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AFRAID OF THE DARK 

 

People are always asking me how a man in his 30’s can still be 

afraid of the dark; 

It all started just after I stood toe to toe with a demon, who tried to 

extinguish my spark. 

 

Now on my chest I have a constant reminder in the shape of a scar; 

I remember just as the knife smashed into my breast plate I looked 

up and saw a shooting star. 

 

He tried to kill me, but you cannot murder someone who is already 

dead; 

For so many years I tortured myself, as the thought of what could 

have been ran through my head. 

 

It was a life changing moment, as I remember seeing that flash of 

steel; 

I maybe a poet, but I am sorry with this pen I cannot explain the 

pain I had to feel. 

 

Stuck in a never ending minute as I looked down to see a knife 

sticking out from my chest; 

I must have a guardian angel that used her wings that night as a 

stab proof vest. 

 

His eyes were a glaze of red, but my eyes have always been black; 

It’s hard to comprehend I wouldn’t be here today if I had taken one 

step forward, or one step back. 

 

Why did I choose to walk down that dark street, why did I have to go 

out that day? 

Why did the road seem glued to my feet, why couldn’t I just run 

away. 

 

People always ask what it feels like to be stabbed, if I had to sum it 

up with just one word, that word would be pain; 

Even now after all these years I can still feel the blood trickling 

down my chest like rain. 



 

 

 

 

His face went white as he pulled the knife out, I could see in his 

eyes he was waiting for me to fall; 

But was it just a coincidence that an angel heard me call. 

 

Just one inch higher, or one inch lower I would now be sat in a 

never ending night; 

An angel saved me from the darkness, so that I could fulfil my 

destiny to write. 

 

So if I am to REWRITE HIStory, upon a path of rediscovery I must 

now embark; 

But at least you all now know why I am still afraid of the dark 
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BOY IN WHITE 

 

The boy in white we called him at first, but now it’s time for me to 

tell you all about a boy I once knew, and his name was Jay; 

He was one of my best friends, until death came along and took him 

away. 

 

When I first saw him he had it all, brand new tracksuits, trainers 

which shone so new, a girlfriend and so much jewellery he looked 

like a white version of Mr. T; 

He didn’t drink or do drugs, he was just homeless, and had fallen out 

with his family. 

 

We invited him to come and hang around with us, to save him being 

locked away in his cell; 

He said he couldn’t sleep at night, as the screams echoing from 

inside the homeless shelter made him feel like he had just fallen 

into hell. 

 

I explained it takes time to get use to the demons, just make sure to 

never let them see you are scared; 

In his heart he was a good man, but his body and soul were just so 

unprepared. 

 

After a few weeks the boy in white had turned into a musty looking 

cream; 

His trainers now looked battered, and his girlfriend had gone, no 

longer wanting to stick around to share with him a dream. 

 

He came and sat next to me looking broken, I could see in his eyes 

he was desperate to break down and cry; 

He kept whispering “why did she have to leave, I didn’t even get the 

chance to say my goodbye”. 

 

The next few weeks he started to hang around with the demons, the 

scar faced devil that pushed youngsters onto heroin and crack; 

We noticed Jay wasn’t himself anymore, he had turned from the boy 

in white, into the boy who was now addicted to smack. 

 



 

 

 

I tried to reach out to save him, but the drugs were all he wanted to 

know, he didn’t even give himself a fighting chance; 

His days and nights had turned into a blur, as he just sat there in his 

spaced out trance. 

 

We didn’t see Jay for a few days, so we asked a staff member to let 

us into his flat as we hadn’t seen him around; 

As we walked in there was total silence, as we stood there staring 

at Jay lying white and motionless in the corner on the ground. 

 

He had a strap around his arm with a bloody needle sticking out, his 

lips were blue, I remember thinking he can’t really be dead; 

 But then the maggots came crawling out from his mouth and eyes, 

and to this day I cannot ever get that image outside of my head. 

 

Then the smell hit me, and I am sorry but with a pen I cannot 

describe just what a rotten corpse smells like, I guess it’s the smell 

of death; 

The room then seemed to turn so cold, I could even see my breath. 

 

The staff ushered us out, my friends and I look at each other totally 

speechless, not really knowing what to say or do; 

I am writing this poem many years later, just to say to the boy in 

white that we will never forget you. 
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BROKEN 

 

Bullies have dragged so many lives through hell, some of our 

children chose to rather take their chances up in heaven; 

These news reports are breaking my heart, and I am not just talking 

about  

15, 16 year olds,  

I am talking about kids as young as 7. 

 

So many families are now left broken, Mothers stare at cold pillows, 

as they think where her baby use to lay her head is now just an 

empty space; 

She can no longer feel her Childs touch, all she has left is a picture 

and a memory when she wants to see their face. 

 

Bullies resting well at night, whilst distraught families cry 

themselves to sleep; 

Helpless nightmares trap them in the darkness, as their dreams are 

left drowning in the deep. 

 

Bullies have a chance to move on and to turn over a new leaf; 

But some of their victims couldn’t see that far into the future, if only 

a bully could feel a broken family’s grief. 

 

Children silently screaming, but nobody can ever seem to listen; 

Instead our future cries into their diaries, as painful tears of ink 

cause their pages to glisten. 

 

For some people those pages never reply, their life had become a 

living nightmare for which they could never be awoken; 

The mirrors no longer shine back complete, as a bully has forever 

left their victims reflection broken. 
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I’M NOT SCARED 

SHAYLEIGH DUDSON – MOWLES ©2012 (AGED 8) 

 

I’m not scared of the monster that hides behind my bed; 

When it leaps out to pounce, I will slap it on the head. 

 

I’m not scared of the monster that hides behind my chair; 

When it jumps out I see an angel standing over there. 

 

I’m not scared of the monster, because my angel took it away; 

That’s why every night I kneel beside my bed to pray. 

 

I’m not scared of the monster as my angel is protecting me; 

Every night as I sleep, she watches over me. 
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SMALL TOWN BULLY 

Angel Meredith©2012 

 

Pressed against the cold tile wall 

Her hands around my neck 

She choked me first, then kicked me 

And pushed me to the deck 

She was two years older 

I was really just a kid 

That night I learned a lesson 

About the ways a bully hid 

She hid behind her girlfriends 

And behind her coaches too 

She was such a beauty 

But behind her eyes of blue 

Was a monster that was hiding 

Waiting to find the weakest link 

Gathered up her buddies 

And then attacked in a blink 

I think she would have killed me 

Her anger was unreal 

And all of it was over 

Where I chose to eat my meal 

The table in the schoolyard 

Belonged to her and all her friends 

But since I was the new girl 

I didn't know those rules don't bend 

So in the cafeteria 

She took my food away 

And threw it in the garbage 

Then told me I was gay 

All my days were long back then 

I really hated school 

As I became the scapegoat 

And being cruel was rather cool 

Fast forward to the future 

Where we've grown up in this town 

In my office she came walking 

When she saw me she looked down 

 



 

 

 

 

 

All I did was think about 

The beatings that I took 

I smiled and then I greeted her 

And then her hand I shook. 

The moral of the story is 

Be careful who you tease 

They'll one day be your boss 

Or the one who serves your tea 

 

 

 

Angel Meredith©2012 
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DOMINATION 

MICHAEL WAYNE HOLLAND ©2012 

 

Languid sermons streamed from lavender lips, 

hypnotizing, speaking of torrid battles wagered, 

and beleaguered banalities anguished by molten lovers 

and extolled victims, controlled by intoxicating demons. 

 

The virile visions were of his portentous creation; 

he was both malevolent dictator and shrewd conqueror, 

mixing  toxic equivocations and perplexing potions, 

spinning fabrications into golden sceptres. 

 

It was a blatant sucker punch, the sort that blasted my guts, 

a duplicitous suggestion that I would concede 

to his persuasive sliver tongue, proffering 

my unblemished soul for wicked werewolves to thrash. 

 

I was bamboozled, befuddled, bewildered, as he heartlessly 

manoeuvred his ice queen to check my bountiful king, 

beckoning his scrupulous defectors, that conscientiously served 

as judicious benefactors of my solemn spirit, now employed 

as brainless pawns, soured by tainted complicity, and governed 

by wicked psychosis shrouded in impervious armor, 

to brashly overthrow the inked baron of my embedded emotions. 

 

After the occupation, before my dance with death was 

consummated, 

I liberated my baby blues, abruptly awakening to my blistered world, 

confronting the vicious playground bully aboveboard, 

demanding, commanding, that the briny fear I inhabited, 

be vanquished, given the same insecure foundation, 

my harkened birthright, my baptism, my metamorphosis. 

And in that brilliant moment, I abdicated, and shed alabaster skin. 

 

MICHAEL WAYNE HOLLAND ©2012 
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CASTAWAYS NEED BE 

VERONICA MAYHEME ©2012 

 

 

Cast me away 

Send me to the sea 

They actually cleared a circle 

Around me 

Minding my own business  

Really wanting friends 

Yet everyone scatters  

When the time comes to depend 

When did the world become so 

Self centred 

Why so jealous 

Immature 

You're choking on a rusty lure 

Don't you understand 

What it is to be demure? 

Its not a good feeling knowing I have to hide 

And bide 

My time 

All because  

You can't hear the rhyme  

Or the beat  

Or the music  

Within my feet 

I'm a faithful friend 

An honest girl 

That would not cross a line  

Yet you all cheer and push for me to do so 

In time  

What would that do for you  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Anyhow 

To know I broke a vow  

Why can't you just be genuine  

Loving and kind 

Then maybe you wouldn't feel so threatened  

By My kind..... 

 

 

VERONICA MAYHEME ©2012 

FLORIDA, USA 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

WALKING THE HALLS 

ANGELA H.S.W. SPONSELLER 

 

I walk the hall looking at all the smiling faces laughing and joking 

around. 

But where am I in this picture?? 

I see how it looks to be happy but yet I can not grasps it. 

Why is that?  

I am just like you or even like you.  

So what if I am a little different on the outside. 

I am the same on the inside.  

Does that not count? 

I struggle daily to not to cry.  

I struggle daily not to give up and die. 

I struggle daily thou the taunts and tease that are shout my way.  

Why do you taunt me? 

Why do you hate me? 

Why? Why? Why? 

What have I done to make you not like me? 

What have I done to make you hit me, tease me, make fun of me? 

Can you not see what it doing to me? 

Can you not see how it killing me? 

Can you not see how it wrong? 

Do you not see at all? 

I walk these hall.  

A shadow in the background.  

I am a stranger among all.  

I cry and long to be just loved.  

Can you not see me? 

Why do you bully me so? 

 

 

ANGELA H.S.W. SPONSELLER 

USA 
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THAT SOMEONE'S BRIDE 

RINZU RAJAN ©2012 

 

 she has preserved those 

 pencil portraits 

 and stencil symptoms 

 a mosaic of saris 

 dabbed in charcoal clouds 

 jagged joints and 

 anaemic asthma, 

 to memories that 

 are tinctured tints 

 all are the blueprints 

 of the butter burned 

 on her skin. 

 

 She remembers the day 

 the sun rose 

 from behind the silken shade 

 in their bedroom 

 to the hour she became 

 a rag doll ranted with ravage 

 she couldn't say a no 

 for the practice and the prize 

 as she removed her relics 

 from the room. 

 

 The sky aged and 

 the wind chimes walloped 

 at the window 

 when he wrote his name 

 on her agile arm 

 with crayons chalked 

 by his canvas. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 She saw it all till 

 she couldn't swallow 

 her sweat, 

 today the copper he gave 

 her has melted 

 and so has the promise 

 a scraping with a scissor 

 and a welted womb 

 sometimes reminds her 

 of the times she was 

 someone's bride. 
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VERBAL BULLY 

HARISH SRINIVASAN ©2012 

 

 

I refuse to go to school ; fearing  their slander, 

abuse, hatred. It feels like being in a place of evil. 

They dare not hit me as I am strong enough for them physically 

and I dare not hit them because I care for them. 

But they do not fathom my feelings 

and hurt me in my heart with abusive words. 

I try to make them my amity, 

but in the end I am treated as a man without dignity. 

I try everything in my maturity, 

to solve our problem with good clarity, 

but I fail miserably only to be grounded again 

with more words stronger than my saturation capacity. 

Now tears fall from my eye, I feel helpless, 

like a loser, and this makes me feel hapless. 

Sometimes I wonder they must have no heart with them, 

for they hurt a person with words strong enough to drown them. 

Now I know I could have done things differently, 

but those lost moments cannot be bought back to reality. 

So I hope to guide my sons, daughters and family 

to deal with their problem with my clarity. 

The physical wound of me will heal naturally, 

but the scar of words will never cease eventually 

and will stay in my mind to resonate in my ears. 
 

 

HARISH SRINIVASAN ©2012 
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THE SWAN 

GAIL WOLPER ©2012 

 

She was a beauty, that one. 

Laurie Susanna Jackson 

A gorgeous, sweet face 

And a flowing body. 

 

She took ballet. 

Was in the ballet club. 

Natural blonde hair 

Not fair. 

 

But sometimes she came to school  

with a black eye 

Or a bruise 

And "I bumped into a door" 

Her mother was a drunk 

(Everyone said) 

And she also had many big brothers. 

"No guy would touch her with all those big brothers" 

 

They had a decent house and friends 

And after high school 

She wanted to join the Ballet. 

Her grades sort of sucked. 

(everyone said) 

 

Dropped out of school 

She told no one. 

And no one knew 

For quite a while. 

 

She must have joined the ballet 

(Everyone said)  

In New York, A big success 

Was the star swan in that beautiful ballet  

The Swan Princess 

 



 

 

 

Beautiful Blonde Swan 

Perfect posture, perfect dance 

Perfect. 

Her reputation was daunting. 

 

Then Jonny came back home  

From his big brothers bachelor party 

All the way in Georgia 

Jonny snuck into "The Golden Cage" 

With his brother's friends. 

First time drunk 

(Everyone said) 

Mud wrestling in the cage 

The golden cage. 

Bunny and Bambi in black leather suits 

In the cage 

Ripping each other's bathing suits 

Until both were naked. 

 

Men screaming, going crazy 

He couldn't see over tall, fat men. 

Greasy, sweaty men 

And rich, once-tidy men. 

So he stood on the table 

Naked girls in mud 

One blonde, one redhead 

Blonde tore off redheads wig. 

But hers didn't come off. 

You couldn't see the faces 

But she had the best body by far. 

 

And she won--money exchanged by the men. 

And they washed the winner with a hose 

And held up her hand 

What a hot, young smile 

That Laurie Susanna Jackson gave as she won the big prize. 

 

GAIL WOLPER ©2012 
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THE BEGGING GIRL 

JOSEPH CLEMENT ©2012 

 

I am a common face on ways. 

I am pale and fail for days. 

Sobbing with my sibling sorrow, 

Begging to battle for my bale belly! 

 

When I was a child, you stole my joy, 

Comply with your need, I stood - 

On roads, palms stretched. 

And I said, “I need a bread”. 

 

Sun and Moon are same, 

They come and go in vain. 

Yet I woke up for a good day, 

To calm the flames of hunger. 

 

Smile visits me in a year, 

Haves have it hundreds a day. 

But not the case with woe, 

For, we are born together. 

 

How many faces have I seen? 

How many coins have I earned? 

But nothing left to lift me, 

From a weary loss of day. 

 

When I learnt that lesson, 

“Pauper, the poverty people, 

Can’t choose cash and cakes,” 

Then I was your captive! 

 

Yet, I know I have hopes, 

And in my dreams a Princess I am. 

But while I see me in my – 

Life’s mirror, that always breaks…! 

 

JOSEPH CLEMENT ©2012 

JANABIYA, BAHRAIN 



 

 

TEACHER'S PET 

KIM OLIVER ©2012 

 

 

Aching belly- feigning illness 

To no avail....she sees through my farce 

 

Ask me!!! Ask me!!!! Ask me!!!! 

Silent screams never heard.... 

She takes me to school. 

Teacher smiles and tells her to have a nice day. 

She is so unaware of what befalls the one she loves so well. 

 

Sit down Daisy!   I have a mind to send you home!  Your attire is not 

up to code!  Unkempt, disgraceful skirt is much too short. 

 

Later I raise my hand... 

Shhh Daisy everyone else knows what to do! 

No one else has a question! 

Is there something wrong with your brain?  Figure it out 

I will not repeat myself! 

 

Tearful for I know not what to do... 

Classmate leans over attempts to instruct me... 

DAISY you should be ashamed- 

Cheating again! 

Against the rules it is... 

I have a mind to call your mother! 

Instead you shall lose your playtime! 

You can sit on the cold ground 

Watching all the good boys and girls having fun 

And think about your bad behaviour! 

 

Everyone turn in their tests once complete... 

The first to finish... 

Quite proud as I knew the material well. 

Walking toward her desk 

DAISY!!!! 

How many times have you been told to remain in your seat? 

 



 

 

 

Sit back down! 

You have pushed every button today. 

I attempt to tell her that she said to bring tests to her once finished. 

Putting her hand up shushing me. 

You are being disruptive...AGAIN! 

Do you have no concern for your fellow classmates? 

Please come to the front of the class- 

Now apologize! 

Say you are sorry to your friends ...well... to your classmates. 

No one wants to be friends with someone who is so rude. 

I want to cry- to disappear.... 

Voice quivers... I say sorry head hung low. 

Less than five minutes ago I was beaming with pride; 

Now my heart beats with shame. 

 

Are you finished with your test? 

Well don't just stand there 

Turn it in!. 

 

Dejected, ridiculed, self-esteem shot before it even blossomed... 

Bullying of a different kind.... 

 

 

KIM OLIVER ©2012 
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BULLY BOY 

JOHN HIRST ©2012 

 

 

did you have to hit me 

 

take my sweet-shop money 

take my inhaler... make me ... 'buy it back' 

 

I'm small.. at this strange asthmatic residential school 

Was a German prison in the war.. You make it a prison for me 

 

did you always have to hit me... 

 

in my chest.. weakened lungs...your two other thug's stand by 

two hundred miles from home... aged 12yrs... sized... 9yrs 

 

did you have to hit me every day... 

 

in public... in a boxing ring formed of -'other kids' 

why did you hurt me at night... real fright 

 

did you always have to kick me 

 

at sports-time... football.. or during our exercise run 

nearly all - 'geordies'... locals.. me from Derbyshire 

 

did you have to 'dunk' me every day 

 

wet clothes... ripped clothes.. cold... shivers 

chest infection... ill.. into the sick-bay.. still not away 

 

did you have to follow me everywhere 

 

pour orange Lucazade over my pyjamas and bed 

take my overnight medication... took my book 

 

did you have to bully me for twelve months 

 

 



 

 

 

 

you were at last... 15years old... and so you left 

i survived... i re-arrived... tried again to live 

 

did you have to hit... hurt...wet... kick... bully me? 
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PINK 

Little endeavour for awareness of Breast cancer 

TAPAN GHOSH ©2012 

 

Most wonderful cool colour 

Pink can change our behaviour 

Pink rose can melt anyone’s heart 

It can also make beautiful concert 

 

Once I used to love rhythmic pink 

It was also the colour of my writing ink 

My love pinky loved this colour too 

Forgotten nothing dear still I love you 

 

She had petal like beautiful pink lips 

It was Impossible to measured its abyss 

Once I touched her lips with my lips 

Last day of her journey of life, single bits 

 

She was suffering from breast cancer 

In early stage may always has an answer 

She often used to tell about her disdained pain 

Grim and perilous truth were might be remain 

 

She didn’t go to a doctor for check up 

It was supreme ignorance of her sweet makeup 

She leaved her last breath on my bosom 

My Rose gone away and would never blossom 

 

She has taken my lovely colour pink due to forever 

My request to all women check you breast moreover 

By your own hand and if found any lump or tumour 

Don’t neglect, it may be the killer of fatal humour! 

 

(Pink is the international colour of Breast cancer) 

 

 

TAPAN GHOSH ©2012 

DURGAPUR. WEST, BENGAL INDIA 

 

 



 

 

SAYING NO TO THE BULLY 

Dr A.V. Koshy ©2012 

 

There's always someone around 

who wants to bully you 

if it's not the state 

it's your boss 

or peers, or society too. 

 

There's always someone around 

who wants to make you cry 

make you feel like you're a worm 

and make you not to try. 

 

Don't bow down to bullies 

Don't kowtow to them 

When they come to make you a friend,  

quit bullying, you must tell them. 

 

But most of all the danger 

is the bully in you 

the one that wants 

the one that does 

to the others harm 

Beware of bullying, I say 

But most of all, I warn 

Beware of the bully that's in you 

Causing others harm. 

 

Bullies may hurt your body 

hurt your mind and heart 

bullies may hurt your soul and spirit 

even hurt your will 

so be kind to your significant other 

be kind to the younger ones 

respectful to all and the elderly 

be good to your neighbour 

and don't be suspicious of the stranger 

rise above pettiness. 



 

 

 

 

 

If one tries and tries again 

one day there'll be no more bullies 

and all that's left 

will be a place 

where all of us are happy 

 

Rise above pettiness 

Don't let the bully, bully 

Destroy the bully within you 

Love one another. 

 

This is the way to beat bullies. 

 

 

Dr A.V. Koshy 

Bangalore, India  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

TURMOIL 

DEBBIE LEE ©2012 

 

I’ve heard the ties that bind 

seem like vanity. 

Heartbroken, I’m consumed 

by insanity. 

My mind is a series 

of sharp dimensions 

and unbroken circles 

of swirling tensions. 

Decaying demons prey 

upon me like vultures. 

Contradiction abounds; 

I’ve lost my taste for sculptures. 

Patience is a virtue; 

Power in a commercial; 

Pain as clear as crystal; 

Subdued and artificial. 

I face lunacy aware 

that the purity of all words 

are being forsaken to 

human cattle, lost and absurd. 

For me, perception relies 

on a sense of duality. 

Poetry next to science; 

beauty begets brutality. 

Although my heart is broken, 

I pursue another distraction 

to ease my mind of sorrow; 

lust fuels my action and attraction. 

I feel I’m gaining knowledge 

that love is just a word for revenge; 

some cosmic joke on humans 

so we wish and hope for it to end. 

I wish the world could change 

into a tropical aquarium; 

all black hearts would transform 

and there’d be no more lack of variation. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

But no, my rage has compounded, 

I am sunburned yet frigidly cold, 

gaping at unsmiling fish blinking  

at my sense of suffocation and isolation. 
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PEER FEAR 

SOBIA IZHAR ©2012 

 

 

Every time 

my good and bad conscience 

go out to play 

a game of Russian roulette 

in the backyard 

of my mind, 

there is always but one casualty: 

Me! 

 

And before every little death, 

I wish for someone to stop by and say: 

‘No more! It’s alright!’ 

And together we would paint 

colours of happiness on the 

canvas called Life. 
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HER EMPIRE, NEAR LAMP POST 

ARKAJYOTI SAMANTA ©2012 

 

 

Her stumped empire, near lamp post  

Around the boundary of  

Torn clothes, broken dolls, broken bangles  

Thrown utensils, waste papers  

And a bunch of dry flowers  

One more collection; her smile  

Spread across her lips  

A deemed declaration!  

She is worth with treasures!....  

 

Her subjects! Onlookers  

All males of course!  

A lone woman! Rare chance!  

Bees around honey  

Never seen as promiscuous!  

Age of empress, never recede with clock!  

Top up, chances of availability  

Always a bench mark!....  

 

Her cleavage, unmindful of lustful eyes  

Her gaze, never beyond her possessions  

So duty bound for her empire!  

Alas! As always, empire is  

Saga of intense struggle, for  

Conquest and lewd lust! 
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INVISIBLE OR IGNORED 

DANTE POET ©2012 

 

 

Hello there! 

... 

Uhm.. Hello again? 

... 

Can’t you hear me? 

I’m standing right before you... 

... 

Can’t you see me? 

... 

Have i done something wrong? 

My voice is hearable and strong!? 

... 

Hey...i do exist... 

or am i only empty space? 

... 

Hello? 
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I AM THE UNITY 

MALAYA ROSES ©2012 

 

I am master 

I am commander 

I am the coalescence existence 

I am larger than illumination 

Being blessed 

I am the Bella 

Notion of love defy hurdles 

I am the goddess 

I am unity 

I am nothing is what you said 

I am the world 

I am my words 

Stream flowing harsh was undone torment 

I am the best  

Munificent is the pure blooded 

Humanity said well 

Compassion walks high 

My skin is the best fused cling 

For I am the purpose 

I am the living prove. 

Against society suppression I am raising. 

Like a sun 

Like rain; 

Prejudice on categorized separation 

I am facing the world 

Alone or bleed 

Love is all 

Without prejudice 

I am more than races 

No racism is welcomed 

Unity is all matters. 
 

MALAYA ROSES ©2012 

KELANTAN, MALAYSIA 

 
 

 



 

 

BULLYING IN SCHOOLS 

BOB STRUM ©2012 

 

In every country it is the same. 

Schools exist to inculcate 

The culture of those 

Who build and finance them. 

The State School 

Is there to provide an education 

And to prepare the young 

For what is to come. 

Sport of course exists 

To glorify controlled aggression, 

To identify the winners 

And the losers. 

Bullying is also education 

Although officially denied. 

In the classroom 

Teachers may bully children 

Who are perceived as weak 

Or non-conforming. 

But in the playground , 

And away from the schoolyard 

Is where bullying occurs. 

The weak, the deviant 

Are put in their place. 

Colour body shape 

Race religion, 

Sexual variation, 

It doesn’t matter. 

Those who don’t conform 

Are put into their place. 

Long live conformity. 

The meek may inherit the earth 

But not the playground 

Not the future work place 

They will not obtain virgins 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

In this paradise. 

It prepares them 

To live in a world 

Where bullying  is 

Part of a culture 

Which must be changed 

If  bullying is to be 

Controlled or eradicated. 

 

 

BOB STRUM ©2012 
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ODE TO A TWISTED SOUL 

MIKE AULT ©2012 

 

 

'Tis truly sad to see human spirit, 

so abused. 

Thrust into a deep, 

dark corner, 

and hiding in the viciousness 

of ignorance. 

To see intellect and abilities, 

so wasted, 

grieves me to my innermost self. 

That a mind, 

so clogged with bile, 

can still function, 

in a semblance of order, 

is beyond my comprehension. 

I guess of such are Hitler’s and Kahn’s made. 

Leaders of others, 

like themselves, 

and ignorant of the true and righteous spirit, 

wherein beats a valiant heart. 

The thrust of a sword, 

the kick of a gun, 

these are the only things understood by these. 

They reduce the complex human equation, 

to these endpoints. 

To argue with ignorance is a waste of time 

better spent getting through the day to day. 

Surrounded by such, 

and under their dominion, 

we can only see hope as the Cro-Magnon saw, 

as the Neanderthals destroyed each other. 

So ends all life when a violent solution, 

is the only one known. 

 

MIKE AULT ©2012 
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BLEEDING BLACK 

NEHA SRIVASTAVA ©2012 

 

Bleeding black bleeding tears 

 

Locking up myself in a room in a dark 

 

in a dead bolt just within four walls 

 

Hearing my own incredulous cry 

 

and feeling my sore heart. 

 

 

I' m an easy target for those ruffians 

 

who bully me who tease me who rag me 

 

For I' m black and just because I' m not 

 

strong burly brawn to fight back 

 

I have to bleed black bleed tears. 

 

 

I' m human and I prayed for easy life 

 

But then why people look at me, as if, 

 

I have stealth the colour of night. 

 

For I' m no strong, silent type, always bullied 

 

I' m bleeding black bleeding tears. 

 

 

NEHA SRIVASTAVA ©2012 
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MY LITTLE BOY PROTECTOR 

ANITA ASHWINI SHEA ©2012 

 

 

I had my first best friend who was always there for me, 

Still remember the day we met when we were in grade 3, 

He always had my back trying to keep the bullies away, 

I felt so very grateful and still do to this day, 

He didn't care about what the other children thought of him, 

With his head held high he stuck by me even when things were 

really grim, 

Living a life not exactly white picket fenced himself, 

He made sure despite his struggles I was never by myself, 

Even though we had our fights that lasted only hours, 

I knew that no matter what our friendship had great powers, 

We were an undefeated team that no one could break, 

In his eyes bullying me was an unforgivable mistake, 

Now we're grown, he is happily married and I couldn't be more glad, 

But in my heart he'll always be the first best friend I ever had. 
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AGAINST ME 

RITA HAYWARD ©2012 

 

 

Somebody is following me 

Everywhere I'm walking, 

They are all over me 

These people and their stalking. 

 

All of them are against me 

Chasing me everywhere, 

Their eyes glaring through trees 

They are coming from nowhere. 

 

They are always against me 

Hurting me from all directions, 

A nightmare never setting me free 

Overwhelming with frightening actions. 
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YOU DO NOT MOVE ME 

REE CEE ©2012 

 

Imperious confrontation 

negates fruitless contemplations. 

Acceptance of malevolence, 

far too many have evolved complacent. 

 

Strength is not physical prowess, 

but rather the spirit resurrecting the prowl. 

Standing in the face of aberration 

the condemning of edification, 

as tainted opinions 

are leering down 

upon you. 

 

Yet you refuse to look at them, 

for you are looking over them, 

beyond them 

and through them. 

 

Visions seen through the reflection of your past 

emblazoning the very waters your soul drinks from, 

your purpose 

becomes 

visible. 

 

As you recognize that "One Nation Indivisible" 

does not mean that your thirst for unity 

can be quenched by opportunities 

to accept a sip of malice, 

offered by callous 

brothers who would not spit on you 

if you were on fire. 

 

And the fire that burns 

from the core of your pain 

ignites a fury in your brain. 

Enraged, your soul exclaims 

"You do not move me!" 

 



 

 

You do not move me 

with your animosity. 

You do not move me 

with your ignorance, 

or your insufferable stupidity 

or the disgusting words 

you choose to describe me. 

 

You do not move me 

when you push me. 

Know that 

I do not just stand here before you, 

I stand AGAINST you. 

 

I do not just accept your hatred, 

I thrive off of it, 

I consume and ingest it, 

molesting it with the truth 

you can not steal from me. 

 

You do not move me, 

and you will never change me. 

You can not silence me 

and the silent things you are 

thinking of me 

only serve to fill me 

with power. 

 

And the power of unity 

which you detest, 

is the very unity which we 

who stand together now possess. 

 

As the pressure that once pressed 

against my temple 

is now pressed against your hand, 

as my temple 

stands firm. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Though you only see 

one person standing defiantly, 

there are legions of women 

men and children behind me, 

in support their spirits are uplifting, 

invoking thee 

to sustain me. 

 

So shove your idiocy, 

hostility and absurdities against me 

and you will most assuredly see 

that 

you do not move me. 

 

For 

I 

have 

already 

moved on. 
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STRONG 

PHIL O’CONNOR ©2012 

 

Deep down inside of you 

There is a hole 

An emptiness, an ache 

A vacuum to fill. 

One day you noticed 

That the misery of others 

Was a perfect fit 

You’re filling it still. 

 

A word, a look, 

A sneer that brooks 

No argument 

Your word chapter and verse 

Your only way to feel better 

To fill the hole 

Is to make others feel worse 

 

But don’t look to me 

I won’t lie down 

Bow to your greed 

Or feed your need 

To bring others down 

At first unsure 

Wiser now 

Strong, I stand my ground. 
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THE NO TOUCH RULE 

DAVID S. POINTER ©2012 

 

It seems potential 

Liability trumps 

Therapeutic love. 

First the community 

Mental health centre 

Outlawed hugs from 

Staff to adult clients 

And kids but still 

Embraced all their 

Insurance then the 

School told the 

Teachers the same 

Thing—now after 

Being brutally 

Tormented by 

His class peers, 

Bartholomew 

Gets most of his 

Positive strokes 

From his video 

Game’s sirens 

And bells that 

Reflect off his 

Grandfather’s 

Satin black gun 

Case when he has 

Killed enough of 

Something to be 

Recognized. 
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SARAH 

LYNDA FERRER ©2012 

 

 

She was the one… 

I saw her after many years, 

She was the bully who 

made many of us shed tears. 

 

 

The strong one, the tall one, 

who made us all afraid, 

but today was a different day. 

 

 

Her face looked like an old, 

scratched broken puzzle, 

her eyes blue shot blood, 

Her clothes all torn. 

She was very sad, 

sad without love. 

 

 

I looked at her arms and observed 

the tattooed marks of hate, 

now they couldn’t be erased ,it’s too late, 

or maybe it’s just fate. 

 

 

Oh Sarah, don’t be so blue 

We all loved you 

But you weren’t true. 

You made us so sorry 

And you made us cry 

So we had to leave you 

So we wouldn’t die. 

I wish one day I could wash the past away 

So you wouldn’t suffer today 

and we could still sing and play. 

 



 

 

 

But time is gone. 

As we grow old the 

abuse discontinues. 

 

And at the end all of us discover that…. 

“The weak become strong and the strong become weak”. 
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THE BULLY 

BENJAMIN LAWRENCE ©2012 (AGED 14) 

 

I dread the walk to school,  

The long walk to school,  

A torture on my soul,  

For I know that when I arrive,  

The bully will be there.  

 

They jab with snide remarks,  

They cut with horrible words,  

They kick and punch applying pain,  

Slashing at my brain,  

The bully’s always there.  

 

 

Maybe today will be different,  

Like sun after rain,  

Maybe they’ve changed their ways,  

And let me build back my life,  

But the bully’s always there.  

 

In the canteen the bully’s there,  

taking my money,  

Knocking the food out of my hands,  

Like a hurricane out at sea,  

No one does anything,  

As no one cares.  

 

 

As I arrive at school the bully’s not there,  

Freeing the sun inside me,  

So I decide today,  

Someone should know my suffering,  

Someone will know my pain,  

The bully shall stop today,  

My plea must not be in vain. 

 

BENJAMIN LAWRENCE ©2012 (AGED 14) 
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RED BRICK 

CHRIS LAWRENCE ©2012 

 

behind the red and widows 

chairs scrape, 

chalk dust motes ascend 

voices from room to room 

lecture in a drone, 

away from this 

toilet block by bike shed 

nursing split lip 

they where a tide 

unrelenting a common 

sea viewed everyday 

that knotted illness 

kept me at home till 

the last minute 

and on the bus, 

those comments began 

eventually i came to a 

brink and said words 

back a red rush 

swirl of profanity 

people not of the school 

elderly mothers 

with children complained 

next day called 

to office, reprimanded 

then six of the best on 

each hand, 

uncrying unbent 

i walked out to be seen 

and the air changed. 
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THEY HUNG ME ON A HOOK 

LAURA C. LAVEGLIA ©2012 

 

 

 

Autumn was here with whirling leaves dancing on pavement 

You could feel winter approaching with teeth of wind 

An exceptional baby was born leading the world with kindness 

Her milk will feed nature learning their language as comrade grew 

She stood in the middle of crossroads east, west, north, and south 

Confusion branded bull’s eye with tip of hot poker 

But the human race was bitter to a young girl, tongue as cutting as 

a whip 

Tears befit meandering rivers, gliding along with graceful swans 

Mirroring the ugly duckling children’s story was a comfort 

 

 

And the woman cried and oh how she cried 

Remembering the knife in the throat making her feel like a lonely 

street urchin 

Riding on waves became a comfort level and a meaning in life 

Many years countable in decades, seen many moons 

Mind of women ready to greet, for the hibernating bear awoke with 

a bellow 

The air was not yet crisp and clear, but swirling fog that took years 

to climb 

An abrupt startle caused the meeting of the way 

Clarity and colours too bright to stare and she was careful not to 

 

 

Be careful of what you wish as fruition might show its face 

You may see a beautiful countenance now, but if you look too 

hard….. 

The ocean is death threatening in her midnight rendezvous 

Heart stopping cortexes of sea shells at her beckon call 

Now cerulean blue lagoons laced at her ankles as sting rays played 

It took too long, and too far, but there is land that holds true 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Now her fruit sits on top of the apple tree 

Does not need to hang on precariously 

They hung me on a hook 

They still bear the disfigurement, but I don’t have a mark 
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I KNOW WHY THE WOMEN CRIES 

DAMON D. DUKES ©2012 

 

I know why the woman cries 

because she put up with many lies 

but she just don't recognize 

how precious she is in God's eyes 

she goes to the club 

just to find true love 

but she thought she found the one 

like D. Rose in college she was his "one and done" 

now she's dissed and dogged out 

and even the most talked about 

even her so called friends let her down 

she still fail to realize that God will always be around 

now she feel used and abused 

and she breaks down and cries 

she thought about what her father put her through 

now the Devil gave her thoughts of suicide 

but then she finally opened her eyes 

and came into the light 

she finally realized that God is by her side 

and despite her flaws everything will be alright 

now she knows despite her past and her sins 

God loves her and show her the queen within 

now most young men should recognize 

and know why a woman cries 
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THE PAIN IT CAUSES 

RUBIS PRENTICE ©2012 

 

I'm not in school to get bullied 

not to get beaten but every day 

in the halls that's all that happens. 

 

I can't get through the year without 

words spoken bullying isn't cool it 

doesn't help anyone so before you do. 

 

Think it through you don't know what 

my life is like at home you don't know 

my story I'll. Stand up for all the victims. 

 

Of the evil war at school you think your 

cool you think your strong but in your 

heart you know it’s wrong. 

 

So why do you do it why hurt so many kids 

life is hard enough without the extra pressure 

You make me not want to go out. 

 

I couldn't take the pain I couldn't take it at all 

Now I'm lying in the ground I killed myself 

Last night I hope your happy now. 

 

You wrecked my life this is how my story 

Goes so promise me you'll think before 

You speak or push this might of been you. 
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STOLEN DADDY 

JENNY LESSING WIGGINS ©2012 

 

Don't make me run... 

Don't make me cry inside... 

Don't let my scream get stuck - 

so dark and deep, 

I've got nowhere to hide... 

 

I need your love - 

to hold me tight, 

to make me strong, 

to make things right... 

 

I need to see - 

You love me just for me... 

I don't need the tears  

and fears and shears... 

I just need my old daddy. 

 

But daddy ran away - 

to a deep dark room, 

where I was only sent once, 

to get the bottle behind the broom... 

 

I broke that bottle! 

I threw it to the floor! 

I didn't even worry that he would see, 

because that bottle stole my daddy from me... 

 

 

JENNY LESSING WIGGINS ©2012 
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YOUR OWN WORSE ENEMY 

WILLIAM GAYLORD ©2012 

 

You stance is that of a loner. 

Broken down – separated from the world we know 

Your outlook is that of someone already lost 

vanished – and not wanting to be found. 

 

Your fix is anything you can get high on- 

No matter what the cost or how low you go. 

Everyone else is always to blame! 

Being the reason for your self-inflicted shame….. 

 

You lost your honour a long time ago 

With the first pull,  

The first spike 

That you thought would make you whole. 

 

It didn’t….. 

 

It left you empty inside 

Trying to run from the demons that haunt you now 

Trying to hide -  

From yourself. 

 

Pulling it closer still 

The darkness that’s your blanket 

But instead of warmth 

It invites the cold - deeper inside……. 
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A FELLOW LIKE ME 

MITCH CARMICHAEL ©2012 

 

 

Your shadow used to scare me - 

because it made me feel so small. 

I was barely fourteen 

and you were already six feet tall. 

 

I used to hide my lunch away, 

every break, every day. 

But you always got it right, 

to grab it and give me a fright. 

 

I could never understand, 

why you did it,  

because all I ever wanted, 

was to be your friend. 

 

Then one day I saw the eye so black, 

the big bad bruise on your back 

and gave you my lunch for free, 

because I knew...... 

 

You were being bullied...just like me... 
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WE ALL BLEED THE SAME COLOUR 

ANN CARRUTH DONOGHUE ©2012 

 

You had a dream 

a vision, a hope, 

that mankind would live in harmony 

not strangled by bondages rope, 

 

we all bleed the same colour 

shed the same salty tears, 

chase the same coloured rainbows 

feel the same needs and fears, 

 

have we learned from those shameful acts? 

Those burning crosses, rivers of blood, 

found the humanity that we lacked? 

or still hiding beneath the devils hood, 

 

no longer cloaked in sheets 

yet the meanings still the same, 

have we learned from past transgressions? 

Do we hang our heads in shame? 

 

I fear the dream was wasted 

the stone cold and unyielding, 

I pray that I will see the day 

when we gladly share the air we're breathing.... 

 

Dedicated to Dr Martin Luther King jr. 
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MOMMY, I’M SORRY 

MIGUEL “A POETIC STATE OF MIND” KEATON ©2012 

 

 

Hey mommy are you listening, I want to say I'm sorry, 

I hope and pray that you don't hate me. 

I want to say I'm sorry for all of the things I did, 

Please don't think I'm a terrible kid. 

I'm sorry for when I stole cookies from the cookie jar, 

And I'm sorry for wasting juice in your car. 

I'm sorry for using my crayons and marking on the walls, 

I'm sorry for making you chase after my ball. 

 

 

And in the stores when you said don't touch, I did anyway, 

And to hear you say I LOVE YOU is all I wanted you to say. 

I'm sorry for acting up and showing out in school, 

I'm sorry for throwing dirt in the neighbour’s pool. 

And I loved you, even when you said you hated me, 

Whatever I did to make you say those things, I want to say I'm sorry. 

And I know you said you would get me anytime or anyplace, 

And I know you really didn't mean to hit me in my face. 

And I know you didn't mean to grab and pull me by my hair, 

And I know you really didn't mean to hit me in my back with that 

chair. 

 

 

And when you burnt me with that iron, mommy it wasn't your fault, 

I shouldn't have touched that necklace, you just bought. 

See mommy, I know in your own way you have love for me, 

And all of the things I did to make you mad, I want to say I'm sorry. 

And that night you beat me until I couldn't breathe, 

I wanted to say I'm sorry, but my body I had to leave. 

Now I'm in a place where I can do no wrong, 

And mommy, up here we get to sing these heavenly songs 

I met a man named Jesus, but His face I didn't see, 

And He tells me I don't have to say I'm sorry, because He has 

already forgiven me. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

He said He loves me and it doesn't matter what I did, 

And to Him all of us on earth are His father's kid's. 

And mommy, guess what, He said he forgives you too, 

For the things you did and the things you're going to do. 

So mommy I want to say I'm sorry and please forgive me, 

For I have forgiven you for what you've done to me. 

 

 

 

MIGUEL “A POETIC STATE OF MIND” KEATON ©2012 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

THE HUNT FOR SURVIVAL 

NESSA ARCAMENEL ©2012 

 

Staring into the darkness 

All I see is blackness 

As I stick my nose to the air 

I smell sweet despair 

Salty sweet and ever so clear 

The fear 

The ever changing need of survival 

Is my only rival 

As I slink into the shadows 

Never knowing where I will find my next meal 

Then I feel the cold rush on my heal 

As the breeze fills my senses 

I smell the most beautiful smell 

The smell of Fear 

Oh so near 

So I crouch low 

Slinking more into the shadows 

It is there that I find my pray 

All only in this world filled with pain 

I start slowly pacing back and forth 

Under the cover of night 

Stalking and wait for the right time to attack 

Blood raging 

Heart racing 

I start to pounce 

The race is on 

Back and forth 

Along the river bend 

Finally cornered  

In the midst of a cavern I call home 

The smell of fear radiate off of this 

Poor animal that is now my dinner 

I pounce one last time 

As it tries to escape 

Caught by the neck 

It starts to thrash 

Trying to throw me off 



 

 

I grip harder as the flesh start to tear 

Feeling a sense of satisfaction 

As the rush of blood floods my senses 

I am sedated at this moment in time 

For the next night my hunger will grow 

And surround me once again in this  

Ever growing Hunt for Survival 
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MISSPENT YOUTH 

DENISE – MARIE FISHER ©2012 

 

 

Curious thing, being part of the crowd, 

being cool, too rude, uncouth, brash and loud 

Odd how the ‘deviants’, look down upon those 

who don’t swear the right curses, or wear, the right clothes. 

. 

Strange that the ones who cause most of the pain 

wreck hurt on the sweet, and the smart and plain, 

jabbing fun at "geeks " acting tough , and mean  

while they wax bright cars and call gay guys "queens" 

. 

They think who they are, they think they're all that- 

hindsight reveals, they’re just ignorant brats 

who hadn’t a single empathic clue- 

an awful, angry ridiculous crew… 

. 

Dear misguided youths, this one thing rings true... 

I may have been "lame"- but never hurt you. 
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THE END 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

*PLEASE VISIT MY FACEBOOK GROUP* 

 

** BULLYING AWARENESS ** 

 

 

 

http://www.facebook.com/groups/bullyingawarene 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

http://www.facebook.com/groups/bullyingawareness2012/
http://www.facebook.com/groups/bullyingawareness2012/


 

 

 
 

ALSO AVALIABLE TO HELP RAISE 
 

BULLYING AWARENESS 
 

“STICKS & STONES” 
Poetry anthology featuring worldwide poets 

 
OUT NOW THROUGH MY ONLINE BOOKSTORE 

 

 
 

www.lulu.com/spotlight/barrymowles7 

 
 
 

 

http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/barrymowles7


 

 

BIOGRAPHY 
BARRY MOWLES 

 
 

Barry Mowles is a 31 year old diverse poet, creative writer & poetry publisher from Ipswich, England. 
In May 2008 he moved across the UK, and now lives with his Wife & children close to Cardiff in Wales. 
In March 2011 he decided to start work on creating his very first paperback poetry book, and less than 

18 months later he has just published his 18th title. 
In January 2012 Barry designed his very own poetry publishing company, and 

“Destiny to Write Publications” was born. 
Barry then started to create a successful collection of anthologies, using social networks to find 
undiscovered worldwide poets; he has now helped over 150 talented writers achieve their dreams in 

becoming published authors. 
Barry’s poetry book collection is now being read in many different countries right across the globe, 

with an ever expanding audience. 
He writes about destiny, life, death, love, heartbreak & real life issues, and recently he wrote a number 

of poems based on the events of World Trade 9/11, for which he received worldwide critical acclaim. 
To contact Barry or to view his work, please check out his links below. 

 

 
MY BOOKSTORE 

www.lulu.com/spotlight/barrymowles7 
 

MY NEW POETRY BLOG 
poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/ 

 
FIND ME ON FACEBOOK 

PROFILE: www.facebook.com/poetrybybarrymowles 
FAN PAGE: www.facebook.com/pages/Poetry-by-Barry-Mowles-FAN-PAGE 

 
FACEBOOK GROUPS 

WORLDWIDE POETRY: http://www.facebook.com/groups/worldwidepoetry/ 
BULLYING AWARENESS: http://www.facebook.com/groups/bullyingawareness2012/ 

 
FOLLOW ME ON TWITTER 

www.twitter.com/barrymowlespoet 
 

EMAIL 

destinytowrite@live.co.uk 

…… 

bmowles@live.co.uk 
 
 
 
 

http://www.lulu.com/spotlight/barrymowles7
http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/
http://www.facebook.com/poetrybybarrymowles
http://www.facebook.com/pages/Poetry-by-Barry-Mowles-FAN-PAGE
http://www.facebook.com/groups/worldwidepoetry/
http://www.facebook.com/groups/bullyingawareness2012/
http://www.twitter.com/barrymowlespoet
mailto:destinytowrite@live.co.uk
mailto:bmowles@live.co.uk


 

 

 
 

 

2012 
MY NEW LOOK POETRY BLOG 

 
*FREE E-BOOKS 

*MEET THE POETS: BIOGRAPHIES 
*BOOK SHOP 

*RISING STARS (UNDER 16’s) 
*BULLYING AWARENESS 

*REVIEWS & TESTIMONIALS 
*GALLERY 

& MUCH MORE 
 

SIGN UP TODAY 
poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/ 

 

 

 
CHECK OUT MY FACEBOOK FANPAGE: 

http://www.facebook.com/pages/Poetry-by-Barry-Mowles-FAN-PAGE/290032914386620 
 
 

 

TWITTER: @barrymowlespoet 
 
 
 

 

http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/
http://www.facebook.com/pages/Poetry-by-Barry-Mowles-FAN-PAGE/290032914386620


 

 

BULLYING 

AWARENESS 
-2012- 

 
DEDICATED TO  

 

LIANNE 

CHLOE 

SHAYLEIGH 

 

& 

TO ALL MY FAMILY AND FRIENDS 

 

-X- 

 

 

 

ALSO IN LOVING MEMORY 

NAN & GRANDDAD 

 

 

MARION 

& 

JOHN MOWLES 

 

I HOPE I’VE MADE YOU PROUD 
 

 
 



 

 

 

 
 

PLEASE VISIT MY  
ONLINE BOOKSTORE 
- POETRY BY BARRY MOWLES - 

 

 

 

 

http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/bookstore/ 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

http://poetrybybarrymowles.wordpress.com/bookstore/


 

 

 

 

COMING SOON… 
 

 

 

 

DUE OUT 
November 2012 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

                    

 

 

                                 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

              

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


