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Forget Me Not

My lite 15 fifled wath dreams
[ Know wilf never come (rue
Lcy and think of the things
lhat somedav [l want to do

[ teel the pressure conung dova
o [ don t Know where to turn
— People don t seem as thev appear
7 Mavbe [ can crash and burn

[ see an ocedn ltar awar

[ look there and tear the dread

One dav: 11 be lost m the blue

[ve chosen Y PALA, 18 What ther said.

The sea animals swim 1 the dark

The water that thev ljve peacetullv in
15 the warer that [ should live tor
lomorrow, [/l swim with the f1sh 1 s

AS the sun shnes down

Wil the ocean so bright

/Iy 1o sur and rhink

My thoughts overcome with (right
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Colla Cobb

Grode 9 ! m scared of the lte [ haie vel (o e

}.\. iy /' m worred about Lhe [riends [ have ver (o /md
g. .l= £ v [ cant survive in ths hatelul world
g&l OV ‘ff Somebods can come o (ake me awar (o the bing
NN D ‘
o 7 .
> - /’)f‘ Lo drown myusell i my sorrou”

Would be to give mio the cruelti
[ have to keep up rhe life
That [ have evers right o line

lhe dark venrures (nto the lght
L am seemp the brighiness

In memory of life;

Annie Havis
Grade 1
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YNy Conscience

When J was six

«J/ might not have minded,
Seeing my mother,
Apnd not my father.

JRut my conscience helps me not!

JJ/ was eleven
Ard wise.
J o vather hear my
YHother's voice.
“Than my _FLather’s lies.

J3ut my conscience helps me not!

Fifteen J was
And indiffevent.
o don't cave if
Y¥y mother talks
r my father.
“hey are like statues,
“hat just stand there.
JRut my conscience helps me not.

J m in my twenties
And J talk to no one.
uﬁ’bt my mother,
JYot my father.
JBecause my conscience
JSVever helped n@?.’
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This puppeteer by my bedside
screams till deaf do us part.

T hrough lavender vivers of emoke
Draws your images
Designing my fate and
longing to be longed.

Can you climb as hish as J can?
L ake out those skeletons
sclf-afflicted gun shot
Dlotting your best friends funcral.
T hink up something surreal
Thite horses (eft me crippled
i the mindless, directionless. hem{(«fgg.....
RRleed the Hlack current lu';:hmtll{
Clntill deag do us part....

Anonymiss
Grade 11
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SLEEP WALKERS

1 FIND MYSELF WALKING TOWARDS A HOUSE AFTER A DREAM | HAD. 1 DID NOT KNOW WHY | WAS GOING
THERE, BUT | KNOW | HAD TO. | GET TO THE DOOR. | HAVE BEEN HERE BEFORE. IT IS HELL. ONE OF THE
DEVILS COMES OUT TO GET ME. HE IS WEARING A BLACK ROBE. HE HAS HORNS COMING OUT OF HIS
HEAD. HE TAKES ME INTO A ROOM - A BIG ROOM. | CAN FEEL THE EVIL IN THE AIR. ALL THE OTHERS ARE
THERE. THERE ARE CANDLES ALL AROUND. THE CANDLES ARE BLACK. THEY ARE DANCING N A CIRCLE
AROUND A TABLE IN THE CENTRE OF THE ROOM. ON THE TABLE THERE IS A S8KULL. IT HAS HORNS, AND
BLOOD IS POURING OUT OF IT’'S EYES, AND A CROW IS STANDING ON IT'S HEAD. THEY ARE CHANTING
WORDS, BUT | DON'T UNDERSTAND THEM. | OET FORCED ONTO THE TABLE, THEY START CHANTING AND
DANCING AROUND ME - FASTER AND FASTER... | AM SCARED. | HAVE TO GET OUT. JUST WHEN | THOUGHT
1 WAS GOING TO SCREAM, | BECAME CALM AND LOOKED STRAIGHT AHEAD. 1 DID NOT KNOW WHAT | WAS
LOOKING FOR. THEN | SAW IT. THE DEVIL REACHES TO THE TABLE, BETWEEN TWO CANDLES HE PICKS UP
A SILVER CUP. HE HOLDS IT UP FOR THE OTHERS TO SEE. THEN HE COMES OVER AND POURS BLOOD
OVER MY HEAD. HELP ME!Il HELP ME!ll | MUST RUN. THEY WILL KILL ME. THE HEAD DEVIL MOTIONS TO
ANOTHER DEVIL WHO BRINGS HIM A KNIFE. THE BIG ONE HOLDS IT OVER HIS HEAD AND SAYS, “HAIL
BATAN.” HE COMES CLOSER, AND HE PUTS THE KNIFE IN MY HAND. HE PICKS UP THE CUP AND POURS
BLOOD OVER IT. ANOTHER DEVIL BRINOS A LITTLE BABY. IT IS CRYING. HE PLACES IT ON THE TABLE AND
POURS BLOOD ON IT'S CHEST. THEY ALL LOOK AT ME. THE CHILD’S EYES ARE OPEN, STARRING AT ME. |
FEEL NERVOUS AND BEFORE | SCREAM, | PLUNOE THE KNIFE DEEP INTO MY HEART. THE CROW SCREAMS
BEFORE | HIT THE GROUND. THE WINDOWS CRASH OPEN. CROWS START FLYING IN THE ROOM. THE
CROW ON THE SKULL FLIES DOWN, RIPS OUT MY HEART AND FLIES AWAY WITH IT. JUST BEFORE I DI, |
CAN FEEL THE OTHER CROWS AND DEVILS EATING AWAY AT MY BODY.

BY : DAVE GREENFIELD
GRADE : ???

Best friend

Thoughts of you
Fill ey mind,
J think of you all the tine.
Jog and pain,
Days waring thuough the win.
Times watching 3.,
cuernt a mouic.

But alf good things nuest
came ta an cnd,
J wish J newex had ta
et you go,
You cweve muy best friend.

The lave of my Gife,

the shine in my day.
J'd always want you by my side,
J wouldn't warnd it any athen way.

But J know that you ave gane,
J must learn ta be stvong.
Sure goed thing: come ta an cnd,
But it dacan't mean they can't stat up again.

J'd Cove ta tell you ta your face,
Just ance mose,
J miss gaus fiss and suscot embrace,
but theve's na need far me ta tefl you ayuin.

You finow J. bove you,
fram beginning to cnd.
Sa vemeber as fax as fvicnds go-
you weve always my Best fricnd.
Maria Lovell
Grade !1
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Underground Butterfly

Fluttering in the remaining breeze,
Dark and humid, the underground freeze,

Freedom caged in a shadowy hollow,

With nothing but darkness and instinct to follow.

{nderground butterfly, taken from life,

her fove. a sharp whisper, cuts just like a knife.

Her innocence shattered by hunger and fear.
\ As she watches the last ray of light dissapear.

Fumbling through the mysterious tunnel,
Faster and faster. she twists in the funnel,

Beyond the Grave Forever iy Love
| wals in the shadows with pain

in w? heart.
| would come (o you faster then
S

&sﬂquwm
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{ think of uty and
start to weep.

Now the lust is goms,
'm all alone.
| might not go to heaven becalse
s tm

one aay,
tll we become whole,
unearth | will stay.
Unfortunately for me it’s
oo late.
Without a-heart and soul
| met fate.
Now [ heave mﬂwm death
ve me 's cle.
| turn my hacga%nngh&ﬂww witheut saying,
ved yoll =
But | know one d aﬁt%ilm ing my own yath,
Pm sure iy a Eﬂ‘e%ne we'll walk ﬁmﬂg me Dgﬁh.
Beyond the grave forever my love.
%?*Wsm
attonrselman
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All hope is lost, the blank key doesn’t fit,
She is exiled from life in this horrible pit.

Underground butterfly, torn wings and all,
She struggles along, trying hard not te fall,

~-Gasping and breathing; the toxic fumes spin,

The once delicate beauty decides to give in.

Floating down now te the tracks below,

A gust of wind acts as an undertow,

the shocking white heat maims her body with lies.

and while kissing the cold ground, she shudders and dies.

Melanie Halpert
Grade 10



