Poetry            

 I, don’t. like. Poetry.

It’s as simple as that 

There. Is. Nothing. That. I .like. About. It.
I don’t know if I’ll ever like it,

It. Can’t. Hurt. To. Try. Poetry.

What harm

Can come

From writing

Or even 

Reading

Poetry?

Sophie’s renga…


There is no hope left


Red arms reaching to the sky


Small and neglected 

Lone little bear feared the world 
feared being  a little kid’s snack


oh no please help me 


the huge hairy hand is coming


the end is near now

or not…maybe I will live

through this horrible terror


there is always hope


in the cracks of the sidewalk


lurks my friend the worm

he is a very smart worm

he has a big huge belly


a big pink belly


he has a scary secret


he eats gummy bears

but wait luckily enough

he isn’t a gummy bear


just an awkward tree


leaves flow in breeze like water


bark feeling like brick

flowing and breathing like life

in the depths of the deep blue 
The lonely blade

standing tall 

against the world

always light and springy

but slowly changing.

Changing from light and sharp

To brown under the heat

Yet you still stay loyal 

Craning your head towards

What will soon, some day, turn you 

To

nothing
Water-Tritina

Plunging into the deep water

So cold

Yet filling us with happiness

And pride that fills us with more happiness

The clambering back out of the water

That made us so very cold

Then thinking again of the cold

That will soon engulf us in happiness

Flopping on the surface

The happiness overpowers the cold as you dip down in the water.
Tritina
The child has so much of what we call fun

All through the summer, this

Child has so much fun in a tree

The child loves this tree

And has so much fun

Joy is what we call this

Joy and fun is what we call this

This makes lots of kids happy when they play in trees

It’s so much fun

Children have so much fun in this tree

Tennis
A daily tradition
to watch the bright green ball being hit

back and forth

back and forth

anxiously awaiting the

ball to meet the net

and change the life of

the player that  made the winning shot

hearing the background music 

of people yelling at the screen 

urging it to hear,

hear the swift angry words

that expressed their distress that

he. Him. The number one slot

had lost

and that the endless game was over  

  Life
Life ticking by like a clock

Like a clock ticking and ticking on and on

Never stopping

Continually beating through pain and sorrow

Like a clock ticking and ticking on and on

Having faith in life

Continually beating through pain and sorrow

Tick tock tick tock tick tock

Having faith in life

Until the hand slowly expires

Tick tock tick tock tick tock

Ticking ever so        s   l    o    w   l     y
Sometimes waiting for hope

Or waiting for anything

Can be too long

When all else turns to 

Sorrow and hopelessness

So it comes down to you

Changing the world

Spreading your hope

To others

And changing lives

One 

Person 

At 

A 

Time
