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TBH| Life

Spring, fresh and new
Flowers, all over the ground, colourful and pretty 
Man, walking and curious 
And roads,

long and endless,
Kin|

Summer, kind but hot 
Days, long and boring

still Jong and enmCsIf

Ahe st<o|m 
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Man, mys&rious by still 1 

And roads,
still miles and miles,
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Your Turn to Fear
FW

You lean from my branch, 
you bastard,

weighing on me,
dragging me down, I y

hanging close enough to the ground 
to grab the woman 

K? 1ft:' who passes by below
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Then you bounce back up with her inyonr 
and scutter up to your night perch 
in my stoteti tfeaves
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mm mshe is surprised 
you stifle her
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you squeeze her I
and she cannot talk or breathe
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I,imagine your surpi 
as her face tui 

and her 1 
and
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t, less bright but not weak 
ea4 infinite and blue 
llors, silent but always there 
in, close to be hidden but never forgettable

sterious darkness 
ing and lovely 
tig and hopeless

1 Wyou don’t know how to savd 
your mouth is stopped! 

the vines laugh am 
on their crazy
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What you hadn’t cou 
When you tried j 

is that my si■*
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Sherry A. Morin
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12 mA breeze so
Blows over me 

Invitingly removing
The haze of the streets F 

An eye so silent
Now meets with mine
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I# and daydream 

and stay up late 
but he had to leave 
so he mutated

E but first they stared Tgœ3Eÿ;: 

they must’ve been staring at something 
L*$ohe changed *

so tt^Td look away 

and then he hated being invisible 
but it was too late

he hid * JHBWT&*»
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and seethed Jj
and blamed 
and distorted 
and learned to hate
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Speaks a truth bent
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Then looks awamm ■
Looking afraid
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Look back that I might behold 
ihe one I’ll love ‘til I’m old 
Look back that I might behold 
My life-companion that I will

Blow wind, blow; clear the city haze 
And upon these streets
May I soon meet . -

The one who’ll exhaust my days
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