
 
 
Jane Bau              blk 2-1    
English 10M        19/12/17 

“A Decade, and a Half Year Old”   
 
 
Fifteen can be chaotic. 
It is a putrid dog dropping under the sole 
and jagged stones scraping at the soul. 
It is screams splitting through closed doors, 
smooth primrose china shattering in the cupboards 
and bursting faucets erupting. 
Metallic hot on squirming, shifting skin. 
 
Fifteen can be  
elegant in a satin dress  
at a dinner party. 
Being, you 
may only peer with the pupil of Tantalus 
at the fire that dances through glass and 
makes your mother toss her hair. 
This age on its way from unripe, can be 
disheveled, too. 
Sprawled in simple cotton with  
feet exposed and head somewhere in tomorrow.  
 
Fifteen’s grazing fingertips have gotten me  
gazing out of the front window more often. 
Do I hold what is necessary to leap and soar from my own constricting 
thoughts they 
are a python of limitation. 
Crushing  
the wings.  
Sowed and nurtured in a translucent greenhouse, 
woven from a year’s worth of collected greens and patchwork knowledge, 
they are not quite strong enough for the 
broiling gale. 
 
Fifteen has also made me ponder. 
Was it perhaps better 
when the only blood that percolated from us 
was from playground scrapes and gashes, 
and the pearls uprooted from inside pink cheeks? 
No stigma saying pretty or 
not pretty. 
Only kind. 
Only nice, only 
sparkly shoes on the wrong feet and innocent sun beams spreading.  

 



 
 

 

Wide on days when I felt sweet, 
and coating my lips. 
 
Meant to stand up, sit 
rigid with steel vertebrae. 
But, at the same time meant to enjoy the fact that 
it is still okay to turn a trembling lip into your younger shoulder. 
 
How can I both tremble and stiffen while I am  
being turned inside out by the simplest of things. 
Sideways and every way by 
outside winds and foreign currents and trends and bad habits, 
and still manage to focus, over the taut grappling of these forces 
 
on my English teacher in fourth period as he tells me I am not paying attention. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

I decided to write a poem that begins sort of like Phyllis McGinley’s “Portrait of a Girl With a 

Comic Book”, (describing what it is like to be thirteen ), but ends in a completely different way. My 

poem suggests that even though adolescence is difficult to cope with, we shouldn’t let it dig us into 

a nostalgic or forthcoming existential crisis. I formatted this poem irregularly with no defined pattern, 

which indicates that the speakers thoughts are spiralling, and becoming less and less related to the 

first stanza as it progresses; this mimics the way our brains easily stray from subjects and ideas. The 

tone is casual and personal, sounding very much like you are intruding in someone’s thoughts. The 

title adds to the contrast between young/old and past/future because there is a comma placed in 

between the two ages; “a decade” seems much older and grander than “half [a] year”. However, 

despite these differences, it could also be read as a single age that both separates and unites the 

two themes: Fifteen is a decade and a half. I also filled the poem with many relatable images and 

ideas, but I belittle them, and it is obvious in the last stanza. Ultimately, I did this to show my readers 

that fifteen is just another age, and that growing up is just a natural part of life. 


