Thing poem: “Say it; No Ideas… But in things”

A Twig’s Whisper 

Without a twig; a tree 

Still grows

Without a tree; a twig

Is alone

Left to die; on 

Its own 

Only whispers remain.


Tritina

As I dance in the rain

The rush erases my pain

For the moment, there is everything to gain

But in that gain 

I will only remember the pain

That which I forget while in the rain

Will I ever forget the pain?

What did I really gain?

Can I stop the madness in the rain?

I have all the pain to gain in the rain.

Do you?

Do you hear me?

When I tell you that I love you,

Or am I just another voice trapped in your head?

Do you feel me?

When I hold you close,

Promising to never let go,

Or am I just another push closer to the edge.

Do you see me?

When I cry out for you,

My heavy breathing let loose.
Or am I just another whisper in the wind?

Do I exist to you?

Or am I just another person to fill in that empty space in your heart.

Renga;

1. Alone on the ground

Lost from the downward decent

The unneeded limb

2. Being stepped on all the time

 Bird poop on me all the time

3.No, I am broken

I’m beyond any repair

Like a broken heart

4. Feeling so sad and hurt

There must be someone to help

5. Someone must save me!

I’m at my breaking point now

A shadow comes forth.

6. But no, I escape the man.

I ran to my friend the cat.

7. But he cannot speak,

Won’t be able to help me.

I hug myself, numb.

8. He looks at me, Bewildered.

Why does he do this to me?

9. I can never tell,

Just like I will never know.

Don’t know how I feel.

10. I’m just left to roam the world,

There is nothing left to do.

Inspiration
I’m lacking it, I

Need it badly. I

Want it. I

Seek it. I 

Pray for it. I

Will give anything for it. I

Just realized that. I 

Just found it.

Poetry ?

Poetry…?

Where do I begin…

My life is kinda screwed,

So now I’m going to right a horribly long poem about

How I want to die,

Or the troubles of my life

And how they remind me of a black abyss.

Or

I can write a painfully short poems about chickens,

And how they have a secret subliminal message.

Or  maybe about a poem about how I hate the government and how there 

Should be world peace, and how it reminds me of hemp plants.

Now, dare you ask poetry ?

Where should I begin?
