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Introduction

For this year’s Poetry Contest, we tasked local writers with submitting works inspired
by the rich tradition of American poetry. These collected works pull from poets like
Emily Dickinson, Robert Frost, Ada Limon & Edgar Allan Poe, but also from America’s
250 year-long history - our landscapes, our art and our personal experiences. This
year’s poets offer us a plurality of voices that sing out our country’s past, present and
future. We would like to thank everyone who contributed to this anthology as part of
our celebration of not only National Poetry Month but also America’s 250t anniversary.

Poetry is an art, and judging art is difficult but not impossible (though sometimes it felt
that way). In a very real sense, each writer in this anthology would be deemed a
winner since they offered us insight into and emotions about our country and
community. However, for transparency’s sake, we would like to explain how we
selected our Library Poet Laureates.

Each work was scored with an emphasis on five categories:

Form (use of language and grammar)

Poetic Language (use of language to create imagery)
Content (cohesion of work to convey a clear point of view)
Creativity (imagination and originality)

Ol PN =

Overall Impact (poem’s impact on reader cognitively and/or emotionally)

Winners were the highest scoring poem in their age group. Those winners are Elizabeth
Exoo for Adults with her piece The Youngest at the Table, Elliana B for Teens with her
piece The Crow and Gillian DiPofi for staff with her piece Stopping in the Woods. .. Wait
Let Me Restart. Honorable mentions go to Desirée Dunn with The Lure & Makalya C.
with Another Day in America.

All winners (except staff) received a $25 gift card and the title of Library Poet Laureate
2026.

We did not make any changes to the entries except to streamline font for publication.
Each piece is replicated as it was received in terms of grammar, syntax, format, etc. The
anthology is laid out alphabetically by the author’s last or given name within their age
group. Teen entrants’ last names are redacted for privacy.

We hope you enjoy reading this as much as we did. Thank you again to all the poets for
making this year a memorable one!



Adult

Roger Batt
How a Poet Dies

First the backbone softens

The heart uprooted tilts against

the rib cage. Throat turns velvet.
Hair becomes transparent,
fingernails fluorescent.

Eyes change color, some turn yellow.
Ears become flowers, nostrils fill
with cobwebs, lungs breathe silence,
the brain turns golden.

Toes take root, lips fold inward,
breasts turn marble.

What remains melts pink,

round and opaque.

Put it away on a shelf

As a reminder not to write poetry.

* * *

Red Roses Bleed Well (For Sylvia Plath)

You're a drummer Sylvia,

the carnage of your life

lies in open stock

for anyone to buy.

You sell us death in poems
bereft of love; you borrow

our breath to line the

hollow of your soul.

The pain's not sweet Sylvia
neither were your thirty years.
If you and Elizabeth Browning
should, by chance, meet

in that starless void

of heaven or hell,

speak to her in flowers

Sylvia, red roses bleed well.



Louise Burgess
Calm Yourself Up

Let’s look at it this way...

You can make it a brighter day...
The sky is whispering hues of blue...
The sun is shining just for you...
The greenery in the summer trees...
Sounding out the coolent breeze...

Wonders of God

Let us be thankful

For his beauty and grace...
As he blankets creation

Of Earth’s global space...
Then he plants us here

To take care of this place...
So let’s not forget

We're in this glorious race...



Amanda Dufour
Flight Risk

I reach my fingers hands held high
I swear to the sky
Not me, not I, this isn’t right guys

Signs held high
We fight for life

Hands out, hands up
I swear I'm right

We scream and cry
We all might dies

Whose to say we are the bad guys
They are, they are
Not I, Not I

We scream out loud
Like its all just sound
Signs held high, we hope to the sky

Please, please, please

I hope we don’t die



Amanda Dufour
Missing You

Roses are red, Violets are blue

I miss you

Leafs fall here, leafs fall their
I miss you everywhere

Sun up, Sun down

I miss your frown

Wax & Wane
I'm always in pain

Crish Crump
I miss you so much

Splish splash
I miss your laugh

Open wide, Don’t shut your eyes
Don’t miss the last goodbye

Knock knock
Knock knock on the trunk one last time

I miss you I miss you I miss you so much
Please don’t say goodbye

Love laugh I wish you were back

Laugh and cry
I'love you to the sky

One last time
I get to say goodbye



Desirée Dunn (Honorable Mention)
The Lure

I live in holographic darkness

Fractured by a scream

That wakes me to reality -

The dangling carrot of the American dream

Its surface, slick and shiny

Cast by a fisherman from shore
He wears not boots and slickers
But a suit and tie for keeping score

Born into this privilege

They say, “the limit is the skies”
All I do is feed the corporation
But from this dream, I rise

The sun sets on emerald canopies
Through cobwebbed, cabled skies
Colonized, conventional

But from these v’ales, I rise

Afloat in ruptured prophecy

My purpose, still obscure

Like a greyhound racing for its life,
I chase the mechanical lure

Sales! Profits! Legacy!

Yes, Man - you're in control
I work until my brain is tired
Nothing left to fuel my soul

I feed the Man, pay taxes to
This land in which I'm native
Crawling back into identity
I'm free to be creative

I run until I'm out of breath
Toward this vision that never dies
My purpose distilled, crystal clear
And from this dream, I rise



Elizabeth Exoo (2026 Library Poet Laureate)
The Youngest at the Table

The table was set long before America arrived.
One guest remembered pyramids.

One spoke of marble columns.

One told stories of kings and their crowns.
America came late,

only two hundred and fifty years old,

still counting birthdays, not centuries,

and apologizing for the dust on her sleeves.

The others smiled.

A child, they thought.

They returned to their stories of
pharaohs long passed,
philosophers of old,

monarchs gone by.

America listened,

watched,

admired.

Then she emptied her pockets:
a baseball,
a microchip.

From her hand,
she let granular beads rain through her fingers
onto the table.

Moon dust.

The same moon

that watched over pyramids,

shone on philosophers,

and silvered castle walls.

All had stared up at the moon.
America had brought some back.
Perhaps that is the privilege of youth,
to look at something ancient

and still believe it can be reached.



Andrew France
The National Anthem, Broken Down, Complex, Rising Up- America
Inspired by Ada Limon’s A New National Anthem

“O say, can you see?”

See what? And who are you talking to?

All of us? A select few? And what about-in some way- the blind?

“By the dawn’s early light?”

What about those who never see the sun? And those who live where
The sun is obscured by factory smoke?

“What so proudly we hailed at the twilight’s last gleaming?”

Proud of what? Hail as in broken glass and plague and destruction?
And what about those embracing the darkness and aren’t proud of it?
“Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the perilous fight?”
What now? What about the fights we’ve lost, for the flag or against it?
“And the rockets’ red glare? The bombs bursting in air?”

Let’s think of, for whom, rockets are nothing to celebrate. Those with
Bodies or minds scarred by bombs who may not think we should sing
So merrily about them as we prepare to watch a baseball game?
“Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there?”

What about those for whom their flag- not that day in Maryland long ago
But through place, through space, through time, still today

“O, does that star-spangled banner yet wave

O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave?”

Yes, our flag waves today. Across the country, by many who

Hold dear in their hearts what we were built for, and don’t.

In a land of many brave in big and small ways.

But history will tell us we’re not the land of the free for everyone

Yet. Where not everyone is created equal, due to who they are

On the inside and outside. But, still, I am not asking for us to stop
Singing our anthem in fear of crucifixion. Just for you to think of it

As broken down. Complex. Still rising up, though. Just like America.



Andrew France
We
(An Advent Tribute to Gwendolyn Brooks)

We rise ready

We sing steady
We welcome wait
We light late

We know night
We crown Christ
We jinx June
He'll die soon.



Melanie Fulginiti
Oh Sweet Emily {Dickinson}

I can recall the first time that we met
Or should I say that the first time

I was introduced to you

Twas a decade ago

Reading a poem or two
Of your pieces
Of work

Beautiful and lovely

You tried desperately to hide your work from me
From us

But that was not to be

You are a national treasure

Don’t you see

You don’t have to retreat

It was meant to be

For your work to be shared with me
With us



Dennis Hickey
Human Condition

Words bring comfort to the heavy heart;
They console and soothe the hurtin” part.
Commiseration is the balm for healing;
Love is the salve for caring and dealing.

The touch brings calm to a frenetic pace;
A hug makes the world a better place.
The family unit eases the pain of living
And teaches the lesson of love by giving.

Reflections

Looking for the happy that once brought me joy;
Wondering what happened to the highs of being a boy.
Longing for the satisfaction that once colored the sky;
Puzzled by life’s reason for the people who die.

Being moral should bring a bounty of pleasure;
Not dejection and despair that robs life’s treasure.
The mystery of living befuddles my mind;

Why aren’t my good deeds rewarded in kind?

My mortality has never been so clear;

Numbered days pass with fewer left to bear.

I want to love; I want to thrive till the day I die.

But reward doesn’t reconcile with sacrifice. Why? Why? Why?



Jami Kelly
...Stained Glass Butterflies

Stained glass butterflies
soar high with
fragility
All over their flight,
scared that they’ll shatter
From strong winds causing fright.
Fear of tumbling far away in the night,
Never to find light again.

But these thoughts they shed,
Replaced by feelings, sprinkled
Off their wings -

The beauty of stained glass,
Reflecting light
over

all living things...



Mackenzie Meeker
Slow down, Friend

Listen, listen, my friend:
life is not a race

where you need to crawl
and cling to uneven terrain.

You do not need to punish yourself.

Wait, wait, my friend:

no need to move so fast.

Stay awhile with me.

Let the birds soothe your nerves.

Reach, reach, my friend:
stretch your aching limbs,
allow the gentle breeze

to alleviate your tension.

Touch, touch, my friend:

kneel in the grass;

press your hands into the hard dirt;

Let the dirt warm your bruised knees;

lay on the ground, and let the chill leave your bones.

Hear, hear, my friend:

open your ears, and welcome the world.

Let the sounds of the world

stick to your ears like honey;

Elderly people speaking of their youth,
Older adults drinking up their youth,
Children experiencing it all for the first time.

Breathe, breathe, my friend:

you do not need to suffocate, alone.

Let your lungs dance as you laugh,

and expand with joy.

Softness suits you, no need to be so rigid.
Breath, my friend, you have so much time.



Stay, stay, my friend:

please, do not hurry,

I still have so much life to experience with you.
You are not behind me, you are next to me.
Friend, take my hand,

I will gently guide you through life.

Slow down friend,
You have so much time.

Angel

An angel perches atop the Christmas tree,
a faceless creation.
A drooping halo
strangles its neck.
Tiny glass hands grip faux branches.

The angel bends,
tips sideways from the tree,
Hanging
Contemplating
Dangling

like a zealous hiker
slipping from Everest.

The Christmas tree’s desperate lips
tremble with holy scripture
that falls on deaf ears.

The tree cries out for mercy.

The angel hears the giggles
of glittering glass bulbs.



The angel claws at the taunting bulbs,
stabbing with venomous fingers.

Bulbs rain down,
oozing dead prayers

and sin.

Mosaic lights coil around

the lost martyr.

This entrapment ignites rage,
leaving smoldering wires

and the stench of deceit.

The angel’s white gown is stained
with copper plumes,
reeking of the devil’s inferno.

With nothing left to grasp,
the fallen angel feels the Christmas tree
reach,
reach

but the faux branches

only hurl her faster

to the rotting hardwood floor,
to join the other plastic angles
who lie in waiting

for next year,

when the family buys
another angel from the store
who wants to go home,
not be a decoration for all to adore.



Megan Meeker
Singular

I sat alone

My tailbone hurt from the wooden pew

My eyes burned from the cheap mascara and tears
My hands trembled at the sight before me

My ears rung a silent buzz

My fresh blood coated my tongue

I never imagined a casket so beautiful
I never thought of such a pretty blue
I never dreamed of such a lonely death
I never got to see you stand again
I never got to say a proper goodbye

In the house you took your final breath

In the hospital I wondered if you heard us

In the church I wondered if god was real

In the graveyard I wondered if your soul had followed us there

Simply I can’t let you go
Simply I must
Simply it is a never ending question
Simply passing time and a lost cause
Simply determined to survive

I sit alone once more at your grave.



Megan Meeker
A ladder of DNA

It's hard to share a strand of DNA

Climb a ladder that just rotates around and away
The bars barely hold my weight, a rigged display
Like saturn looping night to day

Code set beneath my feet

truth you keep denying me

The stairs align for you to see

Child support is due at three

say I lie, you say it false

dress the wound ignore the cause

judge the cut not what it tore

My makers aren't me just a part of genetic law
Rooted in mistakes, heartaches, making it the only thing you feel
A wound not where, but questions to heal

I bite my tongue,l end the fight.

Forged in pressure, crushed by height

You look down and call it my weakened might
Taught your child to dim her light

A smile should not become a frown

Taught so young to be not be profound

We shall common traits, a face, the clouds of gray
We chased a bond that slipped away.

I mean something to someone just not you.
reduced to numbers, payment went through

I clear the broken sun, hauling a heavy moon in your path
Like they were mine made by science and math
I'm no sky of normal, no skies are blue

The survival dressed in the morning dew

Words that swarm like hives inside

A buzzing truth, I have to hide

You built the ladder rung by rung

You call it work when the damage is done

But bees do not want to sting a deadly aim

They attack then leave you with what's became
I'm a beeskeeper’s daughter who wishes she could fly
Into the sun and fade away

My deepest goodbye



Brittany Pellegrino
Tragedy: a poem

It seems cruel

that tragedy should come

on the heels of moments so benign,
SO common

and is then shared with a chasm.
An opening

A wrecking

That began as a trip

To the grocery store

For milk.

* * *

Letter

If I could write a letter to myself

a previous version, not yet a mother

I would say something along the lines of:

Touch your skin

Look in the mirror

Sit in silence a day, a week, a month

Know that you know nothing of love

How could you?

Without having created a new person from your person
And also know that you know nothing of the weight
Of this love you now carry

Without help

Without pause

Without relief

for the rest of your life.

Enjoy that:

The feathery lightness of not knowing.



Eva Raynes
Why Is It?

Why is it still so wrong -
for a Woman to ask out Man?

What if I'm tired -
of waiting to be
Pursued?

I'm not a Dutch Tulip,
waiting for
a hand to Pick

me.



Angelina Ross
Lost in Northwoods: An Ode to the Hiawatha National Forest

Popped into Cherry Lake,

Swept and swam and drummed and raked.

Softly sunny and mostly overcast,

I'm going to turn my kombucha bottle into an hourglass.
Swatting mosquitoes while looking for warblers,

Two braids on each side

(I did them for her).

Lakeside Breeze: An Ode to Holden Arboretum

Feet crunch by on gravel paths

as lilies float: toys in the bath.

Lilting birdsong carried in breeze

while frogs dip lakeside with ease.
Geese on the water,

I fish like my father.

Cool evening weather as days get hotter.



Benjamin Russo
Train Light

Alone, in the darkness of early morning,

A head-light shines on these tracks

Which run into the distance before us -
And a horn sounds within this cave

Of metal rafters and benches cold with rain

We have such precious little time together,
Youand I -

Before I am left here,

Holding weak, last kisses:

You arrive,

We love,

You leave; the pattern is a chosen one.

Maybe now is the time when you and I should die?

What can I do? Hold you?
Feel you shudder?
Your neck quivering at the roar of the horn

I should not ask if I will hold you again,
Because the answer would not satisfy our hearts
I should not believe that our eternal love

Has come to an end

Now, without your eyes to look upon,
What can I see?

But if our love is a dream then let me clutch it forever -
Let the future vanish in the mist of this illusion.

Here is our home:

This wooden platform,

A rusting roof,

The hiss of steam,

The engines'jolt,

And tears,

While I stand

Facing the final cars whirring by.



Benjamin Russo
Promise

We look over the horizon at morning like a child staring at the door after another stormy
argument.

A blessing it is, cool and calm, to see the sunrise

And we cannot know the cause of all our wanderings but to hazard a guess it must be
related to knowing our return.

To feel our way along the wall in the dark towards that elusive frame of light in the
doorway

Of course many never make it; they collapse in heaps among the weeds
Or, keen to feel a part of something, pull others down to share their misery
But a blessing it is, warm and windy, to see midday

And we weep over their loss and shape ourselves to bend,
But this is more hope than help, and cannot save us from us

There has always only been one way —a ponderous path
The manner in which we lose our Selves and gain our souls
And in so doing, we rob heaven of a spark of joy —

And a blessing it is, dusky and still, to see this moment

A mote, shining in the gloom of evening

This audacious happiness, when we should be still, is the answer to the largest question
ever dared to be asked.

And when we behold those new eyes we see the past in all its thunderous quality,

The present in all its rolling anxiety

And the future, redeemed and fulfilled now in this heavenly moment.

A blessing it is, hushed and drawn, to see it all.



Betty Zehe Sawastuk
Pondering a Lonely Light in a City Long Asleep

I keep company with my faithful moon
Long after the city has closed its eyes.
The song it plays, I've memorized the tune;
And streetlights hum empty lullabies.

There is one who toils against this song;
His light rebukes the long sleeping night.
Grinding himself to a shadow far too long;
Time is spent and gone is the daylight.

I've borrowed extra hours from my night
To observe his toilsome light go dark
And slump wearily to his car neath a dim streetlight.
I so longed to speak but held still my remark.

Suddenly, profound emotion floods my soul
As I reflect upon my own sobering plight.
Roaming these sleepy streets with only one goal,
To ponder this particular office light.

I too am alone with my moon as my road sign
And have only my walls to console my cry.
The lonely lights in my window shine
For wandering strangers passing by.

I am that man who toiled without slumber,
Rebuking daylight and a happier song.
Now that I eagerly wait my closing number,
All the verses play sad, and slow, and oh so long.

(Poet’s original artwork)




Harry L. Shaposka, Jr.
Freedom Still Stands (Poem #19)

Another summer day with no clouds in sight.
Yesterday, the Twin Towers crashed to the ground.
Now, no airplanes are allowed to take flight.

The president comforts the people near the mound.
Safety crews keep working without making a sound.
Steel and concrete pieces cry for everyone to stand tall.
Freedom still stands with love binding us all.

* * *

America at 250 (Poem #42)

Union of 13 North American colonies began in 1775.

No tea tax in Boston resulted in a grand tea party.

Independence declared over Great Britain on July 4, 1776.

Two hundred fifty years of freedom.

End of American Revolution was in 1783.

Drafted and passed the federal Constitution in 1787.

States required the Bill of Rights be added to the Constitution.

Trail of Tears force American Indians to march west.

All men are created equal.

The Louisiana Purchase doubled the size of the county in 1803.

Enslaved Dred Scott sued for his freedom and lost in 1857.

States fight a Civil War to end slavery and the South’s secession.

Over 6 million African Americans moved from rural South to Northern cities.
First flight by the Wright brothers occurred at Kitty Hawk North Carolina.
Apollo 11 lands men on the moon and returned them to earth in 1969.
Monumental global World Wars catapult USA to be a world power.
Economic downturn in the stock market caused the Great Depression in 1929.
Research and development drove industries and universities.

Influential Shawnee Chief Tecumseh was a fierce warrior.

Civil Rights laws helped solve racial segregation and discrimination.
Attacks of September 11, 2001 in New York City began war on terror.



Jackie Tilton
I'mA...

I'm a rebel.
Collecting those scars like infinity stones.

I'm a warrior.
Liquid titanium flows through my bones.

I'm a prize fighter.
Life knocks me down. But never for long.

I'm a legend.
Got moments of weakness. But coming back strong.

I'm a phoenix.
Rise from the ashes to prove I'm still alive.

I'm every woman
who lets go of her fear and holds on to survive.

* * *

Ode To A Mentor-on-the-Lake Sunset

Sun slowly slips down the sky for slumber,
sliding the shades on another lazy summer day.
A breathtaking band of magenta,

the lone reminder of all the promises

absorbed by that stunning solar orb

before taking a graceful bow

and dipping down beyond the horizon

into its charging station to power up

for another shift of shining on

its perfectly tanned, adoring fans.

Time for some well-earned beauty rest

until tomorrow’s bright and early wake-up call
when you'll glow and do this all again.



Adam Van Boxel
My New American Dream

There is an abundance of Prophets
today

Obstacle golf, -Boolean, endless streams, podcasts, self help books, mindfulness, hacks,
protocols, Denham’s Dentrifice, best practices, codes of ethics, two factor
authentication, documentation, Beeblebrox, leaving your camera on, notifications, bread
& circuses, subscriptions,,,,,,

so much sound

expired static roles
are now a waterfall of choice

drowning most

except those

lucky, resourceful, or otherwise
enough

to find;

My New American Dream
is my Self



Marge Zahler
Memorial Day

I've walked the beaches of Normandy;
I've seen where Pickett charged:
I've been to scenes of triumph
Both small and very large.

I've seen the tall white markers
Marching row on military row:
Gettysburg, Arlington,
Flanders Field, Punchbowl.

But none have touched me quite as much
As simple words upon a wall
Surrounded by Montana grass
But rarely heard by all.

The prairie grass still grows there,
And the rivers still run free.
The wind blows through the monuments
Of heroes from the past.

And the words in metal stand there
Giving silent testament:
“Know the power that is Peace.”

Black Elk
Little Bighorn Battlefield National Monument
Crow Agency, Montana



Teen

Elliana B. (2026 Library Poet Laureate)
The Crow

The candles wept in hollow light along my chamber’s silent floor,
While shadows clung like second skin and whispered, “She’s no more”;
And in that stillness, thick with ache no time could dull or cure,

I felt the weight of endless loss -- of grief that would endure.

Once there came a sound, uncertain, tapping faintly at my pane,
Like a memory, long unwanted, clawing softly at my brain;
Not loud enough to break the silence, yet too sharp to be ignored,
Like the echo of a moment I could never quite afford.

Slow I rose, my breath uneven, drawn toward that fragile sound,
Every step a quiet yielding to the sorrow wrapped around;
Then I pulled the window open to the cold and waiting night --
And there entered, dark and solemn, something deeper than the light.

Perched a crow of endless midnight, still as death upon my door,
Eyes that held a knowing darkness I had never faced before;
Not a flutter, not a tremor, not a single restless stir --

Only silence thick with meaning... only thoughts of her.

“Tell me, shadow,” I implored it, “do you come from worlds unseen?
Do you carry truth unspoken -- of what was, or what has been?
Will I someday rise unburdened, free from all I can’t restore?”
Then it spoke, so low and certain -- just one word: “Evermore.”

Evermore, the echo lingered, winding through my fragile mind,
Binding every fleeting hope to the past I left behind;
For I knew within that moment, cold and sharp as winter’s core,
That my heart would heal from nothing -- would be broken evermore.

“Will I learn to live without her? Will the days grow light again?
Will the nights release their hold on all this unrelenting pain?”
Still it watched me, never shifting, as it had the time before --
And it answered, always, only: “Evermore... evermore.”

Now the hours pass like shadows, stretching long across the floor,
And the crow remains unyielding, perched above my chamber door;
For I cannot move beyond it -- cannot be what was before --

I am bound to grief forever... and to her... forevermore.



Makayla C. (Honorable Mention)
Another Day in America

Somewhere a mother sends her children to school. She waves at the big yellow school bus
feeling lucky to live in America.

She goes inside and turns on the news only to see a contrast to her peaceful day.

Flags at half mast, blood staining foreign streets, smoke from an American bomb rising in
another country. Another headline shows a school closed down. A list of names and first
grade pictures. Dates and condolences.

But she did not care, for they weren’t her children.
She turns off the tv and goes for a walk.
She passes the local cemetery.

There, a father sits at a grave. His son would’ve turned twenty today if it weren’t for the
war. He grieves in silence not knowing where else to go.

She walks away to the store to shop, but as she exits, she sees a Hispanic woman in a
parking lot. The woman pleads with an ICE agent to let her child go. A small scared brown
toddler helplessly sits in the agent's car. The woman flashes certificates and cards pleading

the truth only to be met with cruel smiles and lies.

The car drives away and the woman looks desperate.
But once again, she did not care because it was not her kid.

She goes home and turns on the news again hoping for something better only to see another
headline. One that seemed to freeze time.

Another school has been shut down. Another gun had been fired. Another list of names and
pictures. Two pictures share the same eyes as her. Two pictures show kids wearing the
same shirts she had put on them that very morning.

Another child is gone.
Another family split.
Another soldier dead
Another news story.

Another day in America.

She doesn’t look away this time.



Makayla C.
Celestial Clarity

People see the sun as bright, not how much it burns.
It’s light can’t hide it’s secrets, it's shadows only yearn.
People play and run in rays laughing from afar
They say the sun is great but it’s only just a star.
Is it fate or is it lucky? Does it truly earn it’s praise? All it can do is shine and shine until
it burns out and fades.

The stars sit quietly in the sky
They light up the dark and act as a guide
They lead sailors and runaways late in the night but
When on their own could they tend to feel trite?
People wish on and count stars as a symbol of hope, but is it truly what they think, or
just another hoax?

The moon sits still in the night with darkness for view
Standing still even when yelled at by wolves, they howl and scream and I calmly stay
mute
They wait and count down the days till it's whole But it’s nothing when it’s blocked or
broken
They say it’s a phase and invalidate it’s pain like it’s better left unspoken.

Our darkness, our light, our force and our shame are all being shown and reflected
today.
The truth lies in places softly above and it will remain waiting until you look up.



Bella R.
Silver Platter

You say
you will

but

never do.
Only shows
what [ mean
to you.

Only

not,

I know;

the pain

of pleasure.
Maybe it's the

wrong measure.

For you

fall short

in your

own way.
Pavement is

the quietest way
for

your mind

to shatter.

Super glue
won't fix

your ways.

The worlds
gonna

eat you up
anyway

so why

should it matter?

The walk of blue;
encapsulated by
the lightest

of hues.

The beauty

around you

mocks every strive.

A walking bruise.

Are you alive?
What would you
give to live,
would you

even

lose ur pride?

Your one with

the Earth

once your shoe
hits a funky move.
Tossed like salad;
straight into

the groove.

The stone cold surface
continues to

lead you,

yet now

you're

flatter.

Will it ever be
enough,

even

ona

silver platter?



Bella R.
Sissy Do You Miss Me?

I know you think
Im geeking

but

I'm just a kid
with

big feelings.

Yeah I know I'm not neat.

But it's not about that,
no I thought

moms

suppose to

treat their kids

like

Dawn

with

baby geese.

But she
Queen V.
And you
Plain Jane.

I'm not trying to diss,
I'm just trying to say
damn

you hella successful.

I've been compared to you

all my life,
she wonder why
im hella disrespectful.

Im a dog

that don't walk
straight.

All she do is

pull

on my chain:

I'm suffocating,.

Even at home,
I feel astray.

I know we both got a lot to say,
111 talk till
you can see
we grew up
different.

We got the

same parents

but

It'sa

big

difference

between our age gap.
I know you had
alot

of responsibility,
no cap;

we were your kids.

Growing up it was always
life aint fair
but what about

never said never.

Never cast out another

and

lose touch with each other.
Never give up easy

but know when to let go
because we don't live forever.

You had to intervene,
I don't know how
you found time

to relax yourself

or if ever.



Always on agility mode,
you need to stay keen
and

use your ability

to look through

the cracks.

You don't see;
your always away,
our mom

doesnt give me
the time of day
but let it rain

when its something I lack.

You've built a town
around you

but then

have a cage in your brain
when you come home.

We wear the

same size shoe,

get a clue;
I'm grown.

You

press resume,
and work the
mother's

side.

I'm not scared to
betray my
mothers eyes.

Step back
and

see

they're
multiple
sides.

Stop looking
through

our

mothers eyes.



Staff

Gillian DiPofi (2026 Library Poet Laureate)
Stopping in the Woods... Wait Let Me Restart

I had to memorize the poem when I was young,
Before I knew what it really meant.

In a warm classroom,

Boots still damp with snow,

I recited a poem about woods I had never seen
belonging to someone I would never know.

Between my own shaky breaths
I could almost hear the snow falling,
Deep in the dark woods Frost gave me.

I didn’t understand the words then.
Why would anyone stop,

Why the horse would shake its bells
Like a question.

I just liked the sound of it.

Years later,

I often find myself pausing.

In parking lots, in quiet drives home,
In moments that feel too still.

And suddenly I know those woods.

Not the place.

The feeling,

That hush,

That almost wanting to stay... but knowing you can’t stop, not for long.

Mumbling the words to myself, I hear my younger voice
Carefully reciting.

Back then I didn’t know I was learning how to stand at the edge
And keep going anyway.



