When I first set my gaze upen that rose
I had not thought of all the thorns it kid
What if I Jet it fly to where wind blows,
Gowld J ever manage to fill this void?

%nt[ when j toog the rose, my wounded /ﬁmd;

%ﬁm’tf g[' (l}czfafz'nj it, éf chose to scar
That sorry fand that could not understand”
ﬁ was too Jate, the thorns anchored too ﬁr.

%nc[ withers, rose j fold too tz'yﬁ%, its fate

Gowld onfy be afyaeaeseJ b:}/ someone else,
\?[ZE/ grasp would curse us both, it was too Jate. ..
j fave to quz’t, it now Jooks fike a corpse.

%fa&, preserving its red shine would cost
Withdrawal from what I wished for the most.

A very talented TL1 Anon



Romeo.

'O/ dweet bud; you know my Jove can t stop growing
For you, it will befong so dense and decp.

Please, tell me you foel the same fecking.

S am still blushing with you Jady's Fips."

Juliet.
"Dear gomeo, you can t g0 tﬁroujﬁ this bark,

Eecau&e j arm t/fornj/ as a rose
%n([ dan 1gerous fér your fz'fé asa Jﬁarﬁ
ﬁ will be toxic ﬁr you to be eOCJJOJe([: "

Romeo.

,LgthZuﬁ'et, e}/ou are EIOJJominj ﬁr e,
jWoufJnever wither mvy Jove for you.
Y J
ggu will be the eternal rose ﬁr me.
Let me be the warden of your qarden. "
youryg

Juliet.
"%ur Jove could be the reots ij a new fz'fé.

These roots will make  grow the tree ij our fz'fé. "

Louisiane Lebrun



Fome

WgVer do we see the J’ourne:}/ with them
Wgr the ffvogjarz'nt& that were feﬁ behind
Wgz't/fer flw‘t nor slow, afWayJ to condemn

Jo our - pace as our J'ourne:}/ JZ'(I}/J entwined.

nger do we see WF their fow’nj feart
The smile behind the Fand whick hielps ws

gf uffz'nj us out g[‘ Jun'n, never to c[eJaart
%&" t/;e:}/ juz't[e us toward our future, thus.

nger do we see the same Joving hand’
9
Woorn, torn, and blistered” ﬁom alf (yp the thorns
%nt[ of the blood on their hands, yet still stand
J
Do that t/fey can build what cannot be torn

That when t/fe:}/ Jet - go, feaw'nj us te roam
That tﬁéy were fea([z'nj wus to frome.

Lou Bernard



j am joz'nj n conguest gp your throne
c% s not a war, j am not a ﬁjﬂer,
@nfy the Fofy Waff to your feart and souS

Iife a fértreem you Jarotect your treasure.

?ore&t& and féuc[af motte to déﬁn([ the rz'c/ldne&s‘,
Jwo blue topaz and’ your blond silk
Whick build your grace and eacyuzln’tene&f

%rount[ this ﬁce as J(g% as milk

Do many things that make dream

Dut you are so far

I offer you my poor keart that screams
Following the polar star.

Soon Jwill kave the privilege
Of stocking my hands

Jhe ramparts of your village
Fnd taste the fruits of your Jands

Doon our kdz'njcﬁmw may be jat/cverecl,'

Fnd our Fearts defivered. Constance Bodrero



"Maybe you showld dink some water, my friend
Instead of this strange and toxic whisky

I think yyou i aveid many problems, and

Jt's Joss dungerous to eat a Dounty"

"But I afmz}/a wanted to be a drunkard!
My futher saidit's a good idea

For a beer Jwould do travel a thousand yards
Whtle fistening to the Jast song of Sia."

"o you want to be drunk fike :ﬁe ardiew?
J P
j:f that reaffy your choice of‘ fz'fé, my dear 7

j think it 's time to say H%ﬁeu "
j’ m gonna drown m!}/es‘eﬁ\ n my own tears'

"SXZ} ﬁz’enc[, j wish you would not be as sad’
;Zf now, when the beer will turn me so mad!"

Simon Olivier



cﬁegja in the sea, j was alone and sad.

Woas a normal ﬁ&/cj J%ft fike an anchor.

Dome sk in Jove were making me mad.
i g

@/Ij n my fzfé j was /bok;'nj fér more.

saw a beauty, but whe can she e !

I saw a beauty, but wh fie be 7
wirmming so slowly and qgentfy smifin

Swinmming so slowly and gently smifing

Eut Wﬁ:}/ was she jettz'nj closer to me !

Jo me, an ofd] fonefj/ and - nasty t/fz'nj 7

e was a ﬁeautz'f‘uf jz'njer mermatd.

7fer eyes were J/;z'nz'nj fike a gofendi'tf Joear[
%r skin, with gmrkdfz'nj Jofatz'num was made.
%ﬁj such a sensational anectacfe /

% shootin 1g star J’uo‘t P assed over the hill.
W;W, Jet's Fg]oe that this Eeauty will be real.

Mattéo Savi



