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| am like a spider;
Many people fear me
even when they know | am

harmless

| am like a spider;

| use my long limbs to

climb

through throngs of students to

get to class on time.

| am like a spider;
| hide in my web then
jump out

with an answer

| am like a spider
Even when | am

human.

1-1am like a spider



In dreams

| soar above the people

Above the trees

Above the clouds

Feeling the sun's warmth

Feeling the wind whip through my hair
Feeling the cloud's fluff under my body
But then | wake

And | have landed.

2 - In Dreams



Books lead to magic
Magic leads to curiosity
Curiosity leads to intellect

Intellect leads to power.

3 - Books



Eyes make tears

Tears represent sadness
Sadness leads to depression
Depression leads to suicide

Suicide leads to tears.

4 - Eyes



5 - Fire

Fire makes flames as it burns
Flames keep going until doused with water

Water is unstoppable.



6 - | am Not Visible

| am not visible

No, | am not “invisible”; | am not visible

No one knows my whereabouts,

No one knows my name,

No one knows what | look like,

No one knows who | am.

The point is no one can see me because they can't.

They wouldn't want to.



A glowing orb,

a man inside,

shimmers quietly through the night.

A piece of green cheese,
a luminous balloon,

that's what | think of the moon.

7 - Moon



8 - Peas in a Pod

Peas in a pod make my day.
They stick together unlike everyone else today.
Everyone now is fighting, cursing, and being mean.

Peas set an example of love that can't be seen.



Hey you!

You have the brain of a turtler
And you look like a purtler,
You gibber and gribble

When you're supposed to fribble!

You act like an oobaloo
You bibble too,
When you look into a mirror, it will splinter.

Stay in your home until next winter!

You smell like a poochnick,
You're as sticky as a glue stick,
You gimmer and whine,

You can't even rhyme!

Stay away from me you moose,

Or I'll punch you in the foose!

9 - The Insult
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