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Faces Upon Faces

Overcomplicated roads. Overcrowded exits.

Dreading it all.

| take myself to where my mind wants.

Walking. Walking. What?

An unbelievable surge rushes through my body

What an undeniable presence!

Like cookies baked fresh from grandma’s oven

The piece of paper after working for so long

What is this?

The fan spinning round and round, a carousel.

We’re not at no circus! No, no! This is so much more.
Faces Upon Faces, so many of them!

| get excited the more and more | turn.

Letters, colors, backgrounds. Oh, how wonderful!

The relevancy of what’s been released so long ago!
Celebrating tunes from decades ago.

Sparks zoom across the empty day!

Black and white meshing to the colorful, imaginative reality, that is!
The blood rushing to my head, replaced by nostalgia.
Like opening grandpa’s old box found in the basement.
| feel myself. Finally unlocked from the enclosed chest.
Disconnection is no more.

Freeing from the daily stresses of life!

A cold rush of blood to my head.

Cooling off the anxious feelings that are received daily.
It rose me. It chose me.

No. I chose it.

Crates, upon crates, upon crates, upon crates.

Covers are so much more than just covers.

Attention to detail; poise indeed!

Ready for it?
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Out of this Nightmare

The road screamed to be fixed, as | wished to go through the exit that was so far away. Right,
then left | was stuck. My wishes yearned to get out of here as my mind damn pleased. Faced
upon me was an array of colors: yes, like a paint palette. Except, you can’t choose which colors
you’d wish to see surrounding me. The weather shat on the cars around me, as if God was
addressing my stricken face. What unbelievable

sight to behold, as I finally had the opportunity to move forward. Surrounding me and others,
was the taste of misted rain as the outside blew itself up in rain. This electric surge struck like
lightning through my body, as the exit made itself present. It was as if | smelled cookies baking
in grandma’s oven. The tranquility of peace eliminated the concern of time and pushed me
towards ease. The car radio

turned into an unexpected tune as | felt my heart shift back into place. For now, I’'m out of this
nightmare.

‘Sleep fine at night and wake up to my early speechless morning’— From ‘Speechless’ on ‘Betty’
by ‘Helmet.’
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| felt that re-lineating this in prose was more effective as the prompt moved to greatly describe
the anxieties that come with being stuck in traffic. Not only did I include more concrete imagery
and describe the scene more for a much better descriptive picture; but I wanted to focus on the
scene of transitioning ‘out’ of traffic. | incorporated enjambment for the purpose to excite
readers and intrigue them on ‘what’s coming next’. The poem feels more impactful, and | feel
that lineating in prose really sets up the concrete imagery of transitioning from being ‘stuck’ in
traffic to getting ‘out’ of it. Retitling the poem was also effective in highlighting that traffic can

be a ‘nightmare’.



Rising Stars, Shall Break Industry Standards.

Whenever shall we be as one?

For blatant talent lies as deep as does the Mariana Trench.

A diamond tucked away for whenever shards of stone rejoice.
For wherever we spew talent,

we get knocked down by the same ones encouraging us.
Whenever they call reform, they exclude you.

Whenever they stand, they think you’ll fall.

Wherever they’ll be, they’re hating from afar.

For wherever they care, it’s never confined within you.

For whenever there shall be more stars, you shine the brightest.
Shine bright, starlight!

Use your potential to seek opportunities wherever possible.
Stand up for yourself, whenever possible!

Speak out for others, whenever necessary!

You are not in this alone.

Whenever the industry isolates you into a corner,

Knock it down with cocky confidence.

Break those records whenever!

For approval shall renewal your talent whenever.

For you shall wait for the right timing whenever.

Stand up for those who try knocking you beneath!

Standards are meant to be broken whenever possible!

For those who sabotage you will do it wherever.

Sharp glass, cutting the corner of an already broken-down tire.
For whenever brand new trends pop up, can only last so long.
Trendsetters can be set wherever.

Whereas real talent glows in comparison.

For who said the industry stays the same?

You can always be found whenever.

For wherever they’re broken, shall not matter.

Rise up! For wherever they come from, they’ll be celebrated!
It is no more that you’re taken down by jealousy!

For wherever envy sparks, your light blazes brighter!
Wherever, whenever. You will be found!

The darkness can only exclude light for so long!

Your diamond starlight glistens wherever you are!

Don’t waste potential on nonsense wherever you find it!

For whenever you are found: this hand shall reach down.

No more saying it’s impossible!

For wherever you are, the star in you shines even more!

Now go out there and take the stage.

For wherever the haters are.

For whenever the rumors spread.

For when everyone is judging.
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It all doesn’t matter, for talent prevails whenever,
And wherever you are.



| Rise

| am the one to uncover lies, like how gummies worms hide inside a dirt pie.

To discover a diamond, you must hammer around it.

How should I know it’s a diamond though, and not a coal?

Not knowing how to spew talent, I get knocked down.
Opportunities that seemingly found me, now excluded me.

My enemies feel closer to the truth than I’d ever be.

This spinning space globe, with the only undiscovered planet being myself.
The sun would never consider going into my direction,

as my potential dies down and freezes like Mars during ‘Snowball Earth’.
I can’t stand up for myself.

I can’t speak for myself.

Isolating myself as I dig deeper, and deeper into the snow.
Who’s to say I need anybody else’s approval to function?
Timing is key, and it fits in this door to get me out of the snow.
Awareness of sabotage is necessary,

as sharp glass could cut you at any moment.

Get a bandage for the wound, but don’t you dare stop.

Instead of thinking about an influencer,

how about you become one?

For the things | do now, I rise.

For the effort I put forth, I rise.

No matter what, I rise.

My blood may spatter at moments | feel most unconfined,

but my hand shall reach up.

The impossible has become the possible,

as I’m one step closer to the stage.

Rumors continue to spiral me down, as | took three steps back,
one step forward.

Wherever | am, | will continue to move forward.
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| turned the poem from a ‘we’ poem into an ‘I/My’ poem to emphasize that it’s important to be
confident in yourself, but to show that anxieties can be our own enemies and hold us back. In
addition, I translated some of the poem’s actions into negatives (EX: Not knowing how to spew
talent, I get knocked down’), etc.) throughout the poem. | incorporated a contrast of being
somewhat ‘confident’ of whether you have talent, and that contrasting with your emotions
doubting yourself, and that dragging yourself down. The meaning of the poem has changed in
this regard, and | feel very confident that | convey this contrast, as it is important to emphasize
my past (still current) struggles regarding confidence. | cut down the poem with a significant
chunk to help convey this message more, with more ‘meaningful’ / powerful” words. The title ‘I

Rise’ emphasizes that you will rise, despite everything/one that’s trying to knock you down.



Spotlight

Locked lair.

Nowhere near.

The potential of possibility.
Living in a lost house, divided.
Could | be, your spotlight?
Broken hearts, left high charts.
Seeing nearby, nowhere.

Do | see, a light.

A ray of rage?

Around the bright lights?

Dear: are you near?
Somewhere around the horizon,
lies a secure chest, with no rest.
Look into me.

Embrace this race of time.

Let me be, your spotlight.
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Spotlight
1

Continuing to fight the multiple beasts off,
my lair of bent metal poles of a cold metal floor revealed a positive possibility:
to kill off a few and to venture forth. Do | keep going forth?

2

Living in a house divided, | took forth my broken heart,
to harness my energy to defeat the beasts who didn’t want to fall.
They came from all different directions. Why am | feeling this way?

3

For one of the beasts just wouldn’t fall and hurt me.
Looking up in utter defeat, my body shuddered,
as I realized it was ‘him’. Did you come to save me?

4

Standing over six feet tall with a quite fancy hat,
wearing a mysterious black suit: I knew I couldn’t escape
him this time and succumbed to my worst nightmare. ‘I’m sorry’, I said.

5

I would’ve thrown my hands up because | feared he’d hurt me,
but instead found myself getting up and running instead.
I ran until I couldn’t catch my breath, for I vowed to never return.

6

It seemed that the other beasts didn’t exist when he came into the room,
something I took note of as | made sure to grab my passport, license and
other important belongings he knew he couldn’t take.

7

This beast thought it could tear me apart, but | withheld my tears
as | ran away from a chamber I’d never see again. There he was with
his fancy hat looking at me, but not coming after me.

8

Piercing-cold rain fell on my skin as the distance grew further between us
until I no longer saw him or the house. The other beasts would never come
to existence again, as those emotions, like rain, fell into the ground and soaked.

| felt the rain on my fingertips. For the first time, | felt safe and soothed as

1'd never see that man ever again.
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| 'm safe for now, but once the boulder has cracked

there is no repairing that damage ever, but you can always look back on it as a lesson.
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| broke my poem into sections divided by numbers to read as mini poems, loosely connected as
one in whole. | focused on writing one poem into several small others and revised in a
completely new direction. In addition, I did not begin the poem at the beginning and told it in a
different order (I ‘began’ in the middle of the ‘scene’). One thing I’ve learned about writing &
revising poetry is that it is a constant process, with so many opportunities to expand upon your
writing. In addition, I’ve incorporated my poem being a series of questions/commands at various
points and had the poem by at least 1/3 longer than the original. I’ve learned that revising poetry
can take your draft in a completely new direction, and that trying different forms of

experimentation can really benefit the overall picture.



Constance of Hope.

The laughter of children, fills the air.

Carousels spin without care.

Colors upon rides, rides filled with happy pairs.
Yellow, blue, green, red lights flash throughout.

These various colors, are supposed to fill my void.
Music filling the souls of those joyous ones.

That exert the air around them, with mirth.

Vibrant colors mirror the reflection of flowers.

That sat upon an array around the fountain.

Hearing the water tap, tap, tap.

Not too far from it, sat a bench.

On this bench, sat a forest across a lake.

The bright turquoise lake, brightened with surrounding lights.
On an seemingly abandoned bench,

The one with eyes so still.

Yes, that’s me.

As still as the rocks on the ground,

Carelessly being kicked around.

The ring of water, bends to the shape of my figure.

A reflection, ever so rippling, disconnected from around me.
“Why so grey?” asks the winds soft sigh

“Is there a reason why?” it yet repeated itself.

“Do you shed that silent tear?” it finally said.

You only see, what you want to see.

My words continued to fail, frozen in action.

| began to breathe, as | block out the outside world.
Shadows, cloud within my heart.

A silent storm, eventually became a whispered din.

As the silence eerily crept upon the vibrant scene.

This heavy, fur jacket coat; cloaked down on this seemingly bright day.
My ray of darkness, shut the light attempting to seep in.
On the other side of this water, sat a forest.

Afar from the loud noises of joy.

Leaves were dancing, and playing.

A white, fluffy rabbit poked at my cage of darkness.
Could I let it in?

Bright acacia trees, could be seen from even farther.
From what I can’t see in the distance,

Was hidden by whispery shadows that held secrets,
From deep within.

This part of the forest, sat abandoned;

Just as the dreams my heart, could never keep.

As there was no animals, no hearts could therefore find itself.
The grass shined a shade of bright green,

Like the one beneath my feet.
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Could my weight crush the color beneath me?

Turn it, into such an array of darkness?

What a great big, white world.

‘Come join us!’ said the little boy, upon the carousel.
My gaze sat on the unfixed sky,

As | ignored this clash of joy and sorrow,

This hope lied of a brighter morrow.

Amidst the celebration, lies a silence,

That reigned free.

| walked away, to crush this darkness.

The darkness, that had the nerve to control me.
Walking past the flowers, a lily white.

“Stay” beckons the lily white.

“Stand with me, in this warmly-lit light”.

This cold-hearted reality, finally found its way to me.

Sadness continued to cling, as the ghost continued to go unseen.

You only see, what you want to see.

| stood, frozen.

My igloo of frozen thoughts.

Finally, broke free.

As | entered this joyous scene,
Heading towards the corndog truck.
‘Lemonade can taste sweet or bitter,
Depending on where you get it from”.

| thought to myself one last time, as | walked away from the bench.

A Constance, of hope lies ahead.
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Hope

Laughter of children spun around the air
while carousels circled without care.

| am the void of color.

I mirror the flowers I now look at.

| mirror the fountain.

| mirror its tap-tap-tap of water.

This lake I saw with my own eyes,
while sitting on a bench reminded

Me that | was looking into a forest.

Bright green acacia trees left its leaves of

somber bright yellow glows on the ground.

Sat across from this bright blue lake was this sight.

| with my eyes, like rocks skipping across the water:
took to see this ring of water bending into my shape,
I

breathe as | see the leaves are twirling and dancing.
Then a white rabbit with devilish red eyes appeared.
Shall I let you in little rabbit?

Do be sure to check what’s around me,

and not what you’re so used to.

For why do you not

hear these surrounding children’s tunes?

I wish you hadn’t disappeared into those bushes,
as | felt my need for company grow at ease with
your presence.

At least this crack in the bench won’t grow, no more.

You see what you want to see.
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I changed this poem to incorporate a melodic ‘sound’ to it, and making sure that there’s more
consideration to meter and how the poem sounds overall. Incorporating anaphora, enjambment
and alliteration throughout the poem: | transformed this poem into a much more effective,
conduced and impactful piece by cutting down on the length significantly. I’d like to keep
working on the ‘sounds’ of the poem, assonance/alliteration, and following a sort of ‘intentional’
rhyme scheme in terms of meter. I’d also like to keep working on making the context of ‘hope’
in more than one direction as the poem currently ‘states’: in other words, I’d like to provide

different interpretations of hope into a singular poem.
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