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Senses
By Jackie Walker

Sometimes a woman loses sight 
of who, what, and where she is 
even if she is 
still a woman 
in every sense

Sometimes a woman cannot hear 
words that define her world 
she strains toward sounds 
that become whispers 
barely audible

Sometimes a woman cannot touch 
flesh and textures that bring comfort 
her reach is limited 
to her imagination 
and to memory

sometimes a woman cannot taste
the richness of life’s garden
Her palate dulled with bittersweet regret
leaving only ambiguity
a taste indefinable

Sometimes a woman cannot smell 
warm summer evenings and cut wisteria 
her perfume long shelved 
awaiting special occasions 
becomes the scent of sameness

Sometimes a woman loses her senses 
a symptom of isolation 
She simply forgets how to be 
when there is no external stimulation 
she is left...to question her identify.
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C H IL D R E N  O F  T H E  N IG H T
By Rassan A. Jackson

Heart and  soul p ierc ing  ey e s  
Ignored by all w alks  of life 
Zomified of the  c h a n c e s  th e y  took with 
The night.
Who will s a v e  their  lives,
Who will hold their  h and  th rough  the  night.. 
No one.
We are all to occu p ied  with our own lives’ 
Afraid to end  up in th e  night.
Death would befall m o s t  of us in one  night; 
To th e se  children the  night is their  only life. 
So w e  m ust  c h a n g e  th e  night 
If only to sa v e  the  children from its plight.


