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  Authors Notes




  





  Chandré Says:




  I honestly believe that poetry is something that should be done from the heart. It should allow the reader to say “yes, that is exactly what I feel” and create images in their minds as wonderful as the poems themselves. I hope all our readers enjoy reading this as much as we have enjoyed writing it.
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  Cody Says:




  The greatest thing about poetry is how logically illogical it can be. Like viewing the same world you have coming to know through a frosted windshield and staring for hours wondering how you missed out on something so beautiful.
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  Sophie Says:




  I liken poetry to impressionism… to bring certain elements just into focus thus spark the imagination, yet abstract enough to invoke the readers own experiences, insights and emotions. I feel that it is a symbiotic relationship allowing the participant to experience something truly singular to them. The challenge is paring down an idea to its simplest form and allowing the eloquent beauty of the language to shine through.
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  A Friend




  By: Chandré Bronkhorst




  





  I am drowning in mid-air.




  My head feels so light,




  My stomach more than tight,




  And tears fall without a care.




  





  I search and look around for reprieve,




  Hoping to be forgiven for what I have done,




  Hoping to forgive and to drop this burden,




  Watching the sun die without sleeps relief.




  





  These saltwater drops never cease.




  Falling slow, depressions rain.




  Holding tight, Depression reigns.




  It causes no pleasure, creates no release.




  





  How can I continue this life,




  When my lips quiver at the softest word,




  My eyes drain at coos and purrs,




  And any conversation leaves me wanting to grab a sharp knife.




  





  I understand you'll tell me "It'll be okay."
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