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I'm Tired


  I’m tired,

I want to sleep,

I want to give in,

I want to give up,

But I wanted to live,

I want to live and be alive,

I want to see the morning sun,

I want to run,

I want to prove I can do more than anyone thought I could,

I want to get up,

I want to stand up,

I want to stay up,

I want to smile like before,

I want to touch the ocean floor,

I want to explore,

I want the outdoor,

I want a cure,

I’m unsure,

If have the strength,

If I can ignore,

Poetry my amour,

I will write forever.










Mind and Nobody


 

My mind betrays my body,

My body betrays my mind,

I don’t know anybody,

And my rhymes make sense to nobody,

Back in the day,

That seems like yesterday,

I use to read the giving tree,

Which taught me how to be?

Coincidence happens,

I fear it wasn’t meant to happen,

But his second I realize,

These poems are for you to synthesize,

This thing is taking control of me,

It hides me from the truth within me,

These no hope poems that are made,

I wish I could trade,

Trade it to be a happiness,

But the happiness is shattered like a mirror destroyed by
loneliness,

How will this poem end?

It is up to you my friend,

I guess this poem is a loose end?










Who now?


  Go outside right now,

Look up,

Do you see the moon?

Its perfect just like you,

But its not your looks,

Although it could be your smile,

I would walk a mile,

And swim any ocean,

Just to meet you,

I think its because I miss you,

I think I miss because I need you,

I think I need you because I love you,

The truth cannot wait any longer,

Before it use to be a stranger,

Anything less than the truth is a betrayal to what I fought
for,

This is something to uphold for,

But these flowers that bloom are redder than any ruth,

Down by the bay,

On a sunny day,

You will hear me say,

I love you?










My Friends,


   Sergio,

 Is a drum major who keeps tempo,

And sings along with the piano,

Deserea,

Is a great public speaker,

She loves chemistry and uses a 500 ml Beaker,

Jocelyn,

Plays her violin,

And holds it by the rim,

Marie,

Is pretty,

And acutely keenly,

Naomi,

Speaks confidently,

While she stands tally,

Jasmine,

Is sweet and charismatic from within,

She will be a great poet but she needs to begin,

They all sit here right in front of me,

Sharing their stories, thoughts, and individuality,

We all laugh, smile, talk, and are smart and it peeks my
curiosity,

We are here today,

I hope we will meet again another day.










Sink Lower


  Where this road goes,

I do not know,

I just know,

What the stairs care to show,

The trees and leaves are green,

The only thing that is missing is you and me,

I’m no safer here,

Than I was before,

I feel like I’ve been here before,

Like a story you once told,

The sign says please pull forward,

But I’m afraid I might sink lower.










Deathwatch


  I have an unknown disease,

Which no doctor can explain with ease,

It creeps up on me,

And it happens suddenly,

I sometimes lose my breath,

And I fear I’m close to death,

My father thought it was my heart,

Because it tore me apart,

But It could be no further from the truth this thing,

That keeps me from feeling,

People watch,

As my hand close and I see my wristwatch,

My wristwatch counts down as a deathwatch[1],

This thing is much more innate,

It is the very thing that can create,

This thing that hurts itself,

Also hurts myself,

Thyself wishes it would be gone,

But at the same time I wish to be a pawn,

So I can prove myself a knight,

Hoping to say daylight so I no longer have to fight at
night,

You give me delight I guess with you I will be alright.






[1] Vigil kept beside a dying person














Although


Although I do not have a poem for you today,

And the last one I gave you was in May,

At least we are both here today,

On this bright Saturday,

I called you yesterday,

And now it’s SAT day,

You did not answer,

And now I have a question without an answer,

You left through the door,

While I was stuck to the floor,

As I create these words in my head,

It was already too late you had fled,

These words could not wait,

And you had left before I could dictate,

When I went through the door,

I could not find you anymore,

But I think I saw you from afar,

And I believe you left in something called a car?

Now I cannot finish this poem,

For if I do I will feel darksome,

I guess I will stick with this rhythm,

Even though without you I will feel lonesome.










Numbers


 

Nine ten,

Be my friend,

Seven eight,

It must be fate,

Five six,

I kiss your lips,

Three four,

I know you more,

One two,

I love you.

Two one,

You are the one,

Four three,

Come with me,

Six five,

Time to dive,

Eight seven,

I kept it hidden

Ten nine,

It makes the sun shine

Don’t  worry,

There is no hurry










Crumble and Bend


I guess it starts with a yes,

But it turned into a mess,

But this never happened,

Now that it cannot be started it cannot be ended,

When I put down my pen,

The world seems to end,

For if no more poems are made,

No more poems will be read,

For if I am no longer a poet,

It means love came to an end,

It means my colorful words will no longer blend,

It means my poems will crumble and bend,

Words used to come to me,

That is how poems came to be,

Now I don’t know where to go,

I don’t want you to go,

When poets are gone,

Right goes wrong,

Writing a poem is not hard,

It takes no real skill but you must have a mark,

You never know you could write,

Until you try tonight.










Jars


I walk through France,

And sometimes dance,

From Paris,

To Venice,

I walk around the trees,

Without seeing any blue seas,

With my black converse shoes,

I searched for you in hope of good news,

But I haven’t found you,

The collage of life I once dreamt of hasn’t came true,

Even with my universal vernacular,

I still dream of us being spectacular,

As I look at the sky hoping to see you in the stars,

I remember the memories I keep in Jars,

As I walk from Venice,

To Paris,

As I walk through the busy city and go deeper,

I walk deeper in the woods until I reach the sea,

A sea that has turned darker cobalt blue,

A sea of dreams,

Where the amber sun creates sunbeams,

A serene place where we will meet.
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