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When I reflect on what I wished to be,

I see the stars and long to touch the moon.

Though time has grown the child that lives in me,

I can’t resist but play and hum a tune.

No matter what I’ve fought or what I’ve lost,

I rise each day with pride I set aside.

The child in me still slides, though at a cost:

“Embrace the self and learn to love the ride.”

But still, I gamble standing on the edge.

I might just fall, yet risk is what I take.

The child in me is wild but makes her pledge,

She hides and seeks the chance she dares to make

And on my journey to the stars, I’ll stay,

For in the child, I find my strength each day.

The Child in Me
-Lama Khalil
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A g a i n  i s  A u t u m n ,  t h e  f o r e s t  d r e s s e d  i n  r e d ,

A n d  g o l d  a n d  g r e e n  a s  s k y  a b o v e  h a s  s h e d ,

A n d  l e a v e s  a r e  d a n c i n g  f r o m  a  b r e e z e  o f  w i n d ,

T o  r u s t l e  s o f t l y ,  a n d  s i n g  a  b e a u t y  a b o u t  t h a t  g i r l ,

T h e  g i r l  w i t h  g o l d e n  h a i r ,  s h e ’ s  a l w a y s  s o  l i g h t ,

H e r  c h a r m  h a s  w o n  t h e  b r a v e  b o y ’ s  h e a r t  i n  n i g h t .

O h  A u t u m n ,  t e n d e r  w i t h  y o u r  g e n t l e  g r a c e ,

Y o u  h a v e  c a p t u r e d  m e  w i t h  y o u r  c o l o r f u l  e m b r a c e !

Y o u r  b e a u t y  f i l l s  t h e  a i r  w i t h  c o l o r s  o f  b l o o m ,

A  m a s t e r p i e c e  w i t h i n  t h e  r e i n i n g  g l o o m

C a n n o t  d e p i c t  y o u r  b e a u t y  d r e s s e d  u p ,

I n  r e d  a n d  y e l l o w ,  c o l o r s  b e a u t i f i e d . . .

O h ,  A u t u m n  h o w  c a n  y o u  b e  g l o r i f i e d !

A s  d a y  t u r n s  s h o r t  b e n e a t h  t h e  a u t u m n  s u n ,

S t a y  w i t h  m e  t h i s  u n b i n d  f l e e t i n g  t i m e ,

F o r  i n  y o u r  a m a z i n g  a r m s ,  f r e s h  p e a c e  I  w a n t  t o  f i n d ,

O h  A u t u m n ,  t e n d e r  w i t h  y o u r  g e n t l e  s t a r e . . .

A s  t h a t  b o y  w h o  f e l l  i n  l o v e  w i t h  t h e  g i r l  w i t h  g o l d e n  h a i r !

Again is Autumn
-Anna  Karapetyan
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W e  w e r e  o n c e  f u l l  o f  k i n d n e s s  a n d  s w e e t n e s s .

C h a s i n g  t h e  s u n s e t ,  g o l d e n  a s  w e  g o

A n d  n o w  o u r  h e a r t  a c h e ,  f u l l  o f  b i t t e r n e s s .

S e t  o u r  m i n d ,  c h o o s i n g  d r e a m  t o  b e c o m e  p r o .

 

W e  d o n ’ t  s p e a k ,  b u t  s t i l l  s i d e  b y  s i d e  w e  w a l k .

T h e  s i l e n c e  g r o w s  a n d  s o r r o w  s t a r t s  t o  c l i n g .

S e t t i n g  y o u r  b o r d e r  a s  s t r o n g  a s  H u l k ’ s  t a l k

Y o u  m a r k  m y  s o u l  u s i n g  s h a r p i e s  t h a t  s t i n g .

 

A  v e r d i c t  c a s t  b e f o r e  t h e  f a c t s  a r e  k n o w n

T h a t  g o s s i p  s p r e a d ,  a n d  c a u s e d  y o u  t o  d e p a r t .

Y o u  k n o w  t h a t  I  a m  f e a l t y ,  t r u l y  k n o w n .

Y o u  l i s t e n e d  c l o s e ,  b u t  n e v e r  h e a r d  m y  h e a r t .

 

M y  d e a r e s t  f r i e n d ,  b e c o m e  a  c o l d  s t r a n g e r

B y  e n d i n g  i t  w i t h  a  l o t  o f  a n g e r .

Become Stranger
-Gemma Lee Ulep
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In darkest night, from deep within the stars, 
I drift to you, a light that shines so bright. 
On gentle winds, we float beyond our scars. 

We’ll shine that night beneath the moon’s soft light, 
When lips that thirst, with hearts that yearn ignite, 
As sparks will kiss your fiery lips so tight. 

The day will come when our two souls entwine, 
When sun and moon will rise and dance for us 
As love will bloom, our hearts in perfect line. 

Star
-Parisa Vakili
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In you, I witness radiant light arise,
A goal of laughter, wild and free, bright sea.

Your little hands reach out, eager to be
Untouched by fear, in joy’s enduring flight.

With every step you take, my heart is bright;
With love so true, your spirit dance is glee.

In spring’s embrace, like blossoms, you are free;
Keep in your heart the fire that lights the night.

When day surrenders to dusk’s golden crest,
You are my gentle glow within my arms-
A soothing presence calming all my woes,

The storm has ceased; your breath’s a soft hymn.

In hidden corners, shadows weave a nest,
Wherever you roam, my love will always flow.

In You
-Sofia Morillo
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T h e  n i g h t  d e s c e n d s ,  a n d  s h a d o w s  t h i c k l y  c r e e p ,  

A  b r e e z e  w h i s p e r s  t h e  e n d  i n  g e n t l e  g r a c e ,  

B e n e a t h  t h e  s t a r s ,  t h e  e a r t h  b e g i n s  t o  s l e e p .

I n  e v e r y  b r e a t h ,  a  s i l e n t  p u l s e  w e  c h a s e ,

T h e  h o u r  d r a w s  n e a r  w h e n  h e a r t s  m u s t  s t i l l  t h e i r  b e a t ,  

Y e t  n o n e  c a n  h a l t  t h e  c l o s i n g  o f  t h e i r  r a c e .

I n  f i n a l  d u s k ,  a l l  s o u l s  w i l l  c a l m l y  m e e t ,

N o  c r y  t o  s o u n d ,  n o r  p l e a  t o  s t a y  t h e  h a n d ,

F o r  d e a t h ,  i t  t r e a d s  w i t h  s u r e  a n d  s t e a d y  f e e t .  

The Sound of Silence
-Sarah Darvish
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Waiting for Fall Moon
-Nesrine Hadraoui

 
Waiting for fall moon 

 to see my reflections freed 
On yielding waters 
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B e h i n d  t h e  b l o c k s  o f  b r o k e n  l a n d ,

W h e r e  o n c e  a  b o y  h a d  h o m e ,

B e f o r e  h e  k n e w ,  h e  g r e w  t o  f e a r ,

W a s  f o r c e d  t o  l e a v e  a n d  r o a m .

H e  t u r n e d  t o  s e a ,  b u t  s e a  r e b e l l e d ,

S w e l l e d  w a v e s  t h a t  p u s h e d  h i m  d o w n .

N o  h a n d  w a s  r a i s e d  t o  p u l l  h i m  u p

A s  h e  b e g a n  t o  d r o w n .

T h e  s e a s h o r e  h e l d  h i s  b o d y  t i g h t ,

W r a p p e d  a r m s  a r o u n d  h i s  f r a m e .

H i s  c h i l d h o o d  d r e a m s  l a y  s h a t t e r e d ,  t o r n ,

B u t  w h o ’ s  t h e  o n e  t o  b l a m e ?

H i s  p h o t o s  s t r e a m e d  a r o u n d  t h e  w o r l d ,

A n d  p e o p l e  s h o o k  t h e i r  h e a d s .

T h e  p i c t u r e s  f o u n d  a  p l a c e  t o  r e s t ,

W h i l e  l i v e s  w e r e  c u t  t o  s h r e d s .

A  s m a l l ,  s t i l l ,  b o y  w i t h o u t  a  s o u l ,

H i s  s i l e n c e  s h a k e s  t h e  s h o r e .

N o  c h a n c e  t o  g r o w ,  o r  l o v e ,  b u t  n o w

H e  s l e e p s  w i t h  f e a r  n o  m o r e .

Ballad of Alan Kurdi
-Lama Khalil
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A genuine person
        with gratitude
Calm surrounding
        is what they prefer 

Crowd areas
        make them overwhelmed.

 Mostly have own world
        to see. Some of them

       are shy, soft-spoken and restrained.

Very mindful,
        very demure,
                 very modest,

Their Character
         misunderstood by others,

Introvert by name,
         and 
Lone wolf is the common.

Character
-Gemma Lee  Ulep
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You’re so close...
And far from me

My love,
Like that ocean,

On the mist of which,
You cannot see the limit

Of the infinity,
But you can hear

The murmur of the waves...
You are far,

At the time so close,
Like sunset pattern,

That is hanging on the sky,
And endless ocean beauty

With the burning view.
Oh, sunset beauty,

Oh, my love…
You warm my soul,

With your handsome gaze,
And your striking eyes,

That shade of green.
But you are far...

Far from me...my love!
Like that sunset pattern

With the entrancing charm,
Which is hanging on the ocean,

But which can never merge!

My Love
-Anna  Karapetyan
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These yellow leaves
don’t fall for autumn;
they wait
for your passing,
racing to carpet your path.
The sparrows
don’t sing from habit;
they practice a welcome hymn,
ready for you.
Rain falls
for you,
while the rainbow
holds its colourful umbrella
over your head, eager
to greet your arrival.
The breeze,
comes and goes, dreaming
of slipping through your hair,
to steal your scent.
The earth and the clock
move for you
and I
orbit around you.

For You
-Parisa Vakili
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I  f l y

a c r o s s  t h e  s e a s

w i t h  h o p e  t h a t ’ s  i n  m y  h e a r t .

o u t s i d e  i s  l o u d ,

m y  m i n d  f i n d s  p e a c e

i n s i d e .  I  s e e k

t h e  r i g h t  w o r d s ,  y e t  d r i f t

i n  a l l  t h e  n o i s e .  I n  e v e r y  f a c e ,

I  g l i m p s e  a  l i f e  s c e n e .  T h e  s o i l

I  k n e w  n o w  e c h o e s

d i s t a n t  j o y s .

I  d r e a m

m y  f e e t  m i g h t  f i n d

n e w  g r o u n d  t o  t r e a d .  T h e  r o o t s

I ’ v e  c a r r i e d  w h i s p e r

o f  d i s t a n t  j o y s .  E a c h  d a y

p a s t  a n d  p r e s e n t  s p r e a d s ,

a  b l e n d e d  l i f e ,

w h e r e  t h e  s h a d o w  s t a n d s .  I n  t h e  d a r k n e s s

u n d e r  t h i s  e n c h a n t i n g

f o r e i g n  s k y ,  a  p l a c e

w h e r e  t h e  s t a r s  s t i l l  d a n c e

i s  m y  f i r s t  s i g h t .

Whispers of the Night
-Sofia Morillo
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I  t r a c e  t h e  s k y l i n e ;

N o  c o r n e r  i s  f o u n d ,

N o w h e r e  t o  h o l d .

C l o u d s  a r e  p a s s i n g ,

A n d  i t  r e m i n d s  m e  o f  t h e  s t o r i e s  I  h a v e  n e v e r  t o l d ,

T h o s e  t h a t  a r e  t i e d  i n  m y  p a l m  l i n e s .

T h e  b r e e z e  m o v e s  m y  h a i r —

N o t  s t r o n g  e n o u g h  t o  s h a k e  m e

B u t  e n o u g h  t o  r e m i n d  m e

T h a t  I ' m  s t i l l  a l i v e ,  s t i l l  b r e a t h i n g ,

S t i l l  w a l k i n g ,  l i v i n g ,  a n d  t h i n k i n g

B e t w e e n  t o  b e  o r  n o t  t o  b e .

I  a m  l a u g h i n g  a t  t h e  s u n ;

I t  a l w a y s  s h i n e s .

I t  s h o w s  o f f  i t s  p o w e r ,

L i k e  t h e  s h i n e  i s  f o r e v e r .

I  f e e l  l i k e  I  c o u l d  s t a n d  h e r e  e n d l e s s l y ,

N o  b u r n i n g .

B u t  t h e n ,

T h e  s h a d o w  f a i n t s ,

N o t  h e a v i l y —

S o f t ,  l i k e  a  d r e a m .

A n d  I  p a u s e ,

L i k e  s h r i l l i n g  s i l e n c e ,

I t  w e a v e s  i t s  w a y  i n t o  t h e  t r e e s .

The Sound of Silence
-Sarah Darvish
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I love.
I trust.
I get bored.
I move on.
 
Story of my life.
Until I met him.
 
I fell—
I spoke—
Rejection spoke back.
 
I kept faith,
Believing it was a message from God:
“A spiritual connection.”
 
Then, I became
Obsessed,
Drunk,
Addicted.
 
Hang over.
Tired.
Waiting—
Not waiting.
 
Doing,
Watching,
Waiting again,
Watching again.
 
Then, I woke up.
And moved on.

I Love
-Nesrine Hadraoui
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