











Pencil to papes; words spill and pour Emitlessly with no speciic meaning.
Words with unusual meanings and pictured thoughts fill empty minds.
Who else can do this better than an isolated person? They write... write a kittle more... and
keep writing.
Whether it's poetry or stories, they speak out. Speakdng loud and freely, they ive.

The girl that he has given e to.
g lady in which he gave a specific voice. | want to be heard,
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\ at our eyes and minds.

agithinks. Words, names, feelings. How will he fuse them to generate one strong
o one sight of meaning? He pieces them as one and got tagging. He just wants to
be heard.

2ely without putting certain things? “4 need this. | can’t go without that. This
sense.” Limited by people who think they know what's right, she becomes
th less care she begins what she knows is true and needs to be seen.

2dl, she needs a way to speak out. Her mom’s pens and dad's brushes e
il sits biank, untouched. Thoughts buiid up and she lets it flow through hex
and colors create her e and feelings. She just wants to be heard.

all just want to be heard. We have our ways of speaking out. Then ouwr cries
your knowledge and beliefs. We can respect that, but we want that fo be
retumed. Whatever happened to our freedom? We are people just e you. We have ideas and
voices, too, but they get denied. Just let us be heard.

* Mireya Natonabah
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His Song Still Plays... by Autumn Billie

We pretended your life was a happy song,

Not the slow jam stripping down everything except sadness, anger,
cloudy days. Awful lyrics were hurtful memories
You cowered away hiding at the bottom of every ba
In the taste of blood, whiskey, and failure
Depression was the repeating.chorus

iquor
Nis guilty pleasure g

Lips tried so hard to forge
You tried so hard resist ma
Remember that Novemba
God wanted your soul toldz
But your body was too dril "
You drove off the road. Yourjdus
Red paint dripped from yuur-_
Moonlight masked glass

The last beautif t C
And a sword on an Angel'sarm a'.!'.- ¢
She summoned you back to life, t6 REll

carrying your half dead body toward nl;' T XIRE
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She held your hand when strapped gu

ou witnesse on '-ned brown eyes
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The slow jam was enriched with prayer m Oeals. pelBi&songs
) N h, —eaw -
Spirituality replaces whiskey giving yo# a‘ gmeWarm fee
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Now your needles enter flesh...Innocence lost in ink
Eyes focused, you paint colors in skin. Beautiful scars f _aégggé__;o see
Your first scar was the sword glorifying your personal saintz;zz—

She lifted your soul to a new song JDSEph Coriz

Unconsciously, your heart calls out to the Angel

“Let me embrace you, let me hear your song, let me thank you for saving me from myself”
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Santana Shorty
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