RIVER OF LIFE

One's lifetime can be symbolically compared with that of a river. Like a river we start life small and
lackinginstrength. Al firstweare totally dependent on outside help for our survival. As we journey through
life we gather strength and support the same way a river grows with the additions of small streams. Some
of these streams are crystal clear and add to the quality of the river's water while others are polluted. This
is the same with life's experiences. As long as a river stays within its natural path it receives glowing remarks
from those who reside along its banks. But let a far away storm cause the river to overflow its banks and see
how the positive remarks change to negative. This is the same with human activities. As long as we comply
with the mores of our social group we are an accepied member.

Like the river’s continuing path towards its ultimate death in the sea we grow closer to the day of our
demise with each morning’s awakening,

Lifein its essence in reality spans only three days ie; yesterday, today, and tomorrow, Ifwe acknowledge
we can do very little about yesterdays and really have no way of determining how many tomorrows we have
been allotted, this only leaves today to live to its fullest,

- by Stan Johnson

FEAR OF
THE FACT

He stares, and it is blue.
He knows that it is so.

DREAMS

Through the mirror, exact and
true,
He watches and sees the foe,

I begin my day by remembering
the dreams I dreamed last night
then I take a look

read a book
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4 young woman
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Hedries himselfand goes to bed.
Morningcomes, anditisanother

Clutch my hair
On this magic night.
Little baby Luna
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GLASS HOUSES
For does he see me looking in
Or is he looking out
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The house of glass

That | am looking in to find he
looking out.

- by Michelle Walton
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