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        My First (Good) Poem

      

        

      
        Amazing and beautiful,

        they’ll take you on an adventure.

        So, lie out on your porch at night

        and stare up at the mesmerizing view

        of their

        twinkle,

        twinkle,

        twinkle;

        here and there,

        flashing everywhere.

        They’ll coax you to happiness

        no matter your amount of troubles.

        So, fall into a starless sky of slumber.

        But always remember their glow.

        The stars,

        amazing and beautiful.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
                

                

        Ten Paces and Turn

      

        

      
        I ask you to holster the gun you

        loaded with logic. Please, turn

        your                 back.

        Give                 me

        ten paces at

        least. Allow

        me a chance

        to best you

        with dreams.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Woodsy

        The sun warms my skin.

        The wind whips my hair.

        I watch the water glisten,

        eyes squinting against the glare.

      

        

      
        There’s a cozy crevice

        where the rocks peak and dip.

        When the sun and lake kiss,

        only then will I quit.

      

        

      
        The steady motion of the water repeats.

        Birds come and go.

        All from my makeshift seat,

        I watch the whole show.

      

        

      
        Soon, the wind is angry.

        The trees sway in its rage.

        Leaves fall like confetti

        in celebration of the day.

      

        

      
        I hate to think of leaving.

        It comes with a certain burn.

        But the creatures are all sleeping

        and now, it is my turn.
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        Life is Poetry Is Life

      

        

      
        Life is but a poem,

        short and simple

        unless the poet

        makes it long

        and fantastic,

        loud, colorful,

        and dramatic.

      

        

      
        The page is blank.

        Sit and write.

        Stay up all night if you must

        to find and make your fate.

        Don’t wait.

      

        

      
        When the page is full,

        how will your poem end?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
                

                

        Thoughts, Judgment, and Lucidity

      

        

      
        A thought occurred to me

        concerning the lucidity

        in which my thoughts occur.

        Could my judgments possibly

        not be what they were

        in my earliest of years,

        those in which all appears

        in an air of simplicity,

        an air that surely clears

        in the presence of maturity?

      

        

      
        And could it be the truth

        that those well in their youth

        thrive in untouched minds

        and indulge in a sweet tooth

        for new discoveries and finds?

        Yet, when they pass from new to old,

        just as their thoughts become too bold,

        their minds—as sand to precious pearl⁠—

        are shaped into an ancient mold

        and sent to understand the world.

      

      

      

      
        
                

                

                

        And the way they once perceived

        is left behind and unbelieved,

        written off as imagination,

        only to be, again, achieved

        in elderly mental degradation:

        the rise and fall of every peak.

        And for those whose minds are unique,

        could their thoughts, years ahead,

        be heard as truth their thinker speaks

        and valued before that thinker’s dead?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
                

                

      

        

      
        AfterLife at Sea

      

        

      
        In a world where it’s something else to wonder

        and question what you see

        I stand alone on the shore

        and question everything.

      

        

      
        I wonder what the sky looks like

        from the bottom of the sea.

        And if lost sailors have a cemetery

        do the bodies of the drowned

        help the coral grow?

        Do the waves save only the worthy

        or do the souls of those that they don’t save

        stay with them eternally?

      

        

      
        Imagine if they ride the tides

        to any place they wish to be.

        And the water swells with gossip

        of every face they used to know.

        And they make their homes in hidden caves

        where no one living gets to go.

      

      

      

      
        
                

                

        And they explore the world below our feet,

        discovering hues we’ve yet to see

        and music that is only made

        when the deepest contours of the ocean floor

        tremble and release their grief

        and it rises to the surface

        in an unheard harmony

        so that the souls, eternally,

        may have music with which to sing.

        And if all this could be true,

        is to die such an awful thing?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
                

                

        Half-Hopes

      

        

      
        I have half a hope

        that everything will work out.

        But I don’t expect

        relief from this doubt.

      

        

      
        I have half a hope

        that my son will believe he was born from love.

        But I don’t expect

        him to be any less confused than I was.

      

        

      
        I have half a hope

        that one day, I will need you and it will be my turn to.

        But I don’t expect

        anything from you.

      

        

      
        I have half a hope

        that my half-hopes will prevail.

        But I don’t expect

        that they will.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
                

                

                

        Maybe I Should Start Charging Late Fees

      

        

      
        I feel like a library.

        My soul made of pages,

        hiding between covers,

        compartmentalized,

        alphabetized,

        empty spaces left

        for loaned-out pieces⁠—

      

        

      
        pieces of me

        which accrue

        a waiting list:

        my time

        and energy,

        my patience

        and compassion,

        my open ears

        and arms⁠—

        always switching hands,

        but never landing home⁠—

      

      

      

      
        
                

                

      

        

      
        pieces of me

        which I owe

        to others:

        my strength

        and bravery,

        my confidence

        and drive,

        the kind of love that comes

        from an unbroken heart⁠—

        items I have specially ordered,

        still flying in from far away⁠—

      

        

      
        pieces of me

        which are

        long overdue:

        my sympathy

        for myself,

        my hope

        for my future,

        the kind of calm, clear mind

        that maybe I never truly had⁠—

        these are the unreturned things,

        for which maybe I should start to fee.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
                

                

                

        The Curse of Caring

      

        

      
        It’s just a burden, really,

        to hold the heaviness of hope,

        to have two eyes that can see

        things of wonder in the wicked,

        and to have a mind to know

        that the world is deeply sickened.

        But still a heart to love it so

        and hands to hold a cure.

        There’s a way it can be fixed and

        although it’s failed before,

        through and through the earth is sifted

        and a seed is upward-staring.

        Of this, I swear, I’m sure.

        But I can see that doubt is glaring

        from those I’m fighting for.

        Disbelief is quite a force.

        Its power, overbearing.

        Maybe my cure is but a curse.

        It is—the curse of caring.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
                

                

                

                

        A Typewriter Reality

      

        

      
        Red lips love white smoke

        and black lungs do too

        like closing throats love to choke

        on things they’ve never said

        and little demons love to

        dance within my head

        like thin hands love to embrace

        the chill of vacant space

      

        

      
        Dark rooms love to be filled

        and so do empty beds

        like bottled thoughts love to be spilled

        then wish to be unlearned

        and every bridge we ever built

        is begging to be burned

        like you beg Him every night

        to forgive your every sin

      

      

      

      
        
                

                

      

        

      
        Dry tongues love to be drowned

        and her sorrows do as well

        like shaken girls savor the sound

        of “I love you ‘til the end”

        and one silly little Christian

        relentlessly pretends

        that she didn’t waste her youth

        ignoring this one truth:

      

        

      
        Our minds have all gone feeble

        and our hearts have gone away

        we’re all paper people

        in a typewriter reality

        our words are everlasting

        but we suffer from mortality

        and we will always wear

        the thoughts they couldn’t bear to keep inside
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