REFLECTIONS
EMELY ABON

Her eyes were the caler o.l'-l:n.l.l:nin.g Spoamore
Too hot and intense
Cap:iv.:.l:ing and allu ring
Tempting cne to touch, m]':,r to be burned.

HET J'I.E\Jr[ was pa.im:e-cl. O J'I.EI: !\L!E'\'E
TEDUgJ'I. VEI:':‘T EEWCDIJJd interprer.

Like cceans, her emoticns su.l:g\ed. L n:-ugl:u her,

1|'ni DI.C'HE I.I.'I.d. I.I.FICD\.I'I.II:D“IBIE.

The words Howed from her Jips
Velver bonqr seeping over rubics
;\dakjng heads turn

Like a sl:a.l:nerin.g mirrer.

Te my sars her voice seunded mugl:
Like che scrapping of shoes
Aga.ins: wet a.sPJuJ:.

I :Eﬂ.fh oL oo IQL'ICJ'L J'LEI hdﬂd

To feel the warmth others feel.

EL'II ,«]'LE' .Fef'h fﬂl.d. nlﬂd ,«mmlh
Under my fingertips.



