
 

Walk Away as the Door Slams 
By Anonymous, grade 8 

 
You as a person are poisonous and toxic 

Inject me with medicine to treat this infection 
Because you are the infection in my blood that runs through my veins  

and always returns to my heart 
 So sign me up for blood transfusions 

 Because no matter how much I try to get rid of you, 
You always stick 

You always leave a residue 
You always stick 

So put me in a hospital 
 stranded to a bed with wires attached to my arms 

So now I'm wondering what’s the cure 
Because you haunt me no matter what 

Yet you have forgotten about my existence 
I am nothing more than just a memory to you 

But that is hard to believe because I am everywhere 
I am the mug I gave to your mother that hangs in your kitchen 

I am the rose fragrance you smell  
I am the particular food that I showed your mother how to make 

I am in the music you listen to because I showed it to you  
I am the bench at your home  

Because all those things have me included 
I am your 2019  

You think I'm the sweater your aunt knitted- it never fit, so you gave it away. 
But  

I may also just be a meaningless remembrance  
I may have just been a hobby 

 but you will be reminded of me constantly 
I am the stain on your best shirt that makes you wince when you see it. 

That won’t justify it though 
 So find me a way to get rid of your scent and my memories of you 

You are like an inoperable bullet stuck in the back of my head 
But what am I to you? 

I don’t know but this is what I do know: 
Someday the bullet will find a way to a place where it can be removed 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
Someday you’ll wash away 

Someday you won’t always be there appearing everywhere 
And even if you are I won’t care anymore 



Someday I will find someone 
So to the lover, I have yet to find, 

I am waiting for you  
I know you are warm 

I know you are understanding 
Love is the guiding north star to every lost ship, 

And I know you will be everything that I need 
because 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

I will be patient 
Shall I compare thee to a summer's day 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate 
 
 

QUOTED LINES 
 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate - shall I compare thee to a summer’s day (Sonnet 18) 

Shakespeare 
 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.- Sonnet 116- Shakespeare 

 
Love is the guiding north star to every lost ship,- Sonnet 116-Shakespeare 

 
And every fair from fair sometime declines- shall I compare thee to a summer’s day (Sonnet 18) 

Shakespeare 
 

You think I'm the sweater your aunt knitted- it never fit, so you gave it away.- you think you left 
me- Judy Huth 

 
I am the stain on your best shirt that makes you wince when you see it.- you think you left me- 

Judy Huth 
 

So now I'm wondering what’s the cure- I'm Not the One by Malika Tirolien 
 
 
 
 


