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Your poem is birdsong on a morning walk in a manicured garden 
My poem is hooting in the night, who am I, who am I, who am I 
 
Your poem is a field of sunflowers, petals turning towards the sun, food for the bees 
My poem is poison ivy, a weed creeping under skin, a rash that itches and swells 
 
Your poem is sunlight reflected on a raging, radiant river 
My poem paces in unlit corners, peering through bars of its own cage 
 
Your poem is a trip to the coast, a dip in cool waters, a moonlit dinner, a real catch 
My poem is fish bait, worms on a barbed hook, snapped lines, the one that got away 
 
My poem is salt and vinegar in an open wound, cigarette burns on raw skin 
Your poem is the ice pack, the cool balm, the dressing for the healing 
 
My poem is slash and burn, a forest in flames, the smokey inhalation 
Your poem is an oooof, needs a deep breath after, oxygen for the brain 
 
My poem is the temptation in the desert, the mirage, the searing sun  
Your poem is the search and rescue, the long ride home, the oasis of real dreams 
 
My poem is the emotional smack in the face 
Your poem is the embarrassed apology after 
 
Your poem is a rock 
My poem is unwilling 
 
My poem is the alleyway of broken dreams 
Your poem is the secret pathway to redemption 
 
My poem is the bite, the sting and serpent poison 
Your poem is the antivenom serum 
 
My poem is a cry of pain, trudging in the rain, the walk of shame  
Your poem is the sacred journey, the holy pilgrimage, a return to Eden 
 
My poem is tired and lost, all alone 
Your poem is the light to find my way home 
Your poem is home 
Your poem is home 
Your poetry is home 
 



 
 


