


















What didI do? 
Knees covered in scratches and 

dry blood. 

Hand covered in dirt 

And feet covered in mud. 

Light breeze blowing through my 

hair 

And the rain drops running And the rain drops running 

down my face. 

My hands are brushing through 

blades of grass, 

Cutting my fingertips like 

shards of glass. 

My lips are now dry, 

And I hold my head up high. And I hold my head up high. 

I can hear my heart skip a beat, 

And now I know What I did.

by Hana Mizesová

SHE
When I see her cocky hips, 

I want to kiss those cherry lips. 

Spinning around the room, 

I can see She’s in bloom. 

 

Her soft hands are now on my Her soft hands are now on my 

waist, 

She’s the one, SHE is my taste. 

She’s taking away my ability to 

breathe. 

I can feel her tongue touching 

my teeth. 

  

Now all I can see are those 

honey eyes, 

Words of appreciation are her 

favorite lies. 

by Hana Mizesová






















