people beg me, sL it -
annoys

me. Yes | know school helps me learn.

But at the end of the day | think I'm as done as a burnt
chicken, but then there is homework.

V|e }hou

II my work goes down the drain drip* drop*. Now |
Iearned

that school is bad. It makes me tired that | start to fall

and faint. Then | get more and more and it just
annoys me.

So much homework will cause me to start to be bored


https://drive.google.com/file/d/10vwkp8He811ma35zUonILs3I96S9HhTh/view?usp=sharing

El
e ——————
Finally I'm done with the homework and I'm so tired everything seems boring.
E 1
On Fridays kids are free, but even then | have to work.—| , '
E X 11

Saturday is the only day where | can actually stay up late, but the thought of school annoys me.
| | | 1

When It's Monday | have mixed emotions of sadness, and being tired.
Sometimes | wish that the school system would just fall,

Wam* plumitting 100 feet into the ground. | do get taught one thing | get taught that | can’t learn.











https://drive.google.com/file/d/1czRHkvODsgON_MvSf33IolcHn0nGlYlN/view?usp=sharing
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REFLECTION

Some challenges | faced were just writing a poem in general. This was hard for me because | am
not used to writing poems because | don’t really like poems. | also thought it was challenging to
add a rhyme into our poems because we needed to rhyme the same rhyme throughout the whole
poem. This was more hard when we had a syllable limit because since it is already hard for me
when we had a syllable limit | had to really work hard. Another thing that was challenging was
adding anamotoptia into the syllable limit poems. This was challenging because since | already
had 10 syllables, and I’'m trying to add one more word it was challenging. Another thing that was
challenging ways to use one specific word in this area because in the sistina | was struggling a lot
with this. Even though some of these things were very challenging | think | am gonna bring
anamtoptia into my future writing. One part | could possibly bring it into is if my heart is racing fast
then | would put in a bumbum bumbum. Another thing | am going to bring into my writing is
repetition. | could add it in a place where | am referring back to something | said before, or just a
couple of words that are very strong.
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BROWN SKIN.

SHOULD HAVE KNOWN WE ATN'T NEVER HAD THE SAME RTGHTS.

MOM SAID THERE TS NOTHING TN THIS WORLD FOR FREE
AND T KNOW MONEY DOESN'T GROW ON TREES

RACTSM NEVER DIED, SO COLD LTKE 1(F
NEVER FEAR,BHNG LACK COMES WITH A GREAT PRICE
GOTTA WATCH OUT CAUSE STING, YOU'RE THE BEE

[T°5/50 CRAZY, L JUST MIGHT HAVE TO FLEE
THIS AIN'T NO GAME, “QUICK, LET ME ROLL THE DICE"
UNDERESTIMATED CAUSE OUR SKIN 1§ BROWN

NO MATTER WHAT YOU DO, HANDS UP, DON'T SHOOT!
CLCK CLACK, NOW YOU'RE LYING ON THE GROUND.
THE MEN TN SAD SUTTS MAKE ME WANT T0 60 MUTE

SLAVERY TO RACE, AND WE STILL ATN'T EQUAL NOW
THEY ACT LTKE THE SUTT IS A GAME, HATHAT'S CUTE.

=S ydndy



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1EA2DgKBpQKmtc-2n_bEvlI5oKKcZORVy/preview
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THIS.IS RACISM .

If Sydney wasn’t black, she wouldn’t be so fearful,

and there is no reason that a girl could be so scared, she paints her face white,

joking that her melanin is coming off with a face wipe. She’s lost.

This ridiculous, she would say you’re acting like children, but they don’t even show this much ignorance.
She turns on the news to another shootout, this is making her go insane

because another life is taken, leaving breathless and she know who is responsible.

It'’s the police. Letting her die in their hands; but it’s her fault so she is responsible

for her own death; just by putting on a hood to hide her beautiful face. She’s fearful

You walk into the store, all eyes on you. “Can | help you ma'am?” | am a person, not a killer. 'm not insane.

But they think you are. Anything they say, everyone will believe. You're lucky you're white.

You might have made it up, but you still don’t have authority. Running around yelling “nigger!” That’s why she is always saying your so god
damn ignorant!

She’s always on the lookout, so that they don’t steal the breath from her lungs. They say, “Sorry for your loss.”

1 mile over the limit, they assume she’s drunk. “License and registration.” I’'m searching, can’t find it. “Sorry sir it’s lost.”

“Step out of the vehicle.” Not even said polite. “Hands up.” “| am a person, not a killer.” nothing wrong was done, but she has a responsibility.
Taken down to the station. “Officer, | didn’t do anything wrong.” He wasn’t even there to see what happened. Ignorant.

She keeps quite. Trying hard not to get into more trouble. Fearful

One more word out her mouth and she just might get put in a chokehold. Hold on too long, “I can’t breathe!” too late, her face turned white.
They all suffer. Right before their death, all they remember is torture. It's insane.



The table at school is concerned because it has to sit with her. Doesn’t even know her. Big, bright and blue like it is yelling, leavel It thinks she’s
insane.

Teachers are staring, making face & whispering. “l am a person, not a killer.” She doesn’t know what to do. This is a loss.

She walks up to the teacher to ask a question. The world stops. Teachers face turns pale, white,

because a color is looking into her eyes. Teacher passes out and they all say Sydney is responsible.

You ask her what it’s like to live in a body of color. She tells you that it’s like burning in hell. She’s fearful.

They say “it can’t be that bad.” Ignorant.

“Really; it's not badl” You’re white, | am black. You have privileges, | don’t. They are ignorant,
it’s insane.

Her tone really got to them and the sense of danger made them fearful.

Of what you ask? Of her. Because of her color, she must be a killer. They yell, “get lost!”

She walks away like everything is okay, but they don’t know that they are responsible

for their actions. The problem is they don’t get in trouble because they are still white.

They are the same. The chair, the paper and the people. All white,

but she is different. She has pigment. They are ignorant.

they know nothing but that is not their responsibility.

They don’t care about her, She is as fully human as they are. So insane

how they don’t care whatsoever. Their minds are all jumbled up. All acception is lost
and she is too afraid to walk out her house because of this. She is fearful.

She tries to stop being so fearful, but it’s hard because she always sees the white
She is lost and knows they will constantly be ignorant,
but what is insane, is that Sydney is responsible.



REFLECTION

WRLILNG POETRY IS MORE CHALLENGING THAN YOU WOULD THINK BECAUSE YOU RAD SOMETHING THAT I3 S0 LIGHT, YET IMPECCABLE: BUT THE
TRUT ART OF POETRY 1§ ABUUTTOUNFO D. THERE ARE MANY CHALLENGES THAT YOU CAN FACE WHEN WRITING POETRY AND THERE
. ITRULY ENCOUNTERED. RECENTLY T WROTE A NARRATIVE NONFICTION WRTTING PTECE AND WAS TOLD T0 USE THAT SAME TOPIC
SLUKOREABOUTRACTSIM,BECAUSE THAT 16 A DELTBERATE SUBJECT THAT HAS RISEN IN THE PAST FEW MONTHS. IN THE
| EASLER FOR.ME TO EXPLATN WHAT MY VIEWS ON RACE WERE. T FACED MANY CHALLENGES
ATTRADAC MATTHAT 1 HAD T0 FOLL OWANDIT WAS NOT EASY FOR ME TO EXPRESS MYSELF IN

""ﬁ_._..

Bnee]

WY FIRST DRAFT OF MY SONNET DID NOT COMP )rmﬂ MESCHEME AND 0 LD TROUALE LE TRYING TO FIGURE OUT WHAT WAS WRONG
BECAUSE EVERYTIME [ READ IT TN MY HEAD, T1 SOUND [IKE T RHYMED, BUT THEN T DECIDED TO READ IT 0UT LOUD AND T REALLIED THAT
THERE WERE A FEW SLANT RHYMES! THTS SHOWED ME THAT L NEED TO RE-READ AND READ MY WRITING OUT LOUD BEFORE T GET ANNDYED. T HAD A
LOT OF SUCCES MHILEMAITING. b1 SESTLUA BECAUSETHERE WAS N STLLABLE LIMIT 50 LT WS EASR FOR ME TO WRLTE MORE AND Mi

* EVERYTHING AS DESCRIPTIVE AS POSSTBLE. = St

ol
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Although we are maklng progress sIowa
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Yet st|II we act like our own enemies...

i th|nk if we found a way to redress |
rlt would be a snowball and cause progress

“While we are only at 50% NI
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Itis an increase of only 20 cent.
“Overall we may be pretty farWl pr

But | feel we can pass that screamlng bar :
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/1uFK3kE9rkegMyTnjEHQEYVG2qHQfal5s/view?usp=sharing

and takes some shots = and made shots, the cou
o see if they can swishji— as still shiny even though the ball
E

A

looks as shiny as polished shoes. More shots S
got put up while big guys practice in the paint. N
| see the other teams shots are like Lonzo Ball

and his air balls. | think no wonder they’re the worst eam.

—

Finally the game starts with each team
lined up. Each team wanting the first swish

while they both go after the ball.

The tip off happens at center court

where everyone sees it. Our team hits it and it passes the paint
marking the out of bounds line, so after the tip there are no shots.


https://drive.google.com/file/d/13NO-_RYi5TdaQzmRgTUelFNfJ2HFMsq8/view?usp=sharing

and shoes had been on it like bees on a beehive. The ball
movement our team had, created shots

everywhere on the court

which made our team

start to win the game. Swish after swish

our team had whether in the paintr

swish, swish from our shots
and it felt like a million swishes. It seemed the other team
had none, but they don’t stop fighting on that shiny court.

: .

The game is finally over on the court, and the paint
still seems good as new. Our team shakes hands as the ball
stops bouncing. No more shots. No more swishes.

g7
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REFLECTION

Some challenges that I faced with the different set forms for my poems were syllables, rhyming, and
finding lines to write for the villanelle. The challenges that I faced in syllables was that in villanelles
and sonnets you had to have ten syllables per line when sometimes when you wanted to say one thing,
but you would have to cut it because it was too many syllables. There were many instances when I had
twelve syllables when the max was only eleven. The problems that I faced in rhyming were very
similar. Sometimes I would want to say one thing but I would have to make it rhyme with a different
line so I would have to change it. Not only that [ would also have to make sure that it has ten syllables
on top of that, which added onto the challenge. The predicaments I faced when finding lines to write
for the villanelle were finding the second lines and my first and third line. The last word for my second
line had to rhyme with the rest of my second line last words so when I picked my second line I had to
make sure that it had ten syllables and had something that multiple other words could rhyme with.
Also, my first and third lines were going to be the last line of the stanzas for the rest of my poem so I
had to make sure that not only those two lines had ten syllables and rhymes with each other, but they
contained words that could rhyme with many other words so that there could be many other
possibilities for the first line of my other stanzas.
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Erhe Chdnge

Beep | wake, Beep | sleep, Beep, | wake up

| slowly open my eyes, | rub eyes, yup!

| climb out of my bed, the warm cocoon

I sorrowfull); turn, leaving my room

Drag myself to prepare, for the long day
Knowing the learning that will come, | dread

| am ready, heartbroken, leave for torture

i:l arrive, Walk towards my friends who nurture

Ding, Ding, they scramble, leaving happiness

Walk down the hallway, all to see scrappiness

I walk, I learn, I need to break the curse -
Forced, made | walk down the hallway with con_



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1cfNZA68swuQZGh68dHG-hqcM_gUlBya3/preview
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Gone

Nothing was wrong, | was in the bliss, waiting for the kiss that lead into the
suspense.

You came, the world flipped. The leaves fell, disappointment would shortly follow.
Everyday, the conversation flowed, never ending, it would end so soon.

| never knew, | was oblivious, avoiding the question, you were broken,

The betrayal you went through, trust was something the caused you sadness
Then the day came, you were leaving, not telling me, you were gone

| was confused, striving to move out of the blue. Then one day, you were gone.
No emotions came to surface, you never said, leaving in suspense.

| never thought that the emotion would be sadness.

That | felt for you. | began to think, was this the end? Will something follow?
Once you left, | was broken.

| wanted to believe that time would pass like a cheetah, and would come soon.


https://docs.google.com/file/d/1r1LlS16ZfGXZwxf-FoxIn8cRUs4g_5Ch/preview

Everyone around began to see, it was too soon

To the begin the path of forgetting that you are gone.

| felt like everything was gone, | was broken.

| had fallen through the trapdoor of depression, that would never fix the suspense
You left your life, coming back, so you could follow

The things you left behind. You found what you created, sadness.

You realized you found the thing you created. Sadness.

It was the only thing you found. Surprised, that it was so soon,
That you felt the thing that made. People stared, following
Your trail, you tried to find the thing you had left. Gone,

There was nothing to see. Finally you felt, the suspense

That you made. You felt from before you were broken

Feeling that would never leave. The only thing that would undo the broken _,L;Jf:'.t;;'._:v.
Heart that came. It healed over time, it only brought more sadness ; g 3
Each day that passed, only created even more suspense
That created little scars that never healed. It was i




Caused everyone who knew you unbearable pain, healing needed to follow.

They started to fix what was broken.

You left everyone mourning, people bawled realizing that you were truly gone.
After leaving you caused a miserable wave. Leaving everyone in a pool of sadness
When you died, you were so young, everyone said it was too soon.

Your family was devastated, leaving everyone in suspense,

They wondered in the suspense would follow
With happiness? Soon they looked at the pictures that were weeping tears, realizing the broken
Feeling would never leave. The sadness would never be gone.






After completing and editing efle, sonnet, and sestina | found many cﬁ lenges

throughout the unit. One challenge | faced while writing a villanelle ing sure
that my a and b lines rhymed. | also found it difficult to make it relate to my |nvest|gat|ve
writing topic. | personally related to my topic, but still found it difficult to make a rhyming
poem that was hard. One challenge | found while writing a sestina was making sure
that | was following the form with my ending words. | also found it difficult to make sure
that it was understandable/ makes sense. | took me many times to re-read my poem to
make sure that it would make sense to a reader reading it for the first time. However,
after reading several examples of mentor poems really helped me better understand
the form of the poem and give me examples of topics to write my poems about. | really
found it helpful to read mentor poems because it gave me an example of the form,
which to me personally helps me better understand how to write the poem and give me
a sense of confidence when writing that form of poem.
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I see a river flowing
| see a trillion blue flowé

av —-._,..._..-,..>.A 2

That boy was someone wh a slow death

Who would never would takether breath
And most prominently, a group of kids shot

He thought he was safe as a mouse-he thought
But we have been much better than back then
We have intervened in resolves again

| won’t see as many mornings before

We can see security dread some more



https://drive.google.com/file/d/16IYEoalfmL5vEQftH8BRZ3XQwhv4CiL_/view?usp=sharing

REFLECTION

° How did reading mentor villanelles, sonnets, and sestinas influence you as a reader, writer, person?

Reading mentor poems of villanelles, sonnets, and sestinas influenced me by making me ponder their meaning and
form. | have used this thinking to relate to other poems (unique rhyme scheme, syllables per line, arrangement,
enjambment).

The form of the poem can engage readers or make them think harder into a poem. Before reading these types of poem,
| could only relate to the usual poem form- every so often there would be rhymes. JUST rhymes. That was very boring. But
when | read the villanelles, sonnets, and sestinas, | finally had to think outside the box and discover new things | never
knew before. | never knew that poems had 10 syllables per line and it’s continuation. | never knew you could rhyme in
different parts and even have repetitive lines. Reading villanelles, sonnets, and sestinas gave me a broader and new
perspective of what a poem is. For example, “sonnet 18” wasn’t a rhyme every line, it was in the rhyme scheme
ABABCDCDEFEFGG.The meter was discernible because | read every line and took note of the number of syllables. the
interesting 10 syllables per line! Sonnet 18 is only one poetic form out of the many out there! The form of “The Business of
Fancydancing” doesn’t even have rhyme or 10 syllables per line. Instead, it has the same end words arranged in a special
way between all the stanzas. In addition, it possesses enjambment, the continuation of a sentence without a pause beyond
a line.






Work the hardest when others refuse
Stay and work hard when others quit their game
The ones who stay will win when others lose

Don't think about other people's boo’s
The focus of this sport should not be fame

Work the hardest when others refuse

In order to win you need to lose

Though you can go insane like a crashing plane.

The ones who stay will win when others lose

It's time to have your wins and L’s to fuse
Time to channel your inner flame
Work the hardest when others refuse

Time is up and it's time for you to choose
Choose as if you are playing a board game
The ones who stay will win when others lose

And one day you may get your own shoes

Those shoes will thank you for dealing with the shame
Work the hardest when others refuse

The ones who stay will win when others lose.



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1DRKL_XeJwc6XeCKSp_J3mYgVs51LTl1E/preview




NO STRESS, NO ADDICTIONS

Addictions can be caused because of stress.
Stress turns people into an atomic mess.

If people become addicted to drugs,

it could make the addicts act like scary thugs.
Your life will change if you have an addiction
because you are going over the prescription.

This could potentially cause you to die,

just because you told everyone a lie

that you were happy, healthy, and fine.

God gave you the chance to be the sun and shine,
but you blew it because of one decision

that darkened you and broke the bright vision.

But you still have a chance to be redeemed,

so change so that the dancing light can be gleamed.



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1lEl_y5U0rfcKiiYHul3cxUeUrTF5uhjI/preview

REFLECTION

Throughout this poetry unit | experienced many ups and downs. Those made me stronger as a reader and a
writer. What caused the challenges in writing poetry was writing poetry within a set forms. Things like having to
have a certain amount of syllables and having to have your poem rhyme really made me struggle throughout this
unit. The amount of lines and stanzas | had to write was quite difficult for me. The sestina needed to have an
interesting form of having to have the end words be the same for every stanza, and they had to be in a specific
order. Writing 36 lines of that was really hard and difficult making this type of poetry the hardest type of poetry.
The ups in this unit allowed me to enjoy this unit a bit. To be honest | think the requirements of a specific poem
really made my poem extremely good and powerful. Even though | struggled to have the requirements, the work
paid off and | am very proud of myself. This is the first time | had to write with these kinds of tight requirements but
| think it made my poems the best poems | have ever written in my life. My villanelle and my sonnet poems were
the two poems that pushed me just enough so that | could write the perfect writing. The set forms made me think
out of the box and just made me focus and determined even more than usual so that | could finish my piece better
than ever before.
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BAD HABLTS

When I was five, my mom told me that smoking was a bad habit.
That it left your lungs poisoned.

She'd say "I don't want it to hurt you"

T asked my mom if there was a cure
She said no, and that it would slowly kill me.

She told me that parts of me would be lost.
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When I was seven, My sister came home telling my mom she felt empty and lost

I was young and naive, and didn't understand she was broken and poisoned.

I heard her and mom in the kitchen, mom said “he probably didn‘t mean to hurt you"

But for a second, my sister looked as warm as the sun when it gleams on its brightest when she looked at me,
thought she didn't think she could ever find a cure.

I wonder if mom ever fold her about bad habits.
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When I was fifteen, For two nights, my best friend held me in her arms because she was afraid i'd go back to my old habits
She proved to me that he wasn't my cure.
And she promised she wouldn't leave me.

I understood how my sister felt when she said she felt lost. I k
The boy that said “i'll never leave you" Click here to

Left me empty and poisoned. listen to my poem

When I was seventeen, People told me that a broken heart could be cured
But what if it's not broken, but only poisoned?

I felt the whole world crash into me

My bad habits, furned to worse habits

I felt that I could never go back to who I was when I loved you

T knew I could never find the parts of me that I lost



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1VstvC97DXZzokJz3EkObTNugWHaXu8le/preview

When I turned nineteen, I knew that I was shattered and the pieces were lost,
I knew that I had fallen into a trapdoor of depression and there was no cure

I knew that after years and years of trying not to, I kept my old habits

I stopped listening to my mom, and everything about me was poisoned

As my lungs screamed and the smoke entered info me

I remembered every part of me that wasn't cured

They said it takes about 21 days to find your cure
It takes that many days to break a bad habit.

To let go of whatever hurt was in you.

The one you gave when you left me.

When you left me broken and poisoned.

It's been six months, and you are still the thing my poisoned mind wanders too when it's lost.

My bad habit was you.
You were poison and I was your cure.
I was saving you, but you were killing me.
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WOMEN

We were taught that women weren't equal to men But then | remember that awful night

That the way we dress act affected him And how he wasn't the man | once knew @

But we’d smile even as our hearts when CRACK! As you tried and kept it inl could die a thousand deaths and still be filled with the same
fright

They drown us in pain and expect us to swim
As the skin around my eye turned black and blue

The roots that run through and course through my veins

As if my body was a temple that | could run on my own
Pulse the memories of him through my mind

He tried to turn my calm into a cyclone
But | shake my head and remember it's not the same

As my heart whispers how he was so sweet and kind (_:"Ck here to
listen to my

poem!



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1WNwSKvS8kMPLy7Xg8-By-jXQ4lC_4AG4/preview

REFLECHONMEE G R,

fWhile reading my poems, there were a couple challenges I faced. Mink that the hardest poem to write was
. the sestina, because you had certain words that you had to include or it didn’t follow the format correctly. I

~ think that the main challenge I had with the sestinas was repeating those words throughout the poem and

~trying to create a story with them. Also, another challenge I faced while writing my sonnet was that we had a
certain topic we had to write it about. I think that it was difficult depending on your topic, but also helpful
when expandmg your poetry thinking. ANother challenge I had while wrltlng my sonnet was that it could only
have ten syllables. If  had an idea that I really liked, there was a good chance it was not going to be ten
ssfilables Whilst facing this challenge, there were some aspects ¢ of my poem I did end of having to cut out. |
While reading the mentor poems for each of the formats, I thmk the sestma influenced me the mostasa
person. In my opinion, I think the sestinas had a different feel to them and gave me a sadder, and more '

&Y thoughtful vibe. Another reason I think the sestinas had the biggest influence on me, is because they were the

most difficult to write for me. Since you had to put a lot of thought into what you were writing and to how you
were going to format it, it called for a lot more thinking. Those are a couple challenges and thoughts I had
while moving through our poetry unit.






Morphed memories

Many mental p1ctures spm through my mlnd s !\ 5’ The ivy clad church, no doubt will trancened;

Fleeting pictures, conveying me to past1mes §§ ./ The softrolling hills as silent as time;
Morphed into memories, tl{rned less devfmed '/ Many mental pictures spin through my mind;

&

The lively laughs ofkfriends like jollyié‘himes-/ N
Many mental pictures spin throUgh my min d i

N

orphed 1nto memories, turned less deflned

ThlS charmlng place leaving was surely a crime;

Beautiful it is, through the > open I¢ lence - o
Ravishing beauty, O’ so sublime; l Y .r N - -vMany ny mental pictures spin through my mind;
Morphed into memories, turned less defined.#" T 1 'H 1 Morphed into memorles turned less defined.
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https://drive.google.com/file/d/13gunqd3PTKYxIV6KhgW9qRVrB3cWi-rQ/view?usp=sharing

Returning to the device yet again,
The countless hours, will now repeat.
My phone locks me in like a controlling chain,

Social media, yes it's bittersweet.

Spiraling notions fill ones occupied mind,
Haunted by the persisting mail.

[

turn it off, the torment has ceased,
he loathsome voices have been released.

‘



https://drive.google.com/file/d/1aRdzcxYt6oy5GaxSlzdoBmfu0ZP8IVrL/view?usp=sharing

Throughout the unit I have faced many challenges. Revising the poems I chose to revise was incredibly
hard because both the sonnet and the villanelle had a certain rhyme scheme and a syllable count that |
had to follow. As a requirement I added poetic devices, like similes and metaphors, to make the poem
tronger. I had to be very particular with my word choices and think heavily about whether they would fi
in to my poem'’s form. When writing the sestina one found it difficult to find 6 different ways to end a
entences with the same word, whilst making it sound natural and not extensively repetitive. Although, a
great success that I had was coming up with interesting words for the poem, for example: ravishing,
transcend and sublime. To find more powerful words I used a thesaurus to use the best words that fit i

t

with my theme. I also found it challenging at first to fit in with the syllable count, whilst still trying to get
the meaning across, but as I moved through the poem I managed to complete it. I think that from this

unit [ will take away using more creative words to elevate my writing and my day to day language.
Through writing more poetry I feel that it has extended my repertoire.
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Challenger

I admlred the splnel fractured sky,_'_ﬂf_ f{n' 'vffff;_ S f
*;ﬁAS I marveled the lumlnous llght ‘up. hlgh Sl f 4
'ffﬂt©@k er;granted the knowledge made known 4 : "

| JGW%KF’fifﬁﬂf:';n &flames swallow you in alr |

2

_;he}way'you never thought llfe wasn t falr

”jfBet yoﬁjneVer thanked them, as they rose each day[jﬂ.fff{ 52 e
”ﬁBet you dldn t know all the stars they slayed - Q;ﬁlﬁiﬁfﬂfﬁlﬂjliﬁké

7Just llke you don t thank the eyes you. use’ to seeﬂ;“f
'Untll you know “without them nothlng can be G

_:You dldn t thank Challenger -aware. they mlght fallﬂf?'”ﬁ
But the: thlng is: ‘now, they don t rlse at all !


https://docs.google.com/file/d/1PwQgq83wjS1DUqbyi_seEfs1jBgeSu9q/preview
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Love

Falling



https://docs.google.com/file/d/1dPI7OiH2RU99dhBCCXwkENQjkHU-0pFo/preview

When I first glimpsed

at you, my heart danced

to a thousand symphonies bursting from within my chest. My soul
soared above the azure sky, and radio music

seemed louder, lovelier.

It rained

pure drops of golden sun, pure like your heart. The rain
quenched my love for you, at least so I thought. But when you
glimpsed

at me, I knew I would forever be adrift, dreaming about your
love.

I dreamt about dancing

the twilight away. I dreamt about the music

we’d sing to as we slowly swayed, like the evening branches, as
my soul



ascended passed the luminous cosmos. You eveloped my soul
with your tenderness that you drizzled on everything like rain.
Soon, the rain was something I didn’t think about whilst
listening to melancholy music,

but rather something that set my day ablaze. I got to glimpse
what love might feel like. For months you had me dancing

on the brink of a crag. I had reckoned it was the love

you had given me. Love

is what kept me feeling this way. This only encouraged my soul
to ascend. Only made my dance

steps move more nimble and swift. Only made me want it to rain
profusely. Only made my glimpses

linger. Only made the music

1in mv heart belt defeatnina. Except when music



gets too loud, you can’t hear. And when love

gets thrilling, all you feel is the rush. And when you only
glimpsing

at somebody, you don’t see all of what they are. And when your
soul

gets higher than the heavens, when you fall, you die. When it
rains

too much, things drown. And when you’re so caught up dancing,

you don’t notice the lack of ground beneath your feet, just air
rushing past as you plummet, dancing.

But this was only after the rain

had cleansed you of our love.

I grew wary, and my soul

became an old woman: too young to die, too tired to live. But I
glimpsed



something of the past. And those who had giimpsed

N

hought me to be crazy, were the souls who could



REFLECTION

Some challenges I faced while writing my sonnet were trying to pick out what part of
my Investigative Journalism I wanted to be vocal about in my poem. Another challenge
I faced was incorporating various literary devices and staying true to the structure
and rhyme scheme of a sonnet. However, out of all these challenges the number of
syllables was the hardest for me because I had so much to say. I choose the topic of
my poem to be the death of those aboard the Challenger. However, even after I did
choose to write about the death of the astronauts aboard the Challenger, there was
so much about their death that I wanted to express, it made me choose a point within
the point of their deaths. I found this hard because I didn’t want to limit their
deaths to a 14 lined poem. I wanted to do them justice, and I felt I couldn’t
because of the restrictions of the poem. Off the bat I knew I wanted to write about
their deaths because writing about death is easy for me. However, I couldn’t fit
everything I wanted to write about their deaths in a sonnet. So, I decided to turn
to shaming the public. The overall theme of my Investigative Journalism piece was
that the public didn’t care, and appreciate space and those who worked in that
field. A friend once said that good idea to get people to feel for your cause, or
see from your point of wview, is to shame them and make them feel guilty. Though I
know my poem ended up being miles short of shaming anyone, I believe I made a point:
people were sacrificing their lives to give you information, and you didn’t even
think twice about their demise.






Tough Times of Hatred

Divorce hints to be increasing yearly
Numerous children are hurting, clearly

It affects several in countless ways

dazed through statistics, I am so amazed

folks wishing their families would change
Questioning, why are mom and dad so strange?
Family certainly drifting apart

When is real family time going to start?

Kids battle depression and suicide

Think back to being a beautiful bride

Deeply in love, the opposite from now

You loved each other, you treasured your vows
I know it's over now, hard hatred blocks

No more princess socks, spot the clock, tick tock





https://docs.google.com/file/d/1U79X8TDfaL3sDxH_N-vTb8NF68wb8-h-/preview

CRASH AND LOSS

Words spill out of moms mouth
Like running water. She explains the story while emotions flow through her body
Like mist. Telling it as if it was in slow motion,
Eyes rushing with sadness,

Remembering father, and our moments together.
If only the red haired boy was not drunk.

Click here for audio

The moment suddenly freezes as I remember the boy who was drunk
While a numbing pain fills my mind, and my mouth.

My imagination and thoughts take me back to the crash together.

I feel the seatbelt pressed on my body.

Heart filling with sadness.

The cars through the window movmg in extreme slow motion.

The paved road lies ahead of us, Sti:ilfgﬁ"brashing motion.

I had been warned about drunk

Drivers. Never thought it would happen with so much sadness.
My favorite song plays, lyrics dance from my mouth.

My mind and body

Thinking about tutor yesterday, and the work we did together.


https://docs.google.com/file/d/1DFziLSVoyHKXHrAQT6vnXaLhzcajC4Jt/preview

Mom and [ are scared together,

Wondering who this boy is, why is he driving in such weird motion.
worrying thoughts rushing through my body.

She spots the red haired boy driving while drunk.

1 see my mothers jaw drop from her mouth

floor. His car swerving, her face turning to sadness

nd mind curls with sadness.
round together.
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at in front of me. My mouth
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Blood spills from my mouth and knees like a slide. Why is my body
Feeling pins and needles all over? The hard hit motion has struck us with sadness.
Together, we use strength to pick up our heads, to find that father was the boy that was drunk.
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