WEEDS

they look like the others

with very harmful thoughs

       choking others u

                                          n

                                               d

                                                   e

                                                       r

                                                                  ground

killing the green harmless norms

WEEDS: Renga
Looks like the others

They have very harmful thoughts

And are fast to think

Choking all from underground

Grabbing all of them for space

Killing with silence

They will be victorious

Or will go to death

If sitting with no others
They’ll be seen from a distance

Ruining beauty

With pointy leafs of sadness

Rooting its self deep
When they are in many groups

They will be pulled from the ground

But one will remain

It will start over and thrive

In another yard

Soon they’ll spread miles around
Dominating everything

Feeding off others

As long as they live in worlds

Victoriously 

Overtaking with great force

Making yards barren wastelands
Getting my Shrubbery

Today I was staring at this shrubbery

But it was in the tesseract
Even worse it was filled with doomful

Near the tesseract there was sale on suits that protect you from doomful

I needed that shrubbery
So I got the suit running into the tesseract

I was hard to see because the doomful was fogging up the tesseract

There was another guy at the counter, but without a suit for doomful

He bought it for 25$ with his coupon, that was the last shrubbery

He died in the tesseract because of the doomful so I got the shrubbery in the end
Gingers

Freckles of madness
Soul dying on the inside

Fiery red hair

Alarms are poets
Every morning an alarm sound, there is
Every morning is different 

Sometimes it’s a ducks quack

Sometimes it’s a guitar playing

It’s always there

It’s always playing

Until I wake up

Until I die

Trying to get its words out

