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I'he Picture
Kiana Pollacek

Jenna Saccocio

The Best Medicine
Claire Fisher

I can sound like tiny
silver bells-
Wind chimes.

I can sound like a
strange bird.

I am silent;

[ am explosive-
Present in times of
Joy and merriment,
But can be mocking
and cruel,
Taunting or
rejoicing.

I am the best
medicine.
What am I?




Love
Kiana Pollacek What I Call Home
Sarah Banker
I had a marvelous
dream last night
A one with you and me,
But what is love
to one like you?
And what is it to me?
Love to me
is like the sun,

The earth, the moon,
the rain.

Love to me is everything
Without it,
nothing remains.
And your love?
What is this?

Shall I ever truly know?
If our loves could really 3
work together,
And together only grow.
But if your love is
something different,
What happens then?
If your love
15 like
a
flame...

Well then,
all
dreams
must

The years flew by,
the days came and went.
Memories became reruns,
| loved everything
about the past.

Free fallen' adventures.
love for even what we feared.
[ had imagined the greatest and

lived every second of it-
the sun as warm as their hearts

and the air-

what we dreamt it to be.

It was simple and exhilarating:
it was what I call home.

P Letting Go
Sam Hesler
Letting go
Holding on
They're both the same
Both burn like
a platinum flame;
they bleed like the deepest cut
If, when, what. ..
Where, why, but...

So I cross some T's
and dot some I's
Holding back
my teary eyes
Wishing on a starry night
For me to undo the wrong
And make right

I let go of you
And try to move on,
. o But for one last time
Bianca Bojarczuk . ' I tried holding on.




close my 1o see

My hair's white, bloa

Cortman

g an even larger bulge
there was before.

My fingers slide
Up and down the curvy branch,
Cool water slips down my arm
And into my shirt.

And even though I melt it away
The water that seeps into me
Makes sure to remind me
That beauty is everywhere.

Speak
Andrea Fortman

To speak
Is to release power,
Giveitup,
Put yourself out
In the open
For the fool or the wise man
To point and lavgh,
Or nod in agreement.

Holding onto your words
To build up power
Is senseless.
It can end in bitter tears
OF regret
More often than triumph
Of new revelations.

Wait,

But don't wait too long.
Ihe world turns from that
which it cannot understand.
Think.

But only for & moment.

You can always clarify and amend.

And if you cannot speak,
Write.

There is power in that too.
And you can hide it,
Or shareit,

Keep your power.

Or surrender it

There is timelessness
In written word.
Vagueness yet preciseness,

Different lessons for different people.

And a tendency
To forget the Author.
Which, for the time being,
Is just fine.

If only we could go back now

Sydﬁey Hewitt
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twas one of those londl\

1 wanted you close tome
Back before the setting sun

So long ago
But 1 still remember
You taught me to love e | %
You taught me to care
You taught meto live | * .




Untitled
Claire Fisher

It comes, it goes

gl t stops, it slows.

It's borrowed, it's tumed®
But it's nof-yours,.and notamines
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