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Poetry  

 

Escape: 

 

Escape, young lad of the library: 

Discover a lost empire, 

Imagine a new world. 

Embrace the pure essence 

Of this curious place, 

And be inspired to explore. 

 

Escape the dungeon of downloads, 

Of computer speeds, 

And uploads to power grids. 

Flee from new tech 

That processes you in its system, 

Trying to turn souls into numbers. 

 

Escape through this gateway 

Into a world of words. 

Explore the realms contained on these shelves, 

Use them to find adventure 

Beyond your troubled life. 

Let the freedom entangle you. 

 

Escape seductive cyber space, 

With its attempts to lure you in, 

To cage you in its distractions. 

Return from gadgets that answer every whim, 

Teaching you to forget all else, 

To abandon musing for amusement.  

 

Escape, traveler of books, 

Reader of ages. 

Take up the legacy we’ve left: 

Immerse yourself in these tales, 

Devour these tattered pages. 

Show our world the power of reading. 

 



Maegan Simpson 

 

Dragons: 

 

You’ve heard the legends 

Of great tooth and claw,  

Fire, screams, torture: 

Dragons attacking. 

 

You’ve heard the legends 

Of brave knights gloried, 

Drawing their bright blade 

To slay the great beast, 

 

They’ve told you these lies 

To keep you away  

From the woods and peaks 

Where dragons still roam. 

 

They’ve told you these lies 

So you remain blind 

To all that dragons 

Have been and still are. 

 

They haven’t told you 

The truer legend, 

Of when knights were feared 

And dragons revered. 

 

They haven’t told you 

Of the boys and girls 

With dragons as friends 

Who flew through the sky. 

 

You have not heard of 

The warriors of old 

Who, with their dragons, 

Rescued this kingdom. 

 

You have not yet heard 

Of the battles fought 

To resist the rule 

Of the man now king. 
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These dragon warriors 

Were our defenders: 

The force that for years 

Thwarted the evil. 

 

These dragon warriors 

Were our protectors: 

Rising up for us 

When we were silenced. 

 

Alas, no longer. 

Evil has prevailed 

And taken away 

Memory of good. 

 

They hide these stories 

So we will forget 

What freedom feels like 

And bow to their rule. 

 

Where are the old days 

When we had dragons 

To stand by our sides 

Who’d fight to last breath? 

 

What happened to turn 

Our greatest allies,  

Most trusted of friends, 

To our dreaded foes? 

 

How did these creatures  

Become the nightmares 

When they’ve always been 

The best of our dreams? 

 

It’s time to wake up. 

Throw off their old lies, 

Embrace the whole truth, 

Bring back our great friends. 
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Go now, heed their call: 

Search for the dragons, 

Regain their friendship, 

Wage war for the truth. 

 

Show these bloody knights 

That their tyranny  

Is going to end, 

That their fall is near. 

 

Become what they fear. 

Dragons await you:  

They wait for those who 

Search for their purpose. 

 

If you have courage 

To seek the dragons, 

You will find much more 

Than power to kill. 

 

For those who seek them, 

Will find in dragons 

A kinship of souls 

To last all their days. 

 

And that rare kinship 

Is more capable 

Of battling knights 

Than a thousand swords. 

 

Kinship of dragons: 

A forgotten life, 

Now remembered here 

For all those who dare. 
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Love Story? 

 

Meet him 

With a forced smile 

To hide a trembling heart 

Wanting to run. 

 

Stun him  

With the announcement 

Of his life as the cage 

You wish to evade. 

 

Battle him 

With observance of his character 

To show him the extent 

That you’ll go to hurt him. 

 

Entangle him 

With the vow 

To resist his affection 

No matter the cost. 

 

Escape him 

With the bitter promise 

Of your indifference 

To his love. 

 

 

Meet yourself 

With your regret 

Of your angry words 

And the pain they caused. 

 

Stun yourself 

With the reluctant admission  

That you’ve changed 

Despite your prejudice. 

 

Battle yourself 

With the choice presented 

To decide your fate 
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Once and for all. 

 

Entangle yourself 

With the heartache 

Because you wonder 

If you’re too late 

 

Escape yourself 

With the declaration  

Of your love, 

And the joy that it’s returned. 

 

 

 

 

She’s There: 

 

She’s there beside the low of heart 

Who need a little hope: 

A bright young girl who stands apart, 

With those who cannot cope. 

 

She’s there among the down trod folk,  

With pennies to their name. 

And though their laughter she awoke, 

They never knew she came. 

 

She’s there when first the baby cries, 

She sees the mother’s joy, 

And watches with her eyes so wise, 

To guard so none destroy. 

 

She’s there among the rebel force, 

Who fight for right to live. 

Of courage she is their endless source, 

Of which she’ll gladly give. 

 

She stays with those of fading breath, 

Whose life is near the end. 

Who have a joy in spite of death: 

To call their savior friend. 
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Her name evoked in times of love, 

Of sorrow, joy, and pain. 

She stays beside, not far above, 

In sunlight and in rain. 

 

For some she’s all that they can claim, 

They’ve lost all else they knew. 

This lovely lady, this fair dame, 

She helps them feel anew. 

 

When she is gone, the battle’s lost, 

The foes will now avail. 

But when held fast, like cold to frost, 

No one can truly fail. 


