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DUN WARD

BEING FREE IS LIKE BEING A CHILD,
INNOENT, CAREFREE AND WILD.
NO WORRIES OR STRESS TO HOLD YOU DOWN,
JUST LIVING LIFE WITHOUT A FROWN

TO SPEAK YOUR MIND WITHOUT REGRET,
NOT WORRIED ABOYR WHAT OTHERS THINK
OR EXPECT,

NO NEED TO PROVE YOUR WORTH,
JUST HAPPY TOEXIST ON THIS EARTH

DEGREES, SCHOLARSHIPS, MEDALS AND MORE,
T MTTER BEF"ORE.

THOSE THIN
LIVING IN THE ENT 'V ENOUGH
FEELING THE WIND AND . ING YOUR
UGHTS.
| MISS THOSE DAYS, OmE TIMES,
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It's hard

It's hard to be in a generat {)n hlere
the only words through his h\n
“fit check" and "do u se

And instead of conversations

at
mend and befriend you say things that
offend.

the words love, darling, and babe do
Add anh(‘gttleebiti%ﬁ(body
Instead, they are replaced with the
words you say to make me feel
dismissed
at you whine while spitting

words “you are mine”
others saying it to their
gifll likKe it\makes their whole day
ore divine.

Is theINme hing wrong with me? Or

. N ;
is love just not what it used to be?

Written by: Amna Babar
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Uove my rhom and dad. The way they liste

tcxgngllsh nd théq\chk
they comfort me anc endless shopping

ever lets an me. | love my
"‘brother's friends for aly ys bel . there for me

= 5 v g
: 1 g 7 A G & > ;
A o - - : [ - - [
' i - .‘,"'""*- X % il ) T A, Dty 8 L o ptiels Farg o
¥, ' i e P = T 1‘*\'.‘ LR gt ',T
LWL e ey o e Y T CRE i o R M 1 Einie o
i w’l'ﬂ‘." 5 : s g e ":3'.1'.' e i3 "_..
| bas. 2 Se T i P AN a*f.l_-. e - e
. ¥ % it ¥ Yok 3 D P DRSS, ol s Ly
[ ' - o A
N £F 3 iy 3 s T,
3 k \-i ] | L L ] by & A8 e '
- x b L
! i I - . L B B ) LFL A . -.-__ )
L ﬂﬁF : i i B Sk ) ,}1" ¥ b i iy LR A (1 o i"
f v o L =ET W w - .F
5 Sy} e GG
; & . e T v ,',-.'-,‘%, o

SRENC-" o P TR 3 L b
f- T T e A _'}_1_,2;;. £ Ll e PR .
ey O '4-' LA, e e, g o
B T e ek Nt o ¥ = AP 4
o ! . " iy | 2 O N0 T
5 2 & W £ el s . . g
P t-ﬂ\ v K i V /R - a F L« N iy 6 e e s
W e . A Vel B A ] J*-.‘ Cr W |
T R 4 3, : y AT ,’4 Tl R - P T e S T P 1
A e SRSy ST
h .h- ¥ o ) 3 W ,:.. ¥ ) b B AL o . Ty
i = e A o - ¢
1" L & x 5 - 3 = i :‘ H ”1' . L oite
"'h,- g
A

me. 11ove the way an ‘ )'s engine roars
and‘how a R1looks nd SO nds IIov/ the\tbrill
that comes when'racing awc y from the cops

“at the car mﬁefs | love my team and | love my'

mstmydtmwhen\mmﬁe
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h Clothes on the f

DII’tX Rooms

roomnl..

From the living room to the kitchen is dirty
Clothes on the Floor

Stains on the walls

Every room is dirty

I’m not talking about a house

I’m talking about something more important than that...

It’s what He sees everyday 1

It’s something that can deceive
Something that can be hard

Something that can be cleaned

I’m talking about the heart... “" ﬂ
Something so small G
Something so fragile
Can cause a lot of lamage...

Q saying?
Blessed are thosg gw,;, are puge
Am I pute? - ;‘1‘:;

Have you heard tl

And stains on t
The outside do

Me cleaning ¢n
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UNIFIED STATE OUTSIDE OE

. T.IME »

FaWake i in another sﬂent night
brain S.Q%renderlng reahty from dreamlike
sequences

+

L i I' tairn over,
Admlrll my solus i in the serenity of my own room .
In the midst of this stillness,

I thlnk about the extremes of this world

Roarmg waves,
Howling winds,
The restless Arctic,
Birth, Death,
. .The sun, tlile gtars,
Everything is existing. Everything is in their

*  "respected place.
What is this world outside of our consciousness?

The human experience seems almost comical
We do everything in a universe that is unresponsive
We built so much; took away, contemplated over
| a world that is uncertain, undestined
oI lie there and wonder whét nothing would feel like
[f:I hadn't been born by some mere chance
Nothing would feel timeless

Nonexistenee would be an eternal peace.

WRITTEN BY ZION BARRIOS



