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The Ballerina                                                           
Poised and ready, 
Toes pointing away from each other,  
Prepared to being,
Going to strike, 
As soon as the music starts. 

The stage is her sanctuary, 
And she is in control. 
Her smile is wide, 
As the crowd cheers her on. 

She leaps and she twirls,
One, two, and three, 
She counts,
Remembering the steps to her dance. 
As the music plays in the background.

Finally, her dance is over. 
And she receives her standing ovation. 
She grins so wide, as if she just won a prize. 
She bows, and walks off of the stage, 
Glancing back at the crowd. 


The Owl 
Sitting upon his branch, 
Staring out at the world, 
Eyes wide, 
Not with fear but with curiosity. 

He sits and he wonders, 
About the world below him. 
Wise. 
Wise like an old man. 

The owl, 
He sits and he ponders about the world below him, 
Observing, 
He sees and he thinks.

Do you ever sit, 
And think like this old wizened owl? 
Or do you just sit as the world passing by you? 

The owl he sits, 
And he thinks. 
About everything around him.
He is sitting upon his branch.




Rain
Today it is raining, 
All I wish for is sunlight, 
I haven’t seen the sun in such a long time, 
Sometimes I forget, 
What the sun looks like. 

Today it is raining, 
I wish the rain would disappear, 
And allow me to see the bright sun, 
That is full of life. 
I would like to see the light blue skies, 
Full of wispy clouds and full of hope. 

The rainstorm, sounds like hurt and worry. 
The sun is like life,
It is happy and cheerful. 
But why do those rain clouds cover that lovely sun? 
Why can everyday be sunny? 
And everyday be full of hope and love? 

Weather.
Forever changing. 
Never the same. 
Some days it rains, 
And on others the sun shines through. 










The Batterina.
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