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To Laura Moon 
By Laura Kupets 

 
You are roaming, roaming 

from the frozen clay 
to marshy grasses now chilled 

with everlasting fog, 
 

from laden stones 
to my bed where we kiss 

in a haze of dreams and decay 
and wonder about the living. 

 
You say I’m barely alive 

and it is you who rots 
in maggot cold flesh 

while I eat, breathe, fight. 
 

I am roaming, roaming 
from the death’s gate 

and back again to this country 
where I am not Shadow 

but a shadow living 
(more like breathing) in a world 
where you have died and belief 
goes on, never stopping to ask 

what it was believing in. 
 

Roaming, reeling 
I wonder if it is in dying 

that we live. 
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Eating Roadkill 
By Evan Vissat 

 
The old ways grow chilled 

while we pave the way 
with Visa cards and phone bills. 

And as I rolled past the wilted grass next to the crater 
from the stone drill 

I could’ve sworn I saw God, and he was 
eating roadkill. 

I added to the platter and gave him a dull nap when I ran him over. 
And like a cinder block on top of drywall 

his skull cracked, 
right in between the sidewalk and the tires of my limousine. 

 
I am Machine. 

God of TV. 
So pleased to meet you Sir, but I must now repeat: 

I’m here to stay. You’re stuck with me. 
We run the show. 

There’s much to see, and before I let you off by god, 
don't trip on his bod. 

And most of all 
 

"Don’t fuck with me." 
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Hits Its Mark 
By Mariah Betz 

 
The walls drip with blood. 

Thick, 
oozing, 
staining. 

I pull out flasks and collect samples. 
Where did it come from? 

What does it show? 
Was it frozen 

and reliquified? Is it fresh? 
Whose is it? 

 
I pull out my equipment. I start 

my tests. Steam from acids waft and blind 
me. The dropper, my instrument 

hits 
its 
m 
a 
r 
 

k 
. 
 

The results. 
 

My violin flies to my fingers. I play. 
Thinking. 

There were two blood types. Mine 
and James’s. 
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Poems Inspired by Carrie by Stephen King 
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Poem from Perspective of Carrie White 
By Austin Shaw 

 
Pain pushed power 
Sorrow caused pain 
Pain gave pleasure 

Death to all who wronged 
 

I spoke and no one heard 
I screamed and no one cared 

I was silent and everyone knew 
I was hushed and they went 

 
Frightened and fearful 
Screaming and crying 

Falling and dying 
Weak and dead 

 
I am superior 
I am revenge 

I am vengeance 
I am reckoning 

 
Forever fools remember 

Pain I felt 
The way it felt 

The day Carrie White was free 
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Sue Snell- A Cemetery of Flowers 
By Rachel Berger 

 
You were a red flower amongst so many pink 

No one knew the power held in your petals 
Could destroy their own 

 
Fake 

Created 
Spoiled 

 
Power 

 
But you and your pretty eyes 

And their pretty darkness 
Cut them down 

 
Back into the ground from where they came 

 
I was one of the pink flowers once 

But now I am colorless 
I didn’t do enough 
But I did my best 

 
I did my best… 

We were only kids… we were only kids 
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Carrie’s Mom to Carrie- 
By Hailie Stover 

 
First comes blood, 

Blood leads to boys, 
Boys lead to sins. 

Sins, Devil child, Witch, Carrie, 
Carrie go to your closet and pray, 

Pray for forgiveness, the Lord will rid you of your sins. 
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Tommy to Carrie 
By Kayla Vaccaro 

 
I told her she looked beautiful, 

as her dress hugged her curves just right. 
Her hands were shaking from the nerves, 

yet I expected nothing less that night. 
 

At prom the slow music played, 
and I thought that this was my chance. 

I extended my hand, 
and asked to have this dance. 

 
Soon it became time to choose a king and queen, 

and ballots were passed around for us to vote. 
At first she refused to circle our names, 

and “To the devil with false modesty,” I quote. 
 

She smiled when we were called to the stage, 
because she could not believe we won. 

The moment that they placed crowns on our heads, 
was the moment she seemed to be having fun. 

 
Until Chris pulled the string on a bucket, 

and everything around us went red. 
Carrie must have thought this was all a trick, 
but before I could say it wasn’t, I was dead. 
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A Poem from Sue Snell’s POV 
By Amy Long 

 
Popularity 

 
Be strong, 
Courteous, 
And kind. 

 
Be what they want you to be. 

 
Be glamorous, 

For as long as you can. 
 

One day, 
All of my sins, 

Will stick to me, 
Like the calories, 

I never ate. 
 

And the girl, 
I never apologized to. 
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My apology to you Carrie White 
By Heavenlee McCurdy 

 
Blood soaked tiles 

the sounds of screams and whispers all around 
fellow classmates throwing sanitary products at her 

to throw, or not to throw? 
 

Feelings of guilt lingering with the torturous act 
the warm embrace of Tommy trying to dull these feelings 

“Take her to prom tommy,” I heard myself say 
He agreed. 

 
Prom night, a night that will never go forgotten 

I lost my lover and others lost their lives, 
Drawn to her unconscious body 
I’m sorry this happened Carrie. 

 
You will never understand just how sorry I am... 
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Flex 
By Owen Keith 

 
Deep within the central cortex of the brain, 

Flex. 
the pain of control. 

Flex. 
My heart grows cold. 

Flex. 
My head goes numb. 

Flex. 
Millions dead. 

Flex. 
Vaginal blood. 

Flex. 
Momma, 

Flex. 
o momma im scared. 

Flex. 
Carrie, 

 
let me go. 
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Carrie’s Final Words 
By Demi Schwartz 

 
Flames, and more flames, 
was how it ended for me, 

but the orange erupting across every surface, 
exploding like volcanos, 

shooting sparks into the sky, 
could never be as fierce, as destructive, 

as the fire that blazed inside of me. 
 

They all did it. 
Every last one of them. 
I’ve been told to pray, 

locked in a closet for hours, 
cowering away from my mother’s angry god, 

like my very existence was a sin. 
Maybe, Mama even thought it was. 

 
As if what I endured at home wasn’t bad enough, 
school brought me snickers and even more pain 

that pierced me to the core. 
I may have been different. 

I may have been odd. 
I never thought my telekinetic mind was special 
because there was no place where I belonged. 

 
You’ve probably heard countless times during your lifetime 

that prom is a night to remember, 
and for a moment, I believed it. 

I really did, 
But I’m Carrie White, 

and nothing finished on a high note. 
No, for me, it was all dissonance, 

and the pig blood that left me drenched in humiliation 
was my final clash. 

 
So, I’m not asking for your sympathy. 
A mind free from the curse of a power 

I never asked for could never understand, 
but I’ll leave you with one thought, 

and one thought only. 
You can put yourself in another’s shoes, 

even if you find they don’t fit, 
because all it takes is a moment 

to imagine what lies deep under the surface. 
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Poems Inspired by Indigo by Beverly Jenkins 
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From Hester to Galen 
By Kaylee Peden 

 
You, a stallion before me 

With golden light in your eyes 
When you look at me and say you love me 

I want to believe you 
But the halo on your head has been observed 

By far too many beautiful women before 
Who are more rich, more noble 

Pure and free from these purple handcuffs 
That not only bind me to my past 

But to my shame and misery 
 

And although you have rescued so many 
From the confides of their prisons 
No matter how stubbornly you try 
You cannot break these shackles 

You cannot break these indigo chains 
 
 
 
 
 


