
***
     Daria Ivanova

Stumbling. Tripping.
Hobbling. Reeling.
Falling. Standing up.
Repea� ng all this crap.
That’s how you write
When your language is not right.
I am the crazy professor,
And English is my Frankenstein.
You are, of course, a strict assessor 
To correct everything you are taught very  ne 
My s� tched. Folded. Glued creature
Tries to walk and imitate the human nature
All people around him scream and run away
Don’t worry, my child, don’t be ashamed to sway

One day I believe
One day I’m sure 
It would not be so s� ff 
You will go through a cure
The � cking of clocks will align super cial
And people will forget that you’re ar�  cial.  

Indecision
    Brenna Swoboda

One hand reaches le� , the other right. Mind caught in the middle.
Paper pulled from two ends tears down the center.

A door pushed open too far breaks the suppor� ng hinges.
Ease and closure come with diffi  culty.

A menace behind and glances are thrown over shoulders.
A curtain drawn evokes more interest.

Crossroads taunt a man’s indecision.
If the heart were a boat, a troubled mind would sink it.

All that was may no longer be a� er today.
The ocean � de replaces yesterday’s sand.

Embers glow in a tortured mind.
As a  re dies down its core remains ho� est.

Uncertainty threatens a lion’s repose.
Stagna� on suff ocates the soul.
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