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Each letter formatted together in a

Graceful written design,

Or perhaps the most beautiful uttered sounds

Put together they create words like particles

Of the atmosphere we cannot live without,

Like the very air we breathe

We learn , depend, enjoy and live by them

We twist, bend , shake, exaggerate and

Manipulate them.

How we use the written word, 

Perhaps the spoken word determines 

Our way of life

For the divergent shakes them

To question society

The violent manipulates them to start a war

The peaceful uses them to end one

The lovers exaggerate them to describe emotions

The liar twists and bends them as a way out.

However you use them

Like dust lifted high up into a sandstorm

Or rain showering with blessed water

To quench a thirsty body for nothing more 

Delightful has ever touched the tongue

They are like florescent light that 

Shines brightly in a darkened world

Perhaps they can be the whirlwind

That darkens one

Not a word lost

Not a word forgotten

Forever remembered 

Sometimes saved  and some even stolen

The power of words
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There is a prickly bush of thorns, 

No good comes from it.

Most hated in the garden.

The sight of it is danger,

Touch it, it stings pain.

The prickly bush of thorns.

You long to dig it’s roots out.

Cut it down.

Enough of bleeding fingertips.

Cussing each time you accidentally touch it.

No use at all.

Unimaginable should the children trip into it.

It grows  there prickly bush of thorns.

So often it reminds me of myself.

Different altogether from other plants in the garden.

Aggressive in every way.

They long to remove it as they wish I would disappear.

It grows alone as I thrive alone.

Singular and strange.

One morning a stem of the  prickly bush of thorns produces no plants.

None other than a stunning rose.
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Tired          
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I fought the good fight,

Refusing to be silenced.

At each other’s throat we went. 

Punch after kick,

Pain with injuries.

Endless battles, ongoing war of life 

I ran a great race.

Aiming for the finish line.

My body stronger than I knew,

Pushing limits unbelievable stamina,

I never knew I had it in me.

Pursuing devotedly to win winners reward of life.

Today I have fallen on the ground. 

I am sick, sick and tired of trying to be,

Always working never gaining.

I despise that life is unfair , 

I am tired, tired of being strong solider.

I am tired, tired of being an unmatched runner.

I am tired, tired of being a spirited dancer.

I just want to cry 

Shout and cry.

I am tired.
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I pushed you away perhaps a bit too far. 

My intentions were to make you forget. 

I thought you would, 

I hoped you could. 

I was glad when you did. 

Then it hit me. 

You truly turned your back. 

You moved on forward. 

It hurt yet you pulled yourself together. 

Strange thing how the heart works. 

It was what I wanted I thought, 

Yet after years you remain an obsessive memory. 

I thought I moved before you did, 

Yet here I am in the long last place I ever dreamt of. 

Here I am trying to forget, 

But something keeps pulling me back to the place I left you. 

Except you are there no more. 
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Misunderstood 
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I replay events in my head. 

Trying to comprehend what has occurred. 

What just happened? 

Why am I at war with the world? 

I try to change, 

Be better be different, 

Here I am doing my best. 

Taken for the worst. 

Oh dear, I mean well. 

Why can you not see that. 

Always assuming the worst . 

You never ask you always assume. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Kiss A Frog 




[image: ]


Kiss a Frog till you find your prince they say. 

I am the frog. 

They kissed me all, 

Gently lifted me from swamps with their bare hands. 

Placed me on their palms. 

Sheltered me from vultures and predators. 

They took me all. 

Loved me whole. 

Closed their eyes as they delivered that kiss. 

The magic kiss. 

True love’s kiss. 

They held me in their palms. 

With an open heart. 

Hoping to see my slimy green skin peel away. 

They looked me deep in the eyes. 

Searching for her. 

My heart always breaks for them. 

I am not a princess, 

I will never be your princess. 

Alas, you have chosen a mere ugly frog. 
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