The Island

by Natasha Etienne

Oh how Iwish I could return

to the island

A place where each day 1s

sunny and troubles are afar

Llong to lay along the sandy
beaches commenting on the

world outside while watching

the radiant sun slowly

sink beyond the western waves.
On the island, [ knew times

of grand joy and bathed

in friendships of peace and love.
Tropical birds prourded an orchestra
of songs in the evenings as

sat sipping fruit juices and

talking incessantly of the things
Twould one day do.

Today I am far removed from

the island and life is

quite different.

So many trials, so much tribulations,
so many challenges to basic survival
Days are hard, nights are too
often sleepless and streets are mean
My tormented soul is adrift

in a wasteland of uncertainty

and deceit.

But I think tonight will be

a good night—for I am going

to close my eyes, lie down,

calm my soul and imagine

for a time that I am back

on the island

And tomorrow when [ wake

Iam going to go out into

the world with a new covenant

I am going to make my own island
and be the proprietor of its

endless fruits of joy

For I have discovered the

island lives within me!
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THOUCHIS
by Cheyenne Fuirell

Thoughts of my past wsh te me;

Somehow, some way, you are part of my day.
Within and instant, my senses are alive -

J can suddenly smell, taste, and touch your soul.

T fell completely and totally within that second,
My soul had never hrnown beauty..until you.

Your feart, a diamond suvounded in gold.
5utdex,&uingnwnaaieo,wmmade;walkamﬁa&
s a millien leaves were our naindiops,

TGhe farewell of a once in a lifetime love.
So new, J sit fene suvounded by a silence.
With the time, my beant has. filled again, for Cove.

Fouwever, part of me wonders “Can J love this way again?”

My soul fnowing J. can but Prightened J wan’t.
but with loving again, J can accept your goadbye,
for youn presence will always be with me.

Fon now, J. pray, that One Day, Seme Day, TU love again!

Your smile sparkled like a rare wine, lively and webuot.

Untetled
by Suzanne Frathleen Hanan Sedl

Connunung passions - ilegrale
o whipes lo my fheat -
Geelyous love enbace me -
HWhat 4 it does unpa:

Shnow that S was baw to love yor -

You feed my sod - withn

By towching my mastpuvate houghts , R
Chd peelpeg back the shun

Shhat masks my twe identity -

CA fughtened ild - alore

Letid yow came wnto my 4e -

Co othes bight outitbore '

Yowe caung louch - yows waun enbrace -
Yooz s ypore my face -

gmgw'ﬂl - peledwined i mee -
Chur.souds - fazeves - mates.

S breathe you into my lungs -

Each beath S take each day -

CHy subristence comes from your delight
S heaung i mouthsay -

Shat I will neves let yore go -
Wiith e you wil eemave -

Lt we breathe our dying breaths
Ctnd - Death - masues w agan.

Faging thuough my memony, J. vemember cur finst glance.

TFhat enchanting New Year, when J locked inte those haunt-

J saws love and a Forever never held by this soul..until then.
The love and passion we shared still brightens my way,




