Alex’s Poems
Silence

Silence

What to say?

We pass another stop sign

He’s in the car

“Sooooooo” I think

But where will the conversation go?

Another red light, all silence.

We pick up another

One big carpool of silence

A “Hi” “how are you?” is exchanged

But the voice dies down, and it’s full

The car is filled to the brim in silence

Not a horn from traffic

Not a hum from the radio

Not a buzz from the bugs on the outside window

Nothing

We ride in silence

Perfect Song

Ring, Ring, Buzz

Ring, Ring, Buzz

That song’s in my head

I need to get it out,

I call.

Call.

Ring.

Buzz.

Perfect song

Bad timing

Try again later.

Clover (Renga)
The wind is pushing

There leaves topple in the breeze

Deep in a green sea.

The sea dances in green waves

Flowing, and calling to me.

I bend to observe

Careful not to squish them all

But one is broken.

A single clove has fallen

A small, green, lonely token.

Though impossible

I scatter around searching

Trying to find it.

But the missing piece of the

Delicate puzzle is gone.

Never to be heard

Or attached to its body

It is gone for good.

But I don’t know why

I stay on the useless search

Knowing there’s no end.

In this green sea of clovers

I stay in search of a friend.
Astronomy (Tritina)

I look up, as I gaze at the stars

There light illuminate the night sky

And color the whole universe

Imagine, the whole universe

Filled with comets, and planets, and stars

And all that shows for it is the night sky

Because in the night sky

It begins with the universe

That holds all of the worlds stars

And in our minds and sky, every star is our own universe

Tragedy (sestina)
You inhale the purple and green

Next, the silver and gold

So many colors from flowers

And from it comes the faint incents of coffee

The senses that fill you make you feel special

You ride on them, like notes on a staff, on an infant melody.

But that is just the first melody

The one that made the others ooze green

That thing that made you special

That silver and gold

That one that smelled like coffee

Those simple elegant flowers.

Now you come across a field of flowers

And you begin to be carried on that endless melody

And you could have sworn you’ve been drinking coffee

Your hair is turning green

Your skin a pale gold

And you ARE special.

It makes you feel special

So you make a bouquet of flowers

The leaves urn the water gold

The stem swaying to the melody

And you find YOURSELF oozing green

And what was once sweet, now a bitter cup of coffee.

You get sick of the coffee

It’s no longer special

And you won’t admit you’re green

You throw them, and stomp on the lively flowers

Silencing the joyful melody

And coal fills the gap that was once gold.

There is no more gold

There is no more sweet coffee

There is no more melody

You are no longer special

You destroyed the flowers

And the happiness that once filled you, is toppling with green.

What was once gold, now green, and you can only blame yourself

The flowers that tasted of coffee now cringe in your mouth

That feeling that made you special, while you danced to the melody, has come to a slow and painful end, quite a tragedy.

Think (Pantoum)


I sit, staring at the sky

Soaking in the vitamin D

On this rare winters day

Wishing it would never end

Soaking in the vitamin D

I lay on the porch swing thinking

Wishing it would never end
Breathing ever so slowly

I lay on the porch swing thinking,

How to take advantage of this morning?

Breathing ever so slowly

I sit and think

