Poetry is found at the top of a roller coaster…
Poetry can

be found in

many “places”. but

the most powerful – and

strange – may be

in fear. So

when you climb up the

tallest hill, where

you think: that the only

reason you did this is

stupidity, you (might)

realize at the peak of

the ride, looking-into-death, that

something enters your soul. You (could)

call

that

Poetry.

Roots

Tree roots.

Stretch for more.

Soil serpent.

Rough bark scales.

Silent seeking.

Forever held fast.

Renga
pinecones hang on trees

breeze rustles through the clusters

knocking down a few

land with a thump in the dirt

like an earthquake slicing the earth

ground erupts beneath

wind blows through the forest floor

knocking things around

the sun sets behind the hills

eyes open to the night air

stars sparkle in th sky

looking like golden diamonds

with no movement

the dark night fades into day

nature keeps happening still

soon the day awakes

dappled sunlight falling down

the dry leaves crinkle

as mystical creatures come by

with so many shapes and forms

they go to the woods

overtaking the planet

they are our new life

a new age begins

an era of happiness

the world is at peace.
