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Mustangs
Rebecca Hulan

Over field and plain, through groves of trees,
Past sun-brushed meadows and sparkling mountains,
Hooves thunder like grey waves from crashing seas.
Manes shimmer wet, tongues taste cool, wild fountains.
The evening sun shines onto white patched flanks
And warms river-soaked mares calling to foals
That, in dwindling light, dance on river’s banks.
In darkness, far stars glow like little coals.
The tall, grey stallion nickers warily.
He hears only the wolves’ lonely howl,
They would fall on sleeping herd merrily,
And watched by the cold moon and the old owl
Who sits aloft in his old, broken tree,
Observing the herd in a grassland sea.

A Land Lay Bare
Leah Ragoonath

A land lay bare, covered in white.
Silence, so deafening… so loud this silence cried
…of a place losing itself to the demands of civilization.

The black crows flutter in desperation..
For a home, they have been denied…
Forced to live in destitute, they take flight
And away they go, for this village dreams

But at what cost?

A land lay bare, covered in white
The people dream innocent dreams…
And the birds in the bushes bear witness to the price of this prog-
ress.

But once innocent dreams and untouched land
Will be tarnished by the works of the people’s hand
Darkness approaches this little world…
The birds will say farewell, they will go
…Leave this place that they will not know.

But a land lay bare, covered in white…
The children are filled with mirth and delight.
And the black birds in the bushes prepare for flight.
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