Tati’s Renga
Little pink flower

Always blooming in the spring

Dancing in the wind

Being strangled by the earth

Screaming and crying for help

Now leaving its tree


Flowing into the city

Now in a new life

I really need a home now

Help Help, Help, screaming Help

Help, I don’t like this

I’m eating asparagus

So hard and nasty

Asparagus is nasty

It shouldn’t be edible

Just like Brussels sprouts 

Green as goo, nasty and gross

Can’t eat them either 

I hate vegetables, nasty

They stink and are really gross 

So gross like laundry

Dirty, nasty, ugly, clothes

Laugh at them, ha ha

Stinky and wet, gross

Dirt being dissolved

‘‘Thing Poem’’

I sit and observe, this little pink flower, 

Pink, Green, Yellow,

So relaxed, 

I can picture being in a field full of them,
As soft as a baby’s bottom,

So gentle,

This little pink flower!

“Where Poetry Hide’s”

I search for it…

Only to look but never find it…

The problem is I look on the outside…

[And I can only find it in the inside]

They cut me open…

[So they can find it]

But even they can’t see it…

I pull it out of me…out of my heart, my soul, my everything…

And express all my feelings…

It’s the only place I can…

“Tritina”

Chilling…listening to my music,

Outside on this dark night,

Staring up at the stars,

I can’t see anything else but these bright stars,

Changing every minute just like this hip-hop music,

It can be so bright, but then again so dark like this night
Wondering what to do every night

Do I sit and cry? Or do I fight like my soul fighting my music?

Begging the lord to help me make my life choices up I the stars
So many things can go wrong but you have to make them right, music is right for me, night is right for darkness and stars are right for the world.
