JUST. YOUR BEST FRIE

A love poem collection
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*THE PINK CRAdCK;,E
No more,preten Ing,
we pro‘?nil‘s'e':“d together,
or this preciouslife
wouldn't last us, forever,
rosy. and!sweet\
like I thoughtalt would be,
7so prettily pink
and yet I was not'me,
when I didn't listen,
or did love myself,
I realized a crack,
in my heart, made 1tself
drippin down crackles,
like lightning or, lass
was blushing red lood
with a dusty white ash,

~

I saw fgears going off, ' | airipple on’ waters,
.and fireworks, pop, , . and you.l know thejrest!
you're a flame in the clock, our app1ness7 Bhndmg'

“and a tick in the box,
" the life in your eyes,
set fire to her’s;»
a swing in my"step,

Yo@loyalty brave, /
butthow many times,

isfit, that I'm saved?
selfish or stirring, |

and a' twitter, the birds, to/cast honey to this-
ityput song in my mouth, T8Vind yourself breathing,
like a poet, so true, : “iR\the'midst of a Kiss?
to the writings and rabbles, Incred1bl‘e'yes,
Of romantlc hues, ou're o) beautlﬁll 1
you're as funny as heck, tﬁeﬁv‘ay that you roll
a painlin the chest, is just solsuitable,

it's amazing to be here,
ablaze inyour:loye,
we share the same /dreams,
 you fit likelajglove,
\you're hlhmy own garden,
| Igo Es),\to Sl
?\ to lie in 1t'sarms, ¥
© . ~andbe quiet with it, i

s« I think that’it's’healed

the pinkicrackle now, fades,
into,many love j Journles,
andilong, happy days’. "



THE GOOD LUCK KITSUNE WEDDING

It was a dark and stormy night,
they all begin to say,
but what happened to my soul,
came upon me in the day,
I wanted to be different,
I thought that I could be,
a special kind of someone,
the newest kind of me,
but no where I could find,
a way to truly start,
until I saw you here,
until I heard your heart,
pouring sunshine fountain,
leaving deepened stains,
light was all around you,
but so was the warm rains,
all droplets i
that rainbow :




THE MOMENT WE MET

There was a tapestry of roses,
dark greens and blood reds.
When I bring it into my memory,
it's framed in wood
Intricate carvings,
of leaves and petals.

They intertwine,
dancing down each corner.

Was this what the sound
of your words looked like?
Your sincerity was liquid,
it drenched the flowers and vines.
I smelled incense on the wooden walls.
Your laugh, soft and firm,
it called to me from the future.
And all I could remember
was your voice.

Those roses on the vine,
was that what the sound of
your words looked like?

I can call it back,
in picture frames,
and strands of nostalgia.

It's a spiderweb thread leading back
to the beginning.

And you are there,
when I reach the end.

Your words are loud and clear,
and yet it's as if
there were never any words.
Your voice uncovered something else,
and so I summon the memory.
And when my mind gives me these roses,
it will forever remind me,

To savor that,
this moment.

-Arianna



Wit i o OmANtic)
% @ﬁhe essence of] thefsun settlng
o Iwas]something likejincense?
\ sitricd R
49 Litrieditolbe'] passwn
’to f1t myselfiinto théll}gart o4 atrose s
‘ ] was~romant1c T4 .
L" I was dreamy and'serlous A
e But when'we look back, * &
when we remember,
we fell in love with each other
while just being.
Just being ourselves

. 3& ]] youtin'silyer, water .
=S lookmgthe sky”
I remember thisjffromiwhenjwelwere)y
and it onl)ymakes ‘meJsi
Youil vedithelrainbowsfand(t

loved,the mistiand ra1n,

; A httle boy SO beaut1fu1>- f_ A
i’and I{could never chan g mmd e
'the! only one who couldfma ma eme dance,
\and the‘sweetest thinglon my mind’$ -
.i Youégved thelfish) the water/bright, w
W you?L%ved the endless skies, 2

~ 'remember. youlyl! reallyido,

and 1tﬁily makesimeJsmile’y

You

FOOTPRINTS OF L@V@; Sy
The coral'skies of dawn, Sx.
make forya) valentine/from heaven
\ The,clouds{ofilacy white,

__embracingiallithe love\we'rwndlng
S nithelheartiwe feel a sunrise, )
R in ‘t'heasoul We, see the\sky. '

S TencAllithelli ht that: we«arePl1v1ng for,
T'caniseelitiin your eyes.
In the ripplesjon the water,
in the blank white face of snow,

I see the love that's all around us, . ®
and that's all I»need to know. ,

-Arlanna
R S Sl




BEEQ®RE{EH©COIFPAVIE! i

BEhe @m@mm@s,, o
~@ ¢ andjfrigidibreezel ™
budthats wa,sJ that thefshaken!leaves),
werelbreathing hke alsettled,sea,
the) sunlight came thggu hi, like'a maze)
amoon ginlit's full ase, N
soygentle d1d¥r hat light come‘through;
from above, that dggammg blye‘\* \~‘ \
sprin &vas‘thene iniffruiting green
butiwhat it was, you,hadn seen’,
was sparkhng all‘ground there .8
blindifg you'fand everywhere, §
emleralgy eﬁvis einlf crunchyisweetss |
'melon-pink but likejajpeact ‘4. )
M«fhmk youh haye, 'speen it3yetos
from the dewdro 3, Welget wet, |
1ngy, ﬂlgklng/ ra1n -kissed ferns,
:F@Tﬁ eyer st&p and turn, g
lookfatiwhat we've found in here,
nowawelhave come to forest's clg'af;.,—\
buddediout in pink and white,
yellowsorange, oh what a sight!
These'blossoms burst with beauty too,
a smell I've breathed, with only you,
ive these for our lover's sake,
so t at our hearts could never break,
but children bloom from flowers too,
we know thisgnow, but if we knew,
what madelus; 1ve? well what's with this?
the flowergimhis open fist,
before Whaun, ed‘ what had wegmeant?
Wihat kind)of: gi (s d1d1'e present7 -
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HIS RAINBOW

I'll begin within the white of this,

his hair so soft and sweet,

the blackest raven ever seen,

was in his frosty heat,

cherry-red, an awesome red,

it's on his silly face-

on his tongue, I see it there,

that berry-red in place,

auburn twinkles vibrantly,

it's hard to see, but then,

carnation is the strongest smell,

since having held this hand,

golden hoops pinned through his ears,
the yellow of ﬁis desert,

the reins he holds in handsome hands,
has karats in the tethers,

emeralds that are liquid glass,
a leaf of dew-dipped green,
like blades of grass he likes to pluck,
but don't know what it means,
water is the way of life,

the sky, so clear today,

and when I see those irises,

I don't know what to say,
sapphires of the coolest soul,
how could he keep that blue?
How did he keep an indigo?
Why did he stare down you?
Ang, purple is the very core,
this willing blood that feels,
ultra-violet ocean eyes,

but his kindness was the steal.



_ L i ON E UPONAWHATEVER

ically being, all white in the blond,
in the eyes, and his lashes so lon
autiful boy, evexg' inch is like sﬂi
 the wind, his breath, honey and milk,

a neets him in dreams, in sleep, says hello,
an ima ge 30 perfect, that she can't let go,
" bu the ," | 1mpostors producers of dreams,

bessleeping, beside this he- -queen,
t, cradled precious and sweet,
1 this air we retreat,
, she follow ductions to 51ghts,
At Fofilivir :_) yon those warm Summer nights,
‘ the so he says, but I know,
e's as fine as a rose,
g'* ar to be mine, .
ut not in real time,
els black-cherry sweet,
, an dwhite when we meet,
e _I into life,
|
o ):mﬂ%r?#: I;a::rtllelegf';gy :yes
i) - ) )

id\itilica
CJ

ISP EIKS IEVETY WO Ay Uit ebeco‘fhes mine.
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BOTH THE HONEY AND STING

I caught a snowflake on my tongue,
so who knew it was toxic?

You walked within the stormy clouds,

and kept this in your pocket,
if love letters could fly away,
well this one, had white wings,
if romance had these honeybees,
then boy, would it sure sting,
collect your silky crow feathers,
I'd like to see you try,

a passion great as ocean tides-
I feel this beach sand, dry,
come to me, now, everything,
and test me as a solider,

I can take the icy winds,
so I can take the shoulder,
creep across the desert,
sunny-yellow was my pride,

I took the crazy coaster ride,
and downed the water-slide,

crashed in-to your appealing mirror,

ice-skated in your dreams,
I took another bite of you,
and topped it with whip-cream,

I don't think I can take much more-
and you lifted up my chin,
hang on, you have something left,

e said that with a grin...
Will I lose you, beautiful?
And will you then return?
Will I never see your face?

And photographs can hurt,

a streak of red was painted there-
that dripping blood is gone,
curled into deep maroon,
to tell me I was wrong,
will I miss you, wonderful?
Your miracles at work,
can I follow in your steps,
in places you once lurked,
swear to me you'll love me,
and that you won't forget,
but who am I to fill you,
with doubt and sore regrets?
Will you kill me, heavenly?
The only thing I'd known,
to help me see tl%e light of day,
you made this flower grow,
looking up at all the stars,
the same night sky as you,
makes me wonder how to live,
and asks me; what to do?
And will you save me, everything?
Or is this life my last?
You and I, it happened here,
but happened way too fast,

I lived a dream, another life,
a spotlight I took in,

did I not give you enough?
Please teﬁ me we did win,

I gave love to save our time,
and recklessly insisted,
freedom for the one I loved,
but it was endlessly re-gifted.
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WE LOVED EACH OTHER INTO FREEDOM

I breathed gfln through every breath,
s Ifelt you in each kiss.
I took you in by tears and blood,
but you showed' me more than this.
Inhale allhthe chocolateTsmok‘e,‘

You sid hands fm@@ your, petry,
ndI w111 {?3) write

SO Intook
and I sp’rd‘the,
for I was strong wit 1?frﬁy barriers,
) and I was tall on battlegrounds ’
' But I could not do battle,
,  for that life was much too fierce, '
so you took my hand inside your own,
.and we created peace’
Peace within a noisy mind,
in an angry, _screamin world.
Reace within a wicked heart,
as love was finally learned '
So I breathed you in through every breath,
ou breathed into me,
and w1tl¥my hand cradled in yours,
two hearts were finally free.
-Arianna
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BLACK PETALS
If you were petals, blackened petals, petals from the sky,
I'd take you to the ocean, wﬂere the air is never dry,
if you were petals, blackened petals, and I took you to the sea,
you'd swim the ocean's waves, and you'd smile back at me,
If you were petals, blackened petals, petals from the sky,
I would pluck you one by one, singing lullabies.

WE MEET
Out of wind,
out of water,
there is a space
within the heart
Beauty harmonizes everything.
Kindness satiates the storm.
We step into the place where
eternity meets the fleeting life.
The event,of two people meeting,
ﬁh?s’cosmic song
Uthis'tasteloatdream’s
Qoutfofawindh
oR{waten

ouH; 0 ol
Mmanates« e
evenrything \

é&m

'S YOU
ﬁt@ﬁ@g &
" %gve NOW/S

Andiweljust{dianityknow;
thagouRloveyforjeachlothers
Wasldestinedlto}sNows)

W Hadfitibeentsleeping in us’
“"thugh idhadlalways b%en there?
For'wheniwe ha%dlgeen talking)
over lunch'that one day,
your smile looked different -
and something had changed.
The love that had been there,
so deep in our souls,
had finally emerged,
and had started to grow.
And that is when I, \
found that I always'knew,
I would open my eyes,
and would truly see you.
-Arianna
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BY THIS PENDANT
I promise by this pendant,
and [ swear upon this stone,
that when your strength may falter,
I will carry you back home.
I tell this to my father,
and I tell this now to you,
if the roads fill up with bramble,
I will find the pathway through.
I promise with my kisses,
and I honor you with hugs,
and I will be there for you,
if you ever should get stuck.
I tell this to my mother,
and I whisper in your ear,
that if you ever feel your teardrops,
I wiﬂ let you have those tears.
Should you ever fall into a rage,
or ever fall from grace,
I will hold you up in mine,
and give you a quiet place.

For I promise on these lilacs,
and I swear upon this ring,
that if they try to shut you up,

I promise to listen.

I tell this to you, dear one,
and I promise with these hands,
that 1'll love you forever,
in the best way that I can.

For if the pathways fill with bramble,
and it becomes too dark to see,
then I will be your candle,
and I will share the breath I breathe.
I promise with this pendant,
and I swear upon this poem,
that if your strength may falter,

I wil{carry you back home.
-Arianna

~



Chrysanthemumsfmy bleeding;
now tellfme'what you see. 1
The yellow redsfandipoppy heads
whatiis'it )j,'mueouf%dp
A droplefierystal cleanipristine,
ajliquid bluejin you,
itifieezes ontolevery stem,
etal youtknew.
White ecfdinng youhadsilver rose,
alredjustinot yet there.

But you'hadinever wanted blood,
yﬁd rathegsee them bare.
Marigoldsjsthelonly ones;
toifill your autumn,springsj
a pumpkin cinnamen,
what f}gg bring?

Quartz of tire), t-angerme 0

these colors that el
amongst the cliffs of green and [59 \

~it's red you trulyfneed:
Ruddy rean|chrysanthemums,
youisearched myibleeding heart.
The'diamond armor that you see,
~__youwishedtoltakeiapart.
- Icelaround mygrese-glass core,
inimy, so uﬁl‘;?,,‘,
rememberiwhen ft_ there?
Fandileftithisibig'win-dow?
- The'ironyfof living,
isithelprice ofiactually thriving,
- the needlessjpart of l);ttai%go,
depends onfyour surviving.
Wilted feathers on méy*p,orch,
a cardinal gifted me,
Ifwonderediwhylyou even tried,
banginglyourthead on trees.
Bad' habits inithe wake of years,
‘ you,gained them, yes I see.
search forred and tangerine,
and glistening honesty...




Whydiyoulleaveland'run away?
Causelyoutwantedthim to stay?
Did youlwantitolbreak his heart?
Or just'tearthis world apart?

Did you know that turning back,
meant a slow, but swift attack?
Did you know about that ink,
that saw your every move and blink,
in the coming situations,
was it pure manipulation?

So as you walk, and as you go,
there is something you should know,
about the eye etched in his skin,
seeing all that you had been,
Should you bend, and re-turn, too,
be aware of all you do,

Cause in the darkness, as you flew,
he was always watching you,
not just where your mind had went,
but where your heart had always been,
watching you in petal white,
don't you want to end this fight?



Y.OU, REfSTHILISTHE! PIGTUOF CLASSIC LULLABIES

‘Therelisinojtime to contemplate,
thelrebound of.your,awful fate,
Tlamithelone to venture on,
vith/guniin'hand, but no war won,
as/I'have felt the threat impose,
a path that I had never chose,
to seek the way you want to be,
for I am not to set yours free,
I'm just a man in terms of this;

I'm to deliver, graciousness,
don't count me out when I have fell,
my answers are not mine to tell,
they just recall the ghost inside,
so tell me how you've never cried,
don't tell me you were not once scared,
of triple threat, before I cared,
don't eat the fruit they poisoned too,

Cause I loved you, when you loved you,

now don't just tell me, you are gone,
dead and cold, believe that one!
not for a second, did I try,
you're one for short, but sweet goodbyes,
just look at what you came to be,
what made you blind, when I could see,
the beauty you refused to touch,
like heaven didn't matter much,
so let us break the clouds in here,
and scatter colors into clears,
where I can see your violet gaze,
awash in tears you tried to fade,
settle down, you need to heal,
and feel the love inside me, still,
a child in my arms, but no,
that doesn't mean I'll let you go...



g milk chocolate 7
maraschinos in glitfer, sparkle that wine,
his moon-breath¥l tter divine,
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~ in hot pink§teJeleCExi
—___a candygstorenal perfwmesm

~_Seastar, plnk in'cu

'_'f rose ge'ds a I—
. Like her whiskers, glassy teethr
sky whiteeyes, a mingyW wreathW
A greeting card a hapwyc,
a playful kitten, smilin'gs coyé‘; T
Among the petals bubble gum,
petuniasjinther: cherry rumM
Straerrry Fash’ a sﬂlk to weamr
il ghttered?ghtﬂ the cute punkis P@aﬂﬁ’g
was blush for l l cuz/pink is
%thlnk you're l ely, injthiat shroud
‘Anemones and {heaven's clouds
3 coral f‘orests, wgrmly dousedh
in tytu p1nk for. etithelzippers)
| fasten ’on your} b lletfslippensk
K1tty, k1tty, §§ft and gray)
‘4 1usc1ous fur, of] swee%ombay

! ll wrlte you lp‘ack thisfchillyiday

| unt1l the sunshine/melts away¥
" How are'you? And how's it been?
A February card again. |
. Good, oh yes, I'm fine as wil
and spring hasicome, my V
I thinkiit!sdovelyyou like pink
but there's really nothing elsesto th1

o
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THE LOVING KING'S PLAN

Diamonds brought rain, to the sunniest day,
the day you met her, then what else could I say?
Eyes brighter than fire, a curious stare,
. a smile unseen, not that it's not there-
not yet, but so certain, it crept to his face,
as violet-blue eyes, blinked out soothing grace,
never wore her hair up, no not at that age,
it was longer than now, and so in it, you played,
showed her roses, the gardens, our fountains, the trees,
our ivy and statues, you did as you pleased,
the library, kitchen, and dare I say that-
the telescope room, as you called it, way back,
you sat by the dogwoods, the cherries in spring,
lie in the grass, sunning, you whispered something,
I wished I could hear it, I turned to my right,
my best friend just smiled as I gaped at the sight,
to be honest, I had one, a looking-glass, black,
I took back from the opera, and they can't have it back-
my best man and I, from the balcony rail,
spying like fools, at a boy, and female,
because you whispered I swear, in her ear, under-tree,
and from then on, I knew it! Pumped my fist and then screamed!
Did a tango-like move, but he stopped me from flying,
said, majesty, please, they are far from a tying,
but I grabbed him by shoulder, stuck the glass to his eyes,
I'm no prophesier, but I can still try-
and then he said this - Oh he kissed her on cheek!
So I had bragging rights, for the rest of the week,
so diamonds brought rain, to the sunniest day,
the day that you met her, and that is okay,
your eyes went aglow, with a curious stare,
for a little girl's glory, and a lifetime to share!



MESSAGE IN A BOTTLE, A MESSAGE OF LOVE

The river is pure, as the ocean blows mist,

after lavishly holdlng, embracing this leS, g

the fishes glide fast, through jewels of blue,
a love tied with passion, whlspered "['m in love )
salty-sweet, I am moving, like mermaids flew high
can't escape this warm ocean, and h i
this water is soft, these wav
the creatures 1ntr1gue I can!
Your ocean of love, the brig

—— «-,Embodled
can't deny’ EEKV@@ZE@P@ whfﬁﬂsﬁ(ﬂlu
'butI've takent 8@@&9@9@&@%5@@

ur;morning, holdingibottlestinjhand e




¥ “WHAT IS)VOVE? -

Love wasinot{something

meant to' beldefined® "
Is, *

We used flowers as symbo
words and poetry for explanation-
like what I have written here.
Love was there,
when I awoke.

There because it was.
Because it is,
because it could not cease to be.
It asks not
to be explained.

It is something best seen
with eyes closed.

Best heard
by a listening ear
Best known
when it is accepted as itself.
Love never had to be awoken,

because love had never been asleep.

It was we,
each of us.

Asleep through the silence,
asleep through the noise.
Love was not something

meant to be defined.
The heart became

e’
>

_vy “its coat of.arms.
" Red became its color.
)But these things alone,
¥ 'were not love.
The word found its way
into story and song,
into theater and society,
into a human idea.

But we have confused a word,
for something that cannot
ever be defined.

I could say I saw light,

I could say I felt warmth,
for love was t{lere when I awoke,
and love will be there,
when I am gone.

But I suppose in love's mind,

I will never be gone.

So I conjure this dream,

a dream of poetry,
of my hand-written words.
Words that I fumble,
to use in my explanation,
of what love is.

But love,
was never meant to be defined...

-Arianna




DENIAL EXISTSINOT:
The flavor of; transFarency
it is my vei
My,window and my,lookingiglass;
it allows love throu l%

And you my; beautlfu one,

_possess the key} "
LThe kefr i

etiz

pink;vio

~ you make love take form'of/a'garden.
Sloping, full of/hills, .
mountainous and open, B 0 that wh1ch I have{denled,:.
‘peacefulland free. If ignorance i bliss)
[Encompassing, - that isTojwaytollive, =

h youlsay: -
you arejmy,vei / you livelhere,

: You areithere,; -
but you let’everythlngghrough. Y, ou'livelwith'me,

The birds/and'the sky, % inthis moment)f
the blissful green from the trees, ' “and rwhererelse
the rainin all its purity’ My beautifullone’
%  Youknow purity, ”»” whatals it thoseleyes see?
because you let everything through: _ Theysee more'than good,
- Demaf, exists not inyour heart’ more than evil.
. Not in'yours, my beautiful one. They seethe story behind it,

the visions behind it,

and most certainly, the't truth?
You are elegant and paradoxical®
You know freedom and respon51b111ty

When the sk1es turn'pewter,
. some see 1t as the burden of rain.

& " But you,
wofu fall to your knees refreshed.

You have in your hands, walk hand in hand.
the fruit of the strugg You know you could not,
The jewels mined from the challenges’ f caress my heart,
the pearl that came of the suffering. had you not flirted with,

my darker side as well.
Seducing it with your klndness,
granting it death,
in a mostiromantic fashion.

You are my veil,

¥ ) you remain ayveil,
X allwhmg all'it: represents
T i——

Y our. movements are peaceful,
quiet and bending)
like river,water?
My be_qutlful one,

~ Iiknow you.
Youl'live here,
you!'live with me.

2
Herehn!thli monll_evntw\.




LOVE DON'T LIE
Something old,
and something new.

Something borrowed,

something blue.
Crushes come,
and crushes go.
Some disappear,
and others grow.
Attraction tades,
and that could die.
Love can hide,
but love don't lie.
Minds'sometimes conquer,

over hearts
r But don't thm.’th/at

ushnes go
but could'love he?
I don't thmk SO.
-Arianna

- WHY ROSES ARE RED
~ Roses are red —
the sky is soblue:

Hm in love with a girl,
» fﬁh@twom@m iSiyou.
| Eﬁf‘a nngh‘? was a flower,
A ﬁ‘.l alwas m_ol bloom,
;I 8@@?@@ in ?He

wﬁﬁhw@ﬁi& night
Hff@@@@@f@m?d
hesl P)ﬁme

meo

that I needed you;

A LOVE POEM
I like him, I love him,
and yes, I do know him.
ButI do not know
how to write a love ppem'
He's cute and he!s smart,
he'sa ood st@ryteller

Which does me no good,
when I'm looking for words.
I like him, I love him,
he knows how to get it.

I can't write love poems,
but look! I still did it!



ADVENTURE BOYS

et

/ Th?creek ran trlckhng
/ leasant as a sweet taste. s
A The bubbhng WENES charmmg
Jr’ o A (a?your smile. i (
You caught m{ eye-yous are green .
/4 F4like apples
like emeralds 7
You seemed a little shy \
¢4/ at least when I ' was there\
JyWe brushed around the raplds,
forg glintsof gold and maybe age
' I had already found mine
4 We heard the rattle of a snak
W (and looked up}not at it]
\but each other % :-,;:a Pl s
tHow,dangerous | you thought
"How, coincidental ) fawas min
It sounded like bells "
You wiped the sweat from your b your blond brows
Sl W' What is it saymg?" 12144
I opened my lips A% Wi
1] see universal love' % N
You smirked T NS
"What's that supposed to mean?! e
The creek ran) trickling through #&s

the stones‘and crystals Wy % o

»

T am happy " I'said "1 am happy,to be

R

here now "N

You looked on witha' clear‘understandmg “mmw
We continued tosearch for treasure;

beautiful, Valuable‘promlsmg treasure ¥

| had already. found mine! R ——
T~ . ..

T

. s “



RELYING ON A HUMAN'S LOVE

.—quu "A cooling of shade, a hot bombay,
a blue to hold, up to your face.
Velvet blue, I ‘made that wish,
to feed upon, a moonlit kiss.
| ; ~For in that dark to my surprise,:.
- was a pair of storm -bl; eejlés“'" :
e 1 ke ﬁrewo s)a S’We’ef parade,
e — of dancing rﬁonds more to say!
g ;‘Sheltermg iris, wellmg tears,"
~ Isee his'ever-moving gears. .z .

‘Ghttered ste , into hlS heart""

£ because I knew i Wh@'s at 1ts core
* In the glow; of waking hours,
.comes a force, of great empower.
< Bluish ice, this %ue has seen,
i the many changes of spring green.
Velvet blues, I made a wish,
to be a part, of unkempt bliss.
'Cause in this man, I feel a heart,
a better road, for me to start...
She's light as moons, eyes: amethyst,
| for on her stars, I've carefully wished.
P — R ~ So easy come and hard to leave,

— beauty I have never seen %
. She s the gem; the crown to be, e

. in weddmg whites and pearLsheem
B LT rlple-Threat ‘

*J'_"'
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UREDIVORY:STARING
- Caryingsin.the coral; Tike a red ivory,
kept you like a locket~1n my.gold diary.

_‘.‘ﬁ-

i
i

Is it because you're.so sweet? Loved the way I hke you,

in such mysterious eyes, overthrown to see through:
Nothing really mattered when the castle was grand)
the things built by you, in the format ofisand.
It's an innocent smlle even'if it!s,pretend;
every breath in my soul, you are truly god-sent
I have wondered before if you're even real,
but I see that chest moving, so should that reveal
the helplessly crawling, despite you're alive,
I can finally see, how you affected my life. ~ g%
What miracle came, why am [ so intrigued? =,
By the falling to depths of oceans unbreathed,
{ept you like a diamond, on'a delicate ship,
in a bottle, went rockmg, until I felt it k1c£
gou drag me deep in my soul, take me into the hearted
ringing back the old ways, that my world ever started
IS it because you're so kind? Have T met God? Is this.

* but how could" you not? Iam sure you eX1st‘
for the sake of all creatures, mothers' love only gives,
we are nothing without her'so let's go back td'this,
the Earth, to the water, to the body, the being,

your mother loved you, despite what you're! seeihg.\
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A 4h NG canyonfred rustitolerodeis

' " . hke silvery dust’blowsthe

P %+ 4 should he be'gone o severalimonths?

L
e [J‘NIDEJRSTANDING LOME

' 0L -

vl ”'"' ¢! raining ernbers avalanche,

SaRsgr 150) 'understand me, ‘mother lost

10 understand*rny stormy;black;
-
a thought of neverjcoming back
. likelsupernovas to"explode; X

f8.4 burn1n (ace of hearts ignites)
R ~Watch %e poet as Rewrites

% (Chocolate'in,(vanilla OULYE

a ,cloudy brain) to.rnadness shout e

thefsweetest apple on thebranch
[fireworks of: purple ‘1’1'1'8,'

tear me down to be brand-new

you'build me up afterja crash, g

%, a'pearllight’of stardust smash,

» y .
4= ., dark tornado on'the/scene, . , e > 33
", of a nightmare in a'dream, ) L
~y .4t & agalaxyset to blow up, o, B0 ”
- the creviceslavaerupts; « * » .0 ' g '

% and’silver desert rushes forth, e Jets 8% s 5 3
+ the ashes of his favorlte horse, ] ,
that flaming ace, thatitortured heart, # y N
rdraws the poet from theart, : .
taste his coffee, leave it there, " < ’
_should m mind beginitoswear, s, % o :

upon the fire rainingdown: %, "oy B e DY

- the juicy fruitis on the ground, . % AR e
47, _the fireworks are going off, JUise it SV g ‘

* .+, pushmeoverintosoft, v Y ko .

4. +pull mewup,to help me] stand
T take me back in hand 1n1hand

to be concerned my hurr1cane,
& you're just another placid stain’

. for every river ever crossed”

wasred and bloody, burnithelace)

i i) ’I‘thlnk I'knew her,cosmicifacey

P NG ‘butino one can'be’ underst'c%‘d, s
& When bad is| good Andlzo0dlisigo0ds |

letisbe sorneoneiJustthls oncer..
w 7

- | .
“ - ,‘5 ..'.4' o - \‘\-.
. : " ’ - am
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DEFEAT
I tried to save you,
took the sword,
threw the shaken,
at the board.

I tried to help you,
gave the keys,
asilver loop,
and on my knees.

I salvaged you,
you didn't see,

I broke the silence,
burned you free.
Your favorite fruit,
went up in flames,
but I didn't want,
to say your name,
though here it comes,
not out of breath,
I'm full of fear,
and scared to death.
I always have,
it is my wish,

I'll say it now,
I'm-in-love-with. ..

ADMIT IT
If [ were younger,
no, not that.
If I were sweeter,
just atad.
If I were stronger,
maybe so.

If only you,
could only know!
If I were cuter,
robably not.

It I were braver,
what a thought!
Flowers,
do you like them to?

And if you don't,
what do I do?
If I had guts,

I Ehought 1did.
If you say yes,
weﬂ, I ad-mit. ..

SORT YOU OUT
You're cute but I'm not into you,
he said to my despite,

I took the hammer to the nail,
and had the bigger bite,
you're nice but I can't do this now,
he said to me that day,

I took the sword over the shield,
to find another way,
you're cool but I have things to do,
he waved me off with sheer,

I had to save him from his heart,
to recognize his fears,
look, he said right to my face,
I'm not falling in love!

I shook my head, and said to him,
no, you don't have enough.



J

MY, BVEAUTIF[{{L WOMAN'

What doll dream of? A Wonderful k1ss,
a moment of{ sﬂence in! ecstatldbhss,
I've been overﬁthe top, drunkﬂ’fell to) the floor,
butithosejicyy, gray, eyesh arejy What I'most: adore,
speaking w1tl%hands I couldfsend ou Laway,
tothe COSI’I’IIC cla551c naked g, llet
whatadoosey), us two, dancmg stars, sparkhnggazy,
moying tomusic, withiviolins plam
keep your,Spanish gu1tars let:me/dip her inthoney,
she'?“keeper forjsure, andin tw1hghta15 13%1}/'
Eirelinithe belly, torched pink butterflies,
eveny,timel'said no, every timell saldfg-fe,
but‘nothmgus»new on this'side ofitheimoon,
let:me take'a cold'picture, and 11libebackisoon,
withegbouquet inthand, but'she tossed them a51de,
org ‘roses' | Let's/dance valentine!
we tango inlblack and&yvh1te:cloth1ng,
and outitojthe lake), @111 getithis/swanirowing,
er;moonlight; apiece of;peach m
tfabout chocolate) tonightis thenight;,
gavelherja d1amond a starifor/her hand
she saidforget/abouticry crystals causel've'goty tthe man!




A TRUE LOVE STORY
This was the chance, the one time I flipped,
to open the pages of a book that I kept,
realized this promise, was one that I'd keep,
for children to see, and for children to read,
the pages were filled with humor and poise,
with care and with love, and her beautiful boy,
I said this is adventure! This is my life!
Will you be my lover? Would you sacrifice?
She said I am so certain, and it's my delight,
to set sail this sea, to release this true might!

I salute to you always, you're my best friend and more,
we've been through so much, but it's you I adore,
and a book had then opened, for children to marvel,
a story so grand, it awed and it startled,

I said this is a promise, Ijot down in ink,
it's not a fairy tale, no, it is not what you think,
and children will read it, and questions will rise,
is it really real? Or did you fantasize?

In a book that I wrote, in a story I keep,
for children to look at, and for children to read,
I say yes this is real, just love, as it be,

a story, our story, and for children to see.



T SHEESH 5V
Cau sht alone ‘with chocolate,
'; ,‘ an T know it's sugar-sweet.
_AANTRich, andivery«evﬂ, S
@ and I knowqt's,good toeat.”
Caught»alone w1thfchocolate, %7
~. 'cause hiseyesare: Just ‘that deep.
'+ HadtoHaveamoment, /=t
 and then really, fall to. sleep‘ ol ) 5%
“~Caught alone with chocolate,*
it's so wondrously smooth ;’
7 You got a little taste, .
\.___and now you have to. choose..
"“Caught alone with chocolate, :
£ this just-could not be rlght AN
e Chocolate’m‘the morning,.= . 2
- achocolate kiss goodnlght . I /
Maybe I won't worry, : ¥z
and maybe I won't care; -
caught alone with chocolate, -
I think you've had your share

/

9 ’

WH 'J;pj OMA C% . . »

"Wh ST mantlc?f-.- . - R - & 2T R

omantlcyou? i et oo ' :
,_é{ perfect i

wh 7
N N7
.
s

syt

tic toyou7 _, ¥
Why is it funny?

S

And why is 3t tru )

E ms it the show?

Lets'you in on t esecret el ~ 3 R
Sy & . :

andft en'you just know? N d R TSR

~ Whatis r-omantlc? L £

' Romantlc:to you?

Why is it perfect?"" :

nd W 1V-is that true?

\/
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but just enough to make the flowers blossom.
From where did she come? —
We were standing on the edge of this moment:.
"What is this?'" I had asked myself:
Even I had forgotten.
i Here she was, in a glory all of her own,
both ofus, staring at each other from two different worlds
I'could almost hear the clouds assing through.
In our conversation, I could feel the rain.
It was gentle, falling through us as if we were one withit:
"What is this? I had asked myself.
"Well, there may be a word for it, " said a voice from within.
Love.
-Arianna

ASTF
As if I held him,
as if he held me,
as if I saw stars,
and deep blue universe,
as if I smelled lilies,
pink and white on the water L
as if I tasted the spring, =
sweet and warm on'my/lips);
asifI'saw fireflies) =
agllow 11111 the )
. aglowjalllaround)
o old‘ér?s‘IWﬂakes,
&E 1f Iis through
mg ht)

happy;tears,
@@ 1

ﬂ




A MEDLEY OF INSPIRATION

Adventurine, a'still lagoon
hke iolite, sﬂy‘e‘red Spoons.

A jade-like sea, crashed golden-brown.
Oon shores ua eyes, we've drowned.
Thank you bro; I'wear.it proud.

- Iknow you like the waveson loud.

1'll love it all) and one day too, S

_ Iw111 hold thelove ofyou.
use I believe

~ Now d‘é’ﬁ/‘v(hy‘th wind, it blows,
”blue like the noon,.that ever-glows.
- into, nlght dreams and crystalhzed
f,._,.a port, a box, a blue in ineyes,"
- bluebirds and the bluest jays,
so intense it's almost gray,
‘that stormy sea around my nec
__reminds me of your starboard deck
- when heaven-blue's a salt«green sea,
“’2'; it's a gift of love you may just near,
- forall'my dreams, I've dreamt ahve,
= and ally your i tersI've survived,
m n, that way,

O Yo et m% g
raining, glo opping, sparkmg
happlness, isnot: rtﬁrsto pin S

so/in the end, you' shall believe, b

‘_ can't take my love from me,
. that's all love to and do"
one our.love from
that love \f ngers cur

the truth of love is be

-




JUST YOUR BEST ERIEND
I'm just your best friend,
just a part of your life,
just a piece of your heart,
but you can't ge my wife!
I'm just your best friend}
you're not silly or sick,
I'm not crazy or strange,
but we don't really fit,
Iy usyourbest friend,

it'stnotfalbig{deal®

that we share many secrets?

and we know how we feel,
about the letter in hand,
addressed to the other,
I'm more like a friend,
I'm more like a brother,
I'm just your best friend,
don't be shy about that,
you can crash here tonight,
you can just hang your ﬁat,
but it's not what you think,
no, it's not what it seems,
it's not like you're in them,
or I'm in your dreams,
I'm just your best friend,
what more can I say?
We work, rest, and listen,
we burn out the day,
but no it's not true,
I don't feel that way, see?
Come on that's just you,
come on, it's just me!
Well if you're not my dearest,
then where do I stand?

We don't know what's coming,
yet I still hold your hand,
I've held it through hurts,

in the dark, in the rain,
you embraced me in-shadow,
and when help had came,
I'm just your best friend,
and we both feel the same,
but we both are embarrassed,
that we still play this game!

END



