
 

42 
 

William Clickard 
 

Bio: My name is William Clickard and I am a 16 year old writer. William Clickard is a 17 
year old high school student from Pennsylvania. He is the head editor of his school 
newspaper, the Red and White, and hopes to major in Publishing and Graphic Design in 
College. 

 

Necessity  
 
my little world 
built from scratch 
my sun 
my moon 
my oceans and trees 
everything’s designed 

perfection 
 
but still 
something’s  
somehow 
 
like a jigsaw puzzle 
without its final piece 
 
like a villain  
without a hero 
 
or a fireman 
without a fire 
 
meaningless 
and    lost  
 
but still i build 
finding meaning in 
rivers and mountains 
maples and oaks 
until the day  
i find my way 
 
a villain’s hero 
a fireman’s fire 
opposing 
but every bit as necessary as the rest 
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When 
 
I close my eyes 
And imagine 
 
Imagine the trees 
The birds with plumage  
Like flame and sun 
 
The cracked faces of the stones laying by 
And the water coursing like blood 
I can’t help but think 
 
Does tomorrow have to come? 
Does the clock have to chime? 
Is it really time? 
To open my eyes  
And wonder 
When 
 
When can I close them again 
And imagine… 
 
 
 
 
Morning Sun 
 
if you’ve never seen the sunlight  
have you ever lived a day 
or the moon that glows at midnight 
whose shine casts ghouls away 
 
the reds and blazing colors 
escape from narrow view 
the springs and falls and summers,  
white winters, lost to you 
 
the brilliant green of oak trees 
the vast and open plains 
a lightly blowing gentle breeze 
are now held back by chains 
 
if you’ve never seen the sunlight 
look high into the sky 
to the stars above, shining bright 
‘til morning sun is nigh 
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The Sun Around the Shadows 
 
Cry out 
For joy 
For death 
Cry out 
 
For joy 
Be free 
Cry out 
 
You see the sun around the shadows 
 
Be free 
For in your crying  
You see the sun around the shadows 
And the green among the brown 
 
For in your crying 
The world shows its face 
And the green among the brown 
Is like a rainbow  
 
The world shows its face 
For death 
Is like a rainbow 
 
Cry out 
 

The World That Never Was 
 
the darkness and the light 
battle head to head 
the day defeated by the night 
(at least ‘til after bed) 
 
with rays should be a shadow 
and with a hero, a foe 
the moon lets all the stars be seen 
and shows the sun’s reflective sheen 
but balance is the key between 
sadness and glee 
he and she 
land and sea 
 
      harmony 
 
in the world that never was 
and the world that  
never will be   


