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I look up at the starry sky
It looks so bright and clear

When will a shooting star go by
To answer my wish that you’d be here?

The stars they shine so beautifully
Sometimes I wish that I could go on a ride

On a flashing comet, wild and free
Still wishing you were by my side

I want to spend an eternity
Gazing at this starry night

It'd be better if it was you and me
Lying beside each other until it got light

Millions of stars in the sky
One for every broken heart

My hearts been dropped so many times
A million's just a start... 

~ Katherine





it's been just over a month, yet your still on my mind,
mascara running down my face, the tears wont stop,

theres not a paint brush big enough to paint the pain away.

i can't hide just how much i miss you,
its written all over my face,

i hate looking in the mirror, cause it sees right thru me.

i cant pretend, just cant do it,
your gone and i feel like i cant do it,

why did you have to leave before i got to say goodbye?

this isn't what i want to do, it's killing me,
you were my big brother and you meant everything to me,

it kills me cause i miss you so much.

nothing feels right, and sun never shines anymore,
i feel you everyheres i go,

its not fair you died to young.

i ask myself over & over, why,
i wonder what you'd be like today,
god knows how much i miss you.

& all the hell i been thru,
he took you from me,

noone can take your place.

i know you want me to live,
but how when im broken,

i want to go back to the way it was.

i want to see your smile agian,
i want you to live agian,

i want to hear you say my name agian.

i want to feel love,
but im frozen,

my heart turned in to an ice box.

please big brother watch over me,
help me heal this pain,

let me be me agian, even though its hard,
please help me. 

rest in peace kyle, we all miss you.



your  w ord s w ere all lies,
you t o ld  m e i w as b eaut if u l,
t o ld  m e you loved  m e,
m ad e m e f all f o r  you,
b ut  your  w ord s are b u llet s and  t hey p ut  ho les t h rough  m e.

w hen  i look in  your  eyes i w an t  t o  cry,
cause w hat  w e had  w as am azing,
b ut  im no t  sure if  it  w as t he t ru t h  o r  a lie,
i t h ink im b ecom ing b lind .
your  w ord s are d est ruct ive,
t hey t o re m e ap ar t ,

you had  m ore p ow er  t han  anyone,
t o  d est roy m e just  t he w ay you d id .
i t h ink ab out  you over  & over ,
t ired  o f  t h inking t hat  w e could a m ad e it ,
b ut  i t ell m yself  no t  t o  st ress ab out  it ,
no t  anym ore.

everyt h ing you said  t o  m e all your  w ord s,
i should a b locked  t hem  out ,
p ret end ed  never  t o  hear  a w ord ,

cause t hey killed  m e.

~ Ho llie



When I f ir st  looked  in t o  your  eyes
I d id n 't  see w hat  I exp ect ed  t o  f ind

I saw  a soul
A hear t  no t  o ld

Sim p ly learn ing how  t o  f ly.
Look ahead  t o  t he d ay

And  you m igh t  d ie
All you have t o  d o  is t r y

In t o  t he b ackground  t oget her  w e f ad e
Don 't  b e af raid , t ake m e aw ay

When a hear t 's no t  w ise, it 's easier  t o  see
Over -analyzing com es easy t o  m e

Hard er  t han  f alling, and  I w ant  t o  f all
All you have t o  d o  is g ive m e your  all

Look b eh ind  and  you w ill see...
Dif f icu lt y is easy t o  p lay

Look in t o  a t r aged y
Not  a w ord  you have t o  say

Give m e your  hear t , f u ll and  un f rayed
Let 's run  aw ay

I w as young and  get t ing m y st ar t
I need ed  ground , t he answ er  w as h im  

He scar red  m y lif e and  f rayed  m y hear t
I f o rgo t  t o  ho ld  on , conseq uences are gr im

Lif e is hard  w hen t here's f ir e invo lved
Fire w ill b urn  you o r  m elt  in t o  t ears

Never  t he least  o f  m y p rob lem s are so lved
Take m y hand  and  t he f ir e d isso lves
Ho ld  un t il it  d isap p ears

And  I w ill st eer

Wit h  t he ar row  b roken and  now here t o  go
Trying t o  f ind  a w or ld  t hat  I know

You p aved  t he p at h  and  help ed  m e get  hom e
Help ing unknow ing t ill I learned  t o  grow
Doing w hat 's b est  no t  t o  f o llow  t he rest

Not  t o  b e over  un less it 's all d one
I t r ied  t o  st and  and  p ut  m y hear t  t o  t he t est

Never  know ing t he t rue m ean ing o f  f un
Com e w it h  m e, in t o  t he sun

Take m y hand  and  w e w ill r un .

~  Kat her ine



One day, as I sat,
a not-so-ordinary cat,

I saw a pair of shoes
on a man with eyes of blue.

I could tell he was a ghost,
and asked him

what he wanted most?

He said “Well, I’m not much for greed,
but one thing I really need

is the chance to speak with any human host!”
sighed the ghost.

I raised my eyes and said, “Hey you,
why should that make you feel so blue?

“Maybe speaking human
just isn’t where you’re at,

but man,
you can certainly speak cat!”

~ Georgia



This is a poem, meant to discombobulate.

To give something dull a dramatic flare,
To let words shine with a brightening blare...

My pencil creates something spectacular,

To elevate high,
uphold to the sky or the sea, I'm not sure which.

A funny sort of pulchritude, made from bits and pieces

For a violet can inspire, bring you happiness or ire
'Round the willow tree to find you're free to write.

Fling your speech away,
Use an epiphany to say what you mean,

And you will soar,
And all assumptions about yourself

will merely implode,

For this is a poem, meant to defy the panopticon.

~ Georgia



These are but wild and whirling words,
No matter what they make.
Where anything is possible

and nothing is mistake,

Where life can change within a blink,
And then return to norm.

These are but wild and whirling words,
No matter what they form.

~ Georgia
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