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FOUR LITTLE WORDS 

by  

 

I still remember how this first began. I remember days of youth  

and days of bliss. Days when our love was pure enough 

to create a force with the ability to push others  

to orbit around the sphere of envy 

That your father, the king, was encouraged  

to curse me to a land underneath the sun 

A land where the wind is breath and the dust is flesh. 

 

A land where its people spin fictions as truths 

and opinions as facts 

Where its people try to count the stars in the morning 

and wish for the sun at night 

Where its people are told to be images 

and images are only to be perfect. 

 

A land that controls you with illusions 

of love, cooked in lust and fed to you 

by a woman so revealingly dressed 

it's easy to see her dreams and fears. 

 

And as I write to you now, letters of poems 

from this land, like always. I do so 

to keep myself from being under its control 

I do so with hope that, even though 

I may not see our children again 

the words in these stories that tell 

the truth of their father, will one day 

become hieroglyphics marked on their skin. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



The Miseducation of Jade 

 

by

 

Words dance the same on tongues 

Whether sharp or blunt, 

to the music of accents and skin tones 

heard by ears of those who see with the eyes of their backgrounds 

All working together to cloud minds and senses 

Thus, begin the claims of what belongs to them and them 

then we fight over who is wrong and right 

and somewhere between the squabbles 

we forfeit common sense and say poetry belongs to the educated. 

 

Words walk the same on tongues, 

Whether loud or soft, 

walking from places of love or hate. 

When read by strangers 

only their experiences determine their interpretation 

and difficulty in communication does not indicate a limit in understanding 

but we forfeit understanding and say poetry belongs to the educated. 

 

Words crawl the same on tongues, 

slow and direct when the destination is one’s heart, 

piercing and penetrating, 

so why say poetry belongs to the educated? 

 

 

 

 

 



KILL THE MESSENGER 

 
by  

 
I write and you read 

I assemble words, drowning tenses in sentences to ease my tension 

and cause them to rhyme, so you can read 

with the hope that whatever I say will propel good deeds 

But in between my writing and your reading is a demon. 

 

A demon who makes us feed off each other 

A demon who influences you to offer accolades on the altar of my creation 

but produces sparks to distract you from reflecting on the messages in them 

A demon who creates the sense to be more entertained 

rather than the need to live your truth and love 

the universe of clay you are made of. 

 

And this demon, just as the moon draws water, has affected me too 

In an attempt to get people to appreciate my work 

my good intentions get blurred. 

The quest to change minds has changed mine to loving the glory 

to questioning my art because I stay focused 

on the remarks intentioned to project my cracks 

to trying too hard to impress, only to fall into a pool of more distress 

and ignoring I’ve the ability to reveal the untold stories within the stars. 

 

And at this particular moment, with me writing or you reading 

the demon, I can see, is still standing between us. 

 

 

 

  



WE ALWAYS SING TO THE DEAD 

 

by  

 

We always sing to the dead 

We always sing songs of praises to the dead 

Songs either for their ears or for our comfort 

Songs either to honor their memories  

or to keep up appearances. But we sing regardless  

Songs of love and of regret, of pain and of hurt. 

 

We sing songs of cold nights on lonely days 

and a while back I found myself singing, melodies  

clothed in words common to the vocals of a griever  

Vocals that questioned the meaning of existence 

when it all ends in its opposite 

Till I was told life is a story written  

for the amusement of the gods  

And we are the characters who move 

when a string is pulled. 

 

Characters silly enough to think we act of our own will 

Silly enough to try building castles with sand  

hoping they'll forever house our memories 

so others can sing our name and drown  

the purpose of our intentions in a pool of praise 

after our last breath. 

 

But like those we sung to when we had breath, in time 

the songs on everyone’s lips about us  

will also turn to dust. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wasted INK 

by 

 

Maybe I say too much and they see the things I wish to hide 

then I throw away the pages my truth was painted on 

because in my pursuit to be the voice of the people, 

I lost control of the message I was meant to relay 

and found myself advocating for internal struggles. 

Questioning what if they don't like what I have to say, 

what if they say it wasn't enough to make a difference, 

and what if, 

 

what they found to be more memorable than my name 

was the fact that my words are something they can't relate to 

and I become known as the wordsmith 

who could never build sentences that tore down walls 

and brought people together 

but rather only knew how to waste ink? 

  



STARS LOST IN THE CLOUDS  

 

by  

 

I am an expression of the warmth in your soul 

Mother said when I was born, the universe glowed 

and my being rested on the lips of men 

who said my words were the fire  

that energized the sun and fueled their dreams. 

Today I've a different story, that tells the tale 

of me being a lost art in the memories of time 

Seldomly loved or cared for 

A story written in the language of change 

 

And even though I accepted change will come 

some day. I was too arrogant to appreciate 

her arrival and the new world she created 

which seemingly revolves around many trills 

and fewer reals. And nests how a man truly feels 

 

is a world contrary to my purpose 

Yet this world has taught me a truth 

that our energy is poetry and poetry is emotion  

forged from the core of the soul, imprinted 

on the heart and in the mind and visible in our acts 

And that, it isn’t just words written on paper. 

 

And even though from time to time my fears 

show me evidence of poetry being dead 

I'm reminded, looking up in the sky 

that even the stars don't get to shine every night. 
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