
 

 



 



 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 





 





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



 



 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

I remember just last week, the 

youth of our communities dappled 

across the playground, like sun 

through the trees. 

*inhale à exhale* went  one, as 

they just finished a spectacular 

trick, 

“Yes!” exclaimed another, putting 

the finishing touches on the mu-

ral—paintbrush to brick. 

Others clamored amongst the 

rocks, making hilarious sounds 

like the great seagull flocks, 

“SQUAWK SQUAWK”. 

And these are the moments—

made memories—that we want to 

stick. 

Rickety tick, tick, tick, like an 

 



 



 

 



 



 

 

 

 

  

 



 

 



 



 



 

 

                                                                                                       

                                     



 

 


