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 Untitled - Rajwa Ahmed 

 The flower withered away like the 
 feelings she once had 
 It was never her, she never even had a 

 chance 
 Looking around the room only for you 
 She started seeing you in everything 
 Happiness led where you followed 
 She was the Moon, and you were the Earth. 

 Untitled - Franceska Franco 

 A beautiful sunset that settles in your 
 eyes 

 cheers my heart 
 prostrated in a bed 
 is short the time we have left 
 But every time I see you, 
 I see in your eyes a lotus flower 
 But when the heart rate goes down 
 Your body rises 
 And that will be the last time 
 May I see you again 

 Untitled - Isaiah Kimball 

 There is something else in here 
 My stuff keeps disappearing 
 It's 1 a.m. I’ll ignore it 
 Coming to awareness of 
 An abyssal hole that stands before me 
 Devouring my thoughts 
 My feelings 
 My ideas 
 My inspirations 
 My vision begins to divide 
 Two worlds begin to flourish and thrive 

 One not more beautiful than the other 
 The black shades above my vision 
 Begin to flap their wings slower and slower. 
 Within a moment they open themselves. 
 Waterfalls of light flow through every window That 
 appeals to the eastward sheets of the warm watercolor 

 sky 
 I play the role of the possum 
 I laze myself in the long-lived luxury 
 In the warmth of my blanket that hugs me 
 My imagination soars 
 Reliving the thoughts of earlier that morning 
 That immense blackness that comes alive at night 
 When the sun goes down 
 The black hole 

 Morning Mistake - 
 Kaden Anderson 

 Morning mistake 
 I wake up expecting the dreadful 
 tiredness of the morning, 
 Clicking my lamp awake as it blinds my 

 eyes. 
 I make my bed and muscle the lead on 
 my eyelids open, 
 I walk over to my door twisting the handle in a daze. 
 I take a shower with the patter of the water, 
 I put on my school attire as my mind is as clouded as a 

 stormy day, 
 I finally sit on my chair with relief, 
 Thinking to myself ok, time to get up, 
 I look up to my clock as it tells me with a terrifying 

 look, 
 It's 4 AM, what are you doing? 
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 Untitled - Madeline Hammond 

 The light rain kissed my face 
 as I stepped outside, arms spread wide 
 Dull roars of thunder echoing through 

 the air 
 Sending chills of excitement through 

 my body 
 Sprinkling turns to pour, 
 Pouring turns to buckets, 
 Washing away the tension from my shoulders 
 More and more 
 Bringing back the skip in my step 
 As I made my way to the office. 

 disintegration - Lydia Lyndsay 

 heat tormented every quivering muscle- 
 teasing to the edge of collapse 
 every cell in her skull throbbed and 
 thrashed 
 unable to think 

 finally -- release 
 driving home through red lights 
 vision blaring like highbeams at midnight 
 the night was too bright for her eyes 

 she stumbled through her house 
 forcing herself to not cave into the stairs 
 the door seemed to open itself 
 inviting her to sleep 

 she sank into her sheets 
 the blinding pressure seemed to ease 
 a lead crown lifted off of her head 
 a relieved sigh escaped her lungs 

 the cool sheets hugged her like and old friend 
 everything seemed to slow 
 descending deeper -- deeper 
 disintegrating into sleep 

 Your Moon - Cristina Lopez Sands 

 You keep telling me to not think 
 of myself as the center of the world. 

 But do you remember when I was the 
 center of yours? 

 People orbit each other when they’re in 
 love. 

 They cannot stay away from that sunshine taste. 
 They are the biggest, most beautiful planets. 
 But on you there was no oxygen. 
 There were pieces of your soul I couldn’t inhabit. 
 You faced me away from the sun. 
 I felt so lucky to be a part of your solar system, 
 But for you I wasn’t your moon, and 
 for you I wasn’t the one. 

 Awe of Autumn - Marlia Tennison 
 It is autumn, the wind turns cold and the 

 grass thrives, 
 As rain pours from the romantic gray 

 skies, 
 Down to the stoic trees and the dying 

 leaves, 
 Beauty here is never quite what it 

 seems. 

 My soul feels most alive on the brink before death, 
 after choking in spring and suffocating in summer, 
 the relief of fall gives my soul the deepest breath, 
 I let myself be swallowed in the arms of sweater 

 weather. 

 It’s like things are only perfect when the end is around 
 the corner, 

 I know any moment I’ll turn around and it’ll be winter, 
 yet my soul will always be alive in autumn forever. 
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