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EEeaxts Comnfuasion
by oan Welum by Bowea

I lay, Young children, laughing, innocent.
Fresh dirt enveloping A squeal of breaks,
arms folding, A scream.

holding They are no more,
Valentines cut, For Death hath no mercy.

pulsating;
Good Word’s in red
Bad Words in brail;

An uncle, old, wise.
A stab of pain,

hen th AY¢
rust our hands Glazed eyes.
together, She is no more,
holding the pen For Death hath no mercy.
That signed all those paper
hearts. Grandma England, loving, there

No more gifts, letters
Where, where

She is no more,

For Death hath no mercy.

Words to
Xeiwve by "XV
by Dunren Elliat That Saanme Eland

by naon Wellum

Accept yourself

Accept those around you

Be Yourself

And encourage the same of others.

That same hand
S0,
smooth
so delicate,
so beautiful.

That same hand

held mine,
Plea in the rain,
in the cold,
by Shenry A. Worin faatit,
Tell me that it isn’t so That same hand
that the birds don’t freeze touched,
while singing in the eaves my face,
my skin,
Tell me that myself.
the dark-hearted trees
don’t hide stars from us That same hand
as we stroll now reaches through my
pretending not to see very chest and
the raw swallowing blackness makes it
the huge bruise bleed.

on the cheek of night
ell me that the moon will be there

eet us
ne other night

#y Dansen Ellitt

taring to the stars

R . :

” Brilliant in every dimension
They blanket me with soft light
Each ray a hope for future
I open myself to them
In the middle of the night.

Tell me that it isn’t so Such peaceful exuberance

that I am not blind They display a quiet tranquillity
that I will not fall to my limpen feet Unsurpassed by mankind

when you finally go But reached for by many

when you and your strong Who understand their beauty
arm finally leave. And want to achieve greatness.




