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	My Mind Is Gone

My mind is gone

I feel no more pain

The pain of losing a loved one

The pain of falling off my bike

Everything is safe

The earth is still

My mind is gone

I have lost my senses 

The softness of a newborn kitten

The softness of my heart beating against my chest

Everything feels the same

Everything is gone

My mind is gone

Everything is quiet             

The sounds of children playing

The sounds of laughter and song

Everything is quiet

Nothing to be heard

My mind is gone

All the smells are gone

The smell of freshly baked bread 

The smell of turkey on Christmas Day

Everything smells like nothing

Nothing’s the same

My mind is gone

Nothing is the same

Everywhere I look something is gone

I’m falling apart 

I’m falling into the pit of shadows

All is black…




Stuck in a Hazy Sky

My mind is stuck in a hazy sky

Where nothing grows

And nothing dies

I lie there sleeping

Dreaming of the light

 The light in which I will last another day

I search and search

But have not found 

That is what’s lost in the mind of a child

She carries the seed inside her mind

Until it can find the light that is gone

Gone to a unknown world, which is were I want to go

This world was my home

The haze is gone and the light shines 

Seen by all in the evening sky

	Now That I Am Once Again a Speck of Dust 

Now that I am once again a speck of dust 

The dust that seeps through the sands of time into a darkened world 

The world that never sleeps, the world I used to call home

Home is were you go to find peace and love, a safe place of trust

Where the wind blows softly through my hair, I shut my eyes

And I envision a place far from here, a place close to my heart

I go to that place and curl up in the arms of love

Where the claws of hate can’t find me

Now that I am once again a speck of dust

That seeps through the strands of life,

I look back and with that I was that speck of dust




Life through My Eyes: A Story of Sheria

Prologue of the Full Story

Sheria walked outside and looked at the black clouds that covered the sun.

“Mother?  Father?  Come look at this,” she called from the doorway of their home.  “Looks like a storm is coming on.”

“Help me board up the windows, Sheria,” her father said as he went for the ladder.  Neria boarded up the windows from the inside.  Sheria and Reyo came inside, and Neria went in the kitchen and started dinner.  There was a cracking sound outside, and Sheria came downstairs to see what it was.

“What’s that sound?” she asked her father, who was sitting in his chair reading a book.

“Sounds like lightning,” he said as he stood up.  Neria came in.

“Yeah, I heard it as well,” she said.  Suddenly, a huge tree came crashing through the roof and threw Sheria against the wall.  She was conscious long enough to see the tree fall on her parents.

When she woke there was a boy about her age looking down at her “Are you ok?” he asked wiping the blood off her forehead, she nodded and sat up “My name is Daryon, whoa re you?” “I’m Sheria.” “I looked at your parents and I’m sorry but they didn’t make it.

History


Sheria is a demon from the northern territory, she has lobg black and with one red streak in it. She was trained at the training hall were she met her friend Brianna. She took on the task of killing the southern demon king. 


She looks like a human teenage girl except for two small fangs on her Kay nine teeth and her eyes turn red when she in angry or about to attack, her nails grown and inch long and when she slashes with them she causes great damage.

NOTE: If you want to know more about this story or have any comments, talk to e-mail or me.

--- Karis Lange
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