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Blossom 
By Ruixiang Li 
 
I can feel the sweet of flowers blooming 

Hear the scent of skeletons developing 

And smell the toughness of notes moving 

My world 

Is full of light 

 

Iôm blind 

Thatôs what they said 

Blind world is full of dusk 

Thatôs what they said 

Whatôs dark? 

Thatôs the color of my eyes 

 

Itôs the world bounded by lies 

White is polluted 

And black is purest 

Thatôs the color of my eyes 

The color of light 

 

They say 

Thatôs the car Iôm driving 

Thatôs the house Iôm wandering in 

Aspirations are growing 

Into a storm which is hiding 

 

I can touch the song of petals dropping 

Thatôs withering 

As they said 

 

Shhhhhhh... 

I know 

Thatôs blossom     Sketch by Nick Regal 
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Doe 
By Jane Moreland 

 
Delicate toes touch quietly the dirt. 
Big brown eyes stare. 
 
Speckled spots and darling dots, 
Touch the rump. 
 
Grass rustles, 
An ear does twitch. 
 
A glance, a stare, 
One look back.  
 
A hop, a jump. 
Soft parting of the weeds. 
 
She leaves. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
       Sketch by Nick Regal 
 
 

For What Comes Up Must Always Come Down 
By Cooper Lanning 

 

The clouds that were once unreachable fly by like little drops of water. 

Higher and higher you soar on the wings of freedom. 

Free from the kings and queens of society; 

Free from the torture that awaits you below. 

But fly too high and your wings will fall apart- 
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Crashing towards the earth into the open arms of tyranny 

For what goes up must always come down. 

 

 

 

 

Song: Influenced or Chosen (a song) 

By Nick Regal 
V1- 

I've been wandering 

Down this road 

Thoughts forced in on which way  

To ready and go 

When I turn throughout this maze  

Pushing becomes archaic 

Don't sing to me now 

Your not me so let me be 

And so it starts 

 

PreC- 

Judgment is not yours 

Can't trade or borrow 

Police me or die 

Who now has the right 

Time changes mind's mind 

 

Ch- 

The path that you soon chose to go now 

Is influenced 

Yes 

Or chosen 

No 

 

V2- 

Withdrew energy 

From physical main 

No sleep left and foods untouched 

Hold out for days 

Turn away not believing 

Try to give in it's treason 

Miles all run out 

You see me believe I win 
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PreC- 

Ch- 

Brdg-    
Now you see it 

Don't trust even me 

Don't believe it 

Go on now be free 

Ch- 

 

 
 
interesting poetess whose tragic suicide was misinterpreted as romantic by the college 

girl mentality 

by richard rauenzahn 

 

bruised lullaby 

  and black oven mouth 

 

writing furiously as her hours slipped by 

                                her confessions 

jeering and strong 

    potent (not penitent) ritualsð 

                             natural 

                              pagan 

                             christianð 

        for her 

mangled and mangling emotional state 

 

the strains of isolation 

                despair demanding 

 the snacks beside the bed 

      the kneeling oblivion 

 

   and 

the language (all that is left) 

                                             of lifeôs disintegrations 

tighter now  

                   and tense 

until there is no longer any way 

out except 

     through artôs immortality 
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Ocean Riot 
By Sarah Weyl 
 
Before dusk 
Waves move through the ocean restlessly 
Crashing against the shore  
 
Retreating in liberation 
The frigid waves perish ï 
Tranquility and silence overwhelm all 
And a shell looks to be found 
 
After exhaustion 
The sun was rising 
Slowly 
The intensity of its rays closed anxious eyes 
Into a state of remiss quiet  
 
Negligence transmogrifies regrets 
Put to sleep 
And they rest 
All small tragedies forgotten ï 
Absences left unnoticed 
To Most 
Friendship and camaraderie excluded 
 
They have found their shell  
 

 
 
 
 

Unattributed photo from the internet 
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She 

By Zach Cohen 
 

She has the heart of gold 
Actions so strong, words can't be told 

 
She is there when needed, her life undefeated 

You can't ask for anything more 
 

So spirited, so happy, her smile lights the sky 
Emotions so strong, her soul lives long 

 
Angels deserve to fly 

 

 

 

 
Solitude 

By Marie McConville 
 

Accompany me to solitude 
Accompany me to silence 

What I need is myself 
What I want is you 

Follow me to the absurd 
Weôll spend a lifetime together 

In a second 
As I get lost in you  
Iôll find myself 

Weôll never have to speak to each other 
But weôll say volumes 

Iôm running away to solitude 
Wonôt you come with me 

To feel nothing, the full impact of the years 
Accompany me to selfish isolation 
Weôll keep each other company 
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Speculation  
By Leslie S. March 

 
 

Purling by a dank canal in Italy, 
 

you lost your balance and 
 

tipped into fibrous waters. 
 

Ears daunted, fur unnaturally muck-shaded, cobalt eyes 
 

unspeckled and receptive, 
 

you allowed that fall to tuftðthen polishðyour spirit: 
 

a feline in Florence, 
 

you teach an immersion  
 

 essential beyond telling. 
 
 

Sketch by Daewoo Choi 
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Summer Meadow 
By Jane Moreland 
 
I run to meadows far away. 

I hope to see no one. 

Breathe and be. 

Grasses flow and the breeze billows,  

I sigh and look up. 

Birds circle and clouds fly by, 

The warm blades tickle my sides. 

Crisp air and the hot sun compliment my smile, 

I'll go home some day, but not for a while. 

 
 

 
Spacing Meadow 
By Taylor Pettis 
 

Walk through the golden meadows.   Unattributed photo from the internet 

Take in the cool fresh air. 

Reflect with the trees. 

Watch the passing butterflies fly. 

In the air wind is singing. 

Be. 
 

 
 
 
 
 


