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Renga:

Falling from the tree.
Dull boring piece of nature.

Light as a feather.

A tree standing tall and strong.

It stands there like a lost soul.
Board, nothing to do.

Thrown around on this long day.

Wanting it to end.

   Dark, dead left alone to sleep.

Petals wrapped around another.

Laying in the grass. 

Someone picks it up AT LAST.

Seeing different things.

Im a thoughtless piece of wood.

Gets underestimated.

Old and nothing new.

Im a pinecone, that I am.

I am brown like poop.

Birds nibble me. O m g.

L o l s. Ouchy. Ouchy. 
They nibble on it. 

They rip pieces off of me.

So sad crying now.

Because I am a pinecone.

Falling into the world round.
Tritinas                        May 3rd 2011
Whose life is so perfect, full of Sunshine!
How many people for lunch eat Gumdrops?
When do you think I’ll see a Rainbow<3
Did I ever ride straight down a Rainbow<3
Is my 120 watt bulb, the replica of my Sunshine!
May America recycle my miniature mint Gumdrops?
Can you sit on the big grandpa chair of Gumdrops?

Do baby diapered elephants live under a Rainbow<3 

Am I making my poem so gay, full of Sunshine!
Yes nigga, I rode down that rainbow, I ate some gumdrops, and this poem is gay full of sunshine.
         Splash



Swimming at the county pool.

Bursting sensation of cold chlorine water!

Cannon balling and dunking.

   This stuff I love to do <3

Too many people, crowded. And annoying.
Hating the long line, in the hot beating sun.

Already ready, with my bathing suit underneath.

Running from bees. Scared and swatting.

The pools the freaking best.

                     SPALSH

Bells Ring


Waiting – and- watching –and- wanting.
Looking at the clock…for school bells to ring.

       School

            School

                 School

Do now, packet, work and more work.

Exit ticket and then more homework.

      Tick-Tock, bells ring. “Rejoice”. 

                        Next Class.

 Nappy Hair
Hair as rough as the unshaven beard on my father’s face

Hair so coarse just like a brillo pad

So thick.

Hard to handle.

To maintain.

To do everyday

I sure do hate my nappy hair. (
Gum
Gum on the sidewalk,

Stuck on the bottom of my shoe, 

Time to burn my shoes.
Blackout Poetryt …

   One of the hottest photographic art

Of any     Element of Energy, Of emotion FORM.

                  cHeck out artist, 

                             Old train car

