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We ran to
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Yet we still go.

To the life we inspired.
We ran with new tattoos.
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By. Kelsey Channer
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A Smelling of the cris

| Melodies sung into the breeze.

| Whispering their secrets

The warmth of the sun

| Tnviting fouch on you face

A sweeater covering gour skin

| Tells of summer’s begmning.

The svreet summer hrecze

Engulfing itakes of breath

Refreshing you min

The sound of meadoyglerks

| Singing their cenfury old song

High and low pitches

The rustling of the leaves

Flowring  the summer hreeze

Chattering amongst themselves.

Yellowe sunfloweers decorate the

i of grass
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His Hate

&l By, Nikita Pettit
[ laugh along with my friqes
They believe me

| They fall in my web of 1i

¥ And believe that I am hapt

Happy }without him

% Happy on my own

B e still loves th

But he hates me
:,: My true self sc

{ Fven though we

B Not whatlwe used
[ seem to be stuck

My family can’ t tell that I 'am not

true self anymoyé

= But he can now andl that is why we
8 fell apart

I let him get to ¢lose and it scared

g him

& And now we don’ t even talk

[ hereby promise

Promise to never let anyone close to

"y heart
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Just sitting in the crystal white sand l
At the ittle secret beach
And enjoging the moment. f%l
Long night. talks ahout random Suff,
- In the shine of the wonderful moon and stars .
Tn thé tofally dark night. .
big, breaking veaves nearby the people-less hedach
In the sun-warmed sa. .
"
Chapfend. Timey-Wimey = = e :
2 PRNESR
| Book by Emma Potler = —— \)"m :

7§
2.1

s PR -y L :
e R R




