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Ryan is just a kid.  

He costs the company money  
Kelly and he are off and on.  

Heõs not even that funny. 
Phyllis is everyoneõs mother. 

She tells it like it is.  

Sometimes she blackmails Angela.  
And she's also in the sales biz.  

Kevin is one of the best.  

He really is a teddy bear.  
Heõs hilarious and slow. 

Not everyone treats him fair.  
Oscar is a Hispanic.  

He works in accounting.  

He never  agrees with Angela.  
Heõs never slacking. 

Andy has some anger issues.  
Heõd love to sing for you. 

People find him annoying.  

And heõs a suck up, too. 
Tobyõs always had a crush on Pam. 
Heõs a pretty laid back guy. 

Michael hates his guts.  
And he works for HR, no lie.  

I hope youõve enjoyed my poem. 
Iõve had a lot of fun. 

You should know The Office by now.  

Thank you and Iõm done. 
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The Office makes me laugh.  

That show is the best.  
Yes, I have become obsessed.  

Now, I have to watch the rest.  
Jim is always my favorite.  

 He is so tall and fine.  

Heõs super romantically sweet. 
I just wish he was mine.  

Pam is thoughtful and wise.  
She is as pretty sweet as can be.  
Every guy falls in love with her.  

And, thatõs pretty plain to see. 
Michael thinks heõs so funny. 

The poor guy just needs some friends.  

He tries hard to get attention.  
But he has trouble making amends.  

Dwight is such a weirdo.  
You can never figure him out.  

He tries to succeed in everything.  

But he doesnõt know what heõs talking about. 
Stanley is such a powerful man  

Who never cares about what he does.  
He sure loves his crossword puzzles  
And passing out from stress he was.  

Meredith drives a minivan.  
She has fiery red hair.  

Her attire is inappropriate to wear.  

Kelly is an Indian woman.  
You could never keep her quiet.  

Sheõs the hugest flirt in the office. 
She once fainted from a diet.  

Angela is rather short and petite.  

Her life consists of cats.  
She is a very religious person.  
She wastes no time on chats.  

Creed is a super old man.  
Heõs kinda creepy in a way. 

He steals many things from  the office.  
Some odd things he does say.  
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What everyone says canõt be true 

THEY donõt see what I see 
They don't hear what I hear  

They don't KNOW what I think  
They must have it wRong  

They could be the death of us  

With this HEARTBREAK  

Reminds me that I am human  
I experience every emotion  

This IS something that makes me  
Regret being humans  

Why canõt I just be oblivious 

This is TO MUCH for a human to bear  
Losing you  
Losing you

Casey Brandt  
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I want to RUN AWAY with you  

pretend LIKE itõs us against the world 
At like oUr love CAN never be stopped  

But as I dream, I know it canõt be 
You leave me hanging on your every word  
What happens when you speak your last  

My dream wonõt SAVE ME 

The pain YOU CAUSE  

Is the worst  
EVERY word you say  

Cuts a deeper wound  
In me  

EveryTHING you throw back at me  

Causes a bone TO crack  
Every wrong you point out  

Swells a wound  

But your not HURTing me  
Deep down  

I am bruised and broken  
But all they see is an image of  

Perfection  
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Greenõs only emerald 

After the rain  
Numbõs only comfort 

After the pain  
 
Fireõs only warm 

After weõre 
We only feel young  
After weõre old 

 
Skyõs only calm 

Before a storm  
Wrongõs only right 
When itõs the norm

Airõs only quite 

After the sound  
Until declared lost  

You canõt be found 
 
Waiting to be moved  

Chess pieces on a board  
Action -reaction  
What are we waiting for?  

 
Can only miss  

Whatõs already gone 
Can only regret  
Whatõs already done. 

 
 

Last night before I went to bed  
Thoughts of you filled my head  
though I have not cried this way in 

many years  
Onto my pillow fell six silent tears  

 
The first was for your smile that I miss  
And your tender lips I long to kiss  

The second was for your angel face  
And thoughts of your loving embrace  
 
 
 

 
The third came as no surprise  

As I thought of your beautiful eyes  
The fourth came rolling  
Instead of my pillow, it should have 

been you I was holding

The fifth came for one reason alone.  

I felt my love for you wasnõt fully 
shown  
I really love and miss you my dear  

And there just fell the sixth silent 
tear  
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Brooklyn, your light burn so bright  

A starry night, blurs as cars pass by  
Questions and dreams are brought here to die  

We can only turn a blind eye  
Brooklyn, the waste of time in the sky  
Save yourself and leave the rest to cry  

 
Watching from afar  

From distant dying stars  

We hope one day theyõll rise 
To join the brightened skies  

But save yourselves and in your eyes  
We are blind, the sins you hide  

But we see all, and know one day that Brooklyn will survive  

 
A loss of faith, a gain of fear  

What left do you have to live to for in here?  
The pain inside, too much to take  
The darkest gray comes over night  

I canõt even seem to find wrong from right 
I must get out...this place is fake  
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Happiness  

Pleasure, Delight  
Smiling, Singing, Skipping  

Joyful and Laughing, Depressing and Crying  

Suffering, Faking, Lying  
Discomfort, Grief  

Misery  

Music  
Loud, Moving  

 
 

Singing, Screaming, Feeling  

Fast and on key, off and nothing  
Connecting, living, believing  

Mute, awkward  
Silence  
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The Marine Corps,  

Honor, Courage, Commitment  
Devil dogs, Leathernecks  

Rough hard men.  
Ready for Battle,  

And Prepared for Death.  

We fight ôtill the very end, 
When all hope is lost.  

We believe war is the answer,  

And peace postpones the inevitable.  
We are your best friends,  

And even worse friends.  
Guns make ghosts,  

And so do we.  

We are the United States Marine Corps.  
 

 
 
 

I am in love  
My head is in the clouds above  

I am in love  

How can it be  
To see me in love  

All my dreams  

Are about you, it seems  
Every thought in my head,  

While Iõm lying in bed, 
Is you and me in love  
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Phone Ringsé 
heart beatsé  

eyes blink.  
 

Youõre always there. 
Pulse rises.  
Blood flows.  
Knees shakeé 
itõs not fair. 

 
Give me a sign.  

I knew you were there.  
Give me hope.  

I still know you care.  
 

Shake my cageé 
light my fire.  
Center stageé 
I canõt get higher. 

 
Lift me up but I still canõt reach. 

Growing old...but thereõs still more to teach. 
 

Give me time.  
Earth will eventually spin around.  

Thereõs only silenceé 
so give me stillness of a sound.  

 
Rely on the future but whatõs really not there. 

Give me tasteless words that are forced out of your mouth.  
 

Give me something to look back on.  
Give me a promise.  

Give me faith.  
Give me chances.  

Give me life...because I might dieé 
give me the wordé 
but in the endé 

I will always be given a lie.  
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Youõre drowning in your own self pity-I wonõt save you. 

Iõve done what I could, never tried to change you. 
Craving attention like a starving child no matter.  

How many times I try to reconcile. Are you that wrapped up in yourself 
that you fake who you are to please others? Or is it that you feel like 

you have no other choice? So worried about making a good impression, 

putting a smile on their face. You think youõre doing justice but youõre 
really acting fake. You donõt know yourself-donõt pretend that you do. 
With every word you say, youõre transparent I see right through you. 

Reality should slap you in the face before I do. I have no respect for 
someone who canõt love themselves for who they are not who they try to 

be, and whatever it is youõre going for, itõs not working. I thought youõd 
change, thought youõd change, thought youõd be better honestly, youõre 
worse than before. You really should pick up whatõs left of your sorry 

self confidence up off the floor.  
I donõt feel sorry for you, I never have. I think itõs funny how sad you 

have become. I think itõs funny how sad you have become. You regret it 
now; theyõve figured you out, cry yourself to sleep, so hard that youõre 
eyes never let you see me again. Iõm really sick of making fake amends. 
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We are all moving too fast  

Only seeing blurs in our eyes  
Only feeling left over emotions  

Missing important points  
 

We all move too fast  

Faster than we need to  
Sometimes faster than we want to  

 

Air is blowing in our faces  
Yet we cannot breathe  

 
Our eyes closed and ears muffled by the wind  

 

Lost in the shuffle of everyday life  
 

Only taking short moments to inhale  
 

And exhaling on the way  

 
We don't know where weõre going 

We never could  

We move fast to see anything in front of us  
 

Wonder if we would care  
 

Just take small steps or big leaps  

One at a time  
 

Wait for your turn  

Wait for your time  
 Move just a little slower  

So the blurs come back to shape  
 

They look so much different now,  

Beautiful, ugly,  
Sad.  
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Here we again  
on the edge of everything  

 
weõre about to fall apart 

 
how could it end like this?  

 
we gave up a long time ago  

 
but we went through the motions  
pretending it was okay for so long  

 
secretly we were both dying inside  

 
when we were together  

 
we were only half of ourselves  

 
I did love you at one point  

 
I did try  

 
but this is the end  

 
maybe we should go our separate ways.  

 
try to move on.  

 
good bye.  
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Deep inside, something is missing  

Maybe itõs the love and tender kissing 

He walked out himself  

Now I talk to myself in the mirror at my reflection  

My heart is dead  

And soon it will make a resurrection  

Once the wounds heal and I am loved for real  

With a type of live I can feel  

But wait -nobody loves me  

Nobody cares  

Nobody loves me and that nobody is me  

I canõt love myself because nobody does 

I am all alone and no longer what I once was  

But the only thing that keeps me alive  

Is knowing that tomorrow may change for the better  

And that nobody becomes somebody  
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Go between the cropping  

Drop into the pit  

There waiting, a single tree  

The wreath of pain  

Wrapped in a slithering sense  

Around the limbs and the decadence  

Here lay a fruit  

Smashed and rotten; fitting  

Smashed underfoot, brushed aside  

Left, is laughter laced madness  

The right, pure death and silence  

The forward path, the same as the past  

Alone and dreary  

A mile of pain  

How might the sun pass by my skies?  

It holds no barter here  

Overcast as my mind has swirled  

Intensity of an ocean  

As deep and consuming  

Stretched between  

No avail  

I have burned through my final remains.  

September 8, 2010  

Proof of life  

I trail along the cynical  

Laugh beside the ever living  

Can not escape my own foreboding  

Wish the life would overtake me  

This is never ending  

Spitting fire at my feet  

Chicxlub come again  

Break this broken world  

Put it together again  

Reformation of the light  

Veiled in dust and minute matter  

Ashes of ourselves  

Sheltered within  

The metamorphosis will return  

Come now do not tarry  

For your looming imminence  

Will bring hiatus to our scurry  

Life will be; as it may  

For consciousness is proof of the eternal  

And fact of our everlasting wake.  
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Winds, they change, and the seasons will follow.  
Leaves will fall, when the ground grows hollow.  

Shadows are cast, as the distance is deep.  
Nothing is forgotten, and then clouds, they weep.  

With pain to the touch, a chill enters the air.  
Leaves are shed, the trees grow bare.  
Time will linger as days pass too slow.  

When coldness falls, a white blanket will glow.  
Months go by and a flower pushes through the ground.  

Changes come clear as birds fill the air with sound.  
The sun will shine, but a heart will never see light.  
The bird loves to fly, but is too scared to take flight.  

Memories drag on, and the seasons remember.  
From the warm days of August,  
to the chilled days of December.  

As the wind blows, a familiar breeze passes by.  
But, it never matters, because with every passing year,  

the flower will always die.  

Chelsea Johnson  


