The Helper
There was a giant.
So tall, her head kissed the sky.
She is the helper.
When there was a fire in California,
she waded in the sea and splashed every flame so they would no longer lick the green grass.
When there was a tornado in Tennessee, she blew it away like dust on old furniture.
When there was a hurricane in Louisiana, she laid her body along the shore so no wind nor wave could pass.
When there was a flood in Missouri, she dipped her head in the water so those who where drowning could cling to her red, tangly hair.
When there was a blizzard in Quebec, she took two oak trees and rubbed them together
to make a fire so large every piggy toe in Canada was warm and toasty.
She is the helper.
The Dying Girl
Breathing grows harder.
The girl has pneumonia.
Fever continues to rise.
The girl has pneumonia.
Coughing continues.
The girl has pneumonia.
Oh, her teeth have stopped chattering.
Her breathing has deceased.
As if blowing a kiss
her life leaves her lips
to the great world beyond.
She was the dying girl
who once had pneumonia.
The Blue Pearl
While I stood on the old, brown dock, the spraying waves kissed my cheeks. I took a few steps forward, and plunged into darkness.
The deep, blue water was cold to the touch. With the stinging salt in my eyes, I swam even deeper into the unknown. I scanned the sea floor, and squinted through the water to see an oyster the size of an apple. I plucked it from the sand, its surface grey and rough from the barnacles that clung to it. I pried it open to find a small, blue pearl. The beauty of the pearl was as if it greedily sucked the blue from the sea. My lungs were aching; I rose to the surface for air.
The Amazon
As I ran through the brush of palm trees, vines, and spider webs, running along a fifty foot drop, I tripped and fell down, down, down. When I came to in a runnel, I immediately arose, ignoring the pain in my ribs and started grabbing vines, struggling to climb up. As I ascended, I reached for a green vine with an odd pink vine wrapped around it. Then I was stricken on my wrist with a surge of pain. As I fell in shock, I had a glimpse of my attacker: an eyelash pit viper. Its scales as pink as the sun rise's first rays I would have seen the next dusk,
if death were not certain.
The Innocent
The innocent runs
the innocent hides.
The innocent pleads for mercy and cries:
I did not cheat, I did not lie,
and did not steal, or any such crime!
Yet here I am:
Running, running, running
day and night.
The innocent runs.
Falling
I slipped and fell down,
down,
down the cliff.
"Oh Lord, I have been faithful all my life. Grant me pain and life or peace and death."
I continued to descend down,
down,
down the steep slope.
I suddenly struck the ground with force.
The air knocked out off my lungs.
I was at peace.
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