Pink Flower Tree (object)
Kids pulling the flowers off,

Petals on a cold, green ground.

Leaves are there to protect; 

But they get rustled and whipped by the wind.

Petals are being strangled 

By the cold, heartless earth.

I’m sad.

There here shortly,

And gone forever.

Dark Fantasy (breaking the rules)
Gather around children

Its twisted fiction,

You’ve come from far and close

To hear this story

You’ve mustn’t leave. 

Even if you try, you can’t! 

You’re trapped…

FOREVER!

Listen,

Or not listen. 

It doesn’t matter…

Your fate will be the same.
Guardian (where poetry hides)
She lays there all day,

In her little princess pose.

With her front arms stretched

Out in front of her: crossed.

Her hind legs right against

Her stomach,

Her head held high.

Hiding my things,

Underneath her stomach

My guardian.
Sleep (tritina) 
You have sweet dreams

And dirty nightmares
Both is what you love

Love.

For most is a feeling for dreams

Hate.  For most is a feeling for nightmares.

You hate nightmares

But then you do love

Dreams. 

 You love dreams and nightmares, but you can’t choose between them.
