 Poetry is found… 

       By: Sara Dejesus

Poetry is found in the silence of the night.

Where not even the sound mouse is heard.

No one disturbed by the loud noise of the city.

I lay there waiting for something…but still I hear nothing.

The rustle of the trees…gone the patter of the rain…no longer there.

Poetry is found I the silence of the night.

Sara…

By: Sara Dejesus
Here and then I feel like dancing.

It makes me feel good.

I love to dance with my friend, and just letting all my worries go free.
I dance like no one there.

I love the way it makes me feel inside.

Knowing I don’t have to impress no one.

Dancing with my friends, were I can be myself.

Bird house

By: Sara Dejesus

Sitting there lonely, Nothing but a house.

With Olive walls and a brown roof.

Cold inside, only the comfort of birds.

  Untold…
By: Sara Dejesus

My life a story untold (like a fairy tale that never ends)

My life a story untold (l not knowing what will happened)

My life a story untold (there’s a huge gape where something used to be)

My life a story untold (my life will never be complete)
 The Picture

By: Sara Dejesus

Sitting there in a little room.

All dusty left with an old memory in my frame.

But somehow I’m still here.

Maybe

By: Sara Dejesus

Maybe I’ll say yes.

Maybe I’ll say no.

Maybe one day I can say yes to you for once in my life.
