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                                              Music! 

 

        Coffee, cupcake? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Come on in and have a seat….. 
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I remember                                                                                         

       how tall people were when I was five                         

 

I remember a rooster shaped like a kettle whistling a new day 

 

I remember how high I jumped when I played on my mother‟s bed 

 

I remember taking sweet plantain in my food and using it as a boat, the rice would be an island, 
      pouring my juice to make a sea 

 

I remember my grandmother‟s umpa lumpa priceless novella expression 

 

I remember my first pair of shoes that fit me till I was 15 

 

I remember the first time I killed a fly with my foot 

 

I remember throwing a basketball out a 10 story window 

 

I remember the heat in my chest after taking a shot of my grandma‟s 15 year old whiskey 

 



5 
 

I remember my first Heineken 

 

I remember my first hang over  

 

I remember my grandma giving me $20 and taking me to toys-R-us, and the warm tears on my 

cheek after freaking there was a hole in my pocket 

 

I remember going to the supermarket on Saturdays was like shopping for gold 

 

I remember my first bike with no training wheels.  It looked like a motorcycle with a cool horn. 

 

I remember at the age of 17 some guy I met at a party asks me to marry him, telling me that life 

was short and he was tired of waiting. 

 

I remember the thumping speakers of Charles Mingus playing Haitian Fight Song 

 
I remember when I heard the enveloping melody of the song that inspired me to play jazz 

 

….. 

 

Wait………do I really remember? 

 

* 

Poetry                                                                                                      

A sacred art to me 

Magic 

Imagination 

Different situations of my mind combine and intertwine 

So delicate 

My hearts set 

Devotion 

An ocean 

Full of waves 

Full of caves of dark memories 

Different levels Different floors 

Different keys Different doors 

It's a maze within my brain 

Poetry 

A sleek way to stay sane. 

 
* 
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Sleepless Nights  

     

See on nights when I should be at rest,                                     
my eyelids act like a marriage that's gone wrong, 

cause they refuse to touch each other for too long. 

 

On these sleepless nights, 

music drowns the silence 

and my mind goes on a search of words, 

then I write, 

 

I write until my thoughts form mirrors 

clear enough for their reflection to shine through my words 

a disarray of my foreign thoughts 

translates to beautiful poetry 

see our minds don't last forever 

so I chose to use mine as much as I can 

 

Metaphors impregnate my pen 

and give birth to similes 

that would make writer's block wish for hands 

just he could snap his fingers 

 

See I didn't find poetry  

it found me 

it came with a flashlight 

and escorted my thought to 11x8 college ruled sheets 

and ever since, it's been good to me 

 

Poetry is the only man 

that allowed me to talk about my ex's 

and never gave me the silent treatment 

 

Caressing paper with ink is like my therapy 
and sometimes I find it ironic 

that my pain goes away when my words 

are in black and blue 

 

To some friends i sugarcoat the truth 

but I can expose myself to a room 

full of strangers under dimmed lights and an open mic 

 

(though most of the time my inspiration arrives unannounced 

when it leaves I'm left with some of the most poetic goodbye letters) 
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I don't need a law to verify my freedom of speech 

cause that freedom is inside me 

my ancestors weren't allowed to read or write 

so for their pain I'll chain a pen to my hand 

and whip my mind with words 

until they're branded inside me 

 

As long as my lungs occupy themselves with air from this Earth 

I'll always know my worth 

cause our minds don't last forever 

so I'll chose to use mine as much as I can 

chain a pen to my hand 

and whip my mind with words 

until they're branded inside me 

 

* 
 

Jamming, Poetry Slamming                                                                   

Let's get the party started let's get it cracking 

I'm tired of thinking about what I should be thinking „bout 

Jamming, Poetry Slamming 

Time to let my body lose, no longer standing  

I just want to be, free 

Why won't you let me be!  

Jamming, Poetry Slamming 

I just need release, yes I just need some peace 

Jamming, Poetry Slamming  

Let's get the party started let's get it cracking 

 

* 

 

Music makes me feel Alive          
Alive under the strobe light 

The sensation is alive, with intensifying hunger  

 

Hunger of free spirits 

I‟m hungry for Movement 

 

I‟m grooving, Moving Spicy 

Spicy passion burning from within 

Spicy dream drifting away 

 

This crisp Art 

Shining through my crisp determination 

Flying to the beautiful crisp of nature  
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I‟m surprised  

Loud speaker with surprise heaven melodies 

Surprised happy faces. 

 

Satisfying sweat 

Satisfied is my expression 

Satisfied and carefree 
 

Twisting Free 

Enjoying with friends free moments of life 

A free naked spirit 
 

Scanning the room and falling upon, Ugh!  

a dirty microscope 

No I meant 
 

This dirty dance 

High to the level of the dirty mind 
 

Vacant stage presented for dancing 

A stage that illuminate and welcome all dancers 

Dance.  I‟ve escaped into a trance. 

 
 

* 

Castle Hill

 
 

Suffocated space pushed closer near 

wallflower tables            

People's sweat… raining love 

A steady grace fades into high heels…. 

chatting a storm with the floor 

Spicy chicken sizzles…. it's body in a Rumba 

                                            of savory odors,                                                                                                                   
A sour taste of lemons                                                                                         

Walls luxurious but hallow next to dirty dancers 

Dancing away echoes throw the outer bricks outside the rental place 

Sweet aromas of perfumes circle… tickling the twine nets of a nose, 

Blazing music spoke in high projected volume 
 

Toma! 

Salsa! swung under a blue moon, 

Lights Tango with the ceiling through slow motion 
 

Coronas! 

Dominicans! 

Bachata! 
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Swaying into mid-air … each partner fly their angel wings 

Cheeks locked-in…. by the kiss – of uncertainty 

Fresh remarks waxing a coat of sexual stimulation within the wood panels on the walls 

A corner DJ section flirts with the bar across the way 

Restrooms wearing a bleach sweater for a shower 

Mistolin and pine sol shoe shining exquisite tiling 

Tables trying hard in holding up their skirts 

Their legs are … Too Big 

 

Feet of people tickling the wide wood floor in rapid motion 

Finishing smooth with a sweet hit of Bachata lotion 

Rubbing on everyone till the groove is found 

And vibrates the rental house‟s soul......... 

 

Castle Hill 
 

The place to go all out 

 

* 

 

                                                 

    Damn I Look Good  

                    
 

I caught myself the other day, just like I do every day. 

Oh, hello there, how's it been? 

I'm sorry you just look so, 

Good and full of sin. 

 

That smile that excites 

that welcomes, 

that invites. 

It's caramel of the lips, hidden beneath the nose. 
 

Your hair, 

my hair, 

full of twists and curls. 

No wonder the ladies ask about your twirls. 

 

My thoughts, 

the part that's easy to hide 

such mystique 

Who knew sexy went well with pride? 
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* 

 

Heat                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 

 

Sweat until I feel alive 

Free bass takes over 

A hunger for flashing lights 

A thirst satisfied by short skirts 

To my surprise she turns and smiles 

Without hesitation I sample her sweet spice 

Desire and passion in my eyes hidden in smoke, My precision; crisp 

In this garden of pleasure, drinks take the place of dirt 

Our dance sets this greenhouse on fire 

 

 

* 

 

My Obsession              

 

is the thought of you undressing.                                       

 
My obsession is in following your clothes 

falling to the floor. 

 

This obsession breathes with you, 

Instead of gliding my fingers along your figure, 

I'm grabbing it, 

 

Holding it,  

 

Your bites and scratches come with  

controlling it 

 

Your screams cry yes,  

 

Your coffee ocean turns hints of red 

 

While my lips swim along your neck, 

 

Back stroke along your arms,  

 

And dive between your …… 

 

 

 

* 

http://prosody400.blogspot.com/2012/02/heat.html
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That One Place                                                                                  

 
That one place where I‟m a master of disguise 

There‟s a switch in my brain  

Tigers in my veins 

I am totally out of control  

 

Maniac.  

Marijuana in the air,  

Not one single care  

Bells of freedom ring  

But I don't hear a thing  

Hypnotized  

No worries of the time  

That one place where I‟m a master of disguise  

 

The walls painted in our passion  

The walls echo in disdain  

Because a room so distorted are made of corners of pain  

 

Flashing lights in different colors  

A place to be wild  

Freestyle  

Loving it spicy  

          over just mild  

 

It's a room of sin,  

lust,  

gluttony,  

greed,  

envy, 

pride,  

sloth,  
wrath  

 

Can you do the math?  

Picture all the madness  

Chaos of confused sadness  

Because it seems the small room of fun 

Has ended 

 

Poof. 

 

It's done  

Gone, and  
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Maybe its better I got away  

For now  

 

Cuz somehow I find a way back in to stay  

Just a lil bit longer  

Because there's no rush that's wronger  

But opening that door again shows, I could be stronger. 

 

* 

 

Can we please have a moment of silence….for the ex?                      
 

Spit words of venomous meanings 

Watching your eyes, though unique, they 

bring too many questions 

We stand on an edge of pessimistic value 

Sometimes push me just for laughs 

From you I receive no reassurance that 

faith is a positive solution 

Sometime I wake up 

spitting those same words 

A Bad Taste In My Mouth 

 

Remembering the last seven hours 

You were there 

And I was here 

And then you hit me with small cheap shots 

of chaotic pictures 

My tongue hides in the back of my throat 

Me, being speechless, you are curious to why 

 

I shiver like a symphony missing a 

few notes 

My eyes open and see the dark aura 
around you 

You appear to be a silhouette of nothingness 

Suddenly I am terrified 

And yet intrigued 

So my eyes cry those words of venomous meanings 

 

* 

 

Like six day old garbage left out on the sidewalk                                       

The stench of love  

Stabs the face 
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* 

 

You don’t run my life, I do                                                         
You don‟t tell me what to do  

I can tell myself how to do what I have to do  

And when to do it  

How to dress, and walk,  

And dance, and sing,  

And write and think  

I do, you don‟t run my life  

What has to be done will be done  

When I have the time to do it 

You don‟t run my life, I do  

I hear constant phrases of “Emma, do this 

Emma, do that”  

No! You do that, you do this  

You do what you have to do and  

I‟ll do what I have to do  

You don‟t run my life, I do  

You don‟t pay my bills, I do  

You don‟t do my homework, I do  

You don‟t have what it takes to do what I do  

That is why you are always telling me what to do  

You don‟t run my life, I do  

Do I look like a vehicle to you?  

Do you see wheels and a brake pedal on me?  

Don‟t tell me what to do 

When you do what has to be done at the correct time  

To do it on the right day to do what you have to do,  

Then maybe I‟ll listen to you  

Until then,  

You don‟t run my life, I do. 

 

* 
 

Caffeine  

  

I wonder if anyone notices                                                                      

This addiction…of… 

Ugh…I need another 

  

Ok, I‟m back! 

And now let me bring you along 

Defying the laws of nature and rationality 

Speeding down the railway of consciousness… 

  



14 
 

Consciousness…consciousness… 

Another…ugh… 

  

       Wooo hooo! Back! And now 

            As I break the back of the camel holding the clock 

Multitasking is the seasoning of finger foods 

  

Okay! Okay, so now 

That I have your attention 

Allow me to reinvent myself 

  

Rejuvenate the inner workings of reality 

                                            before it splits in two 

Kicking restraint down a bottomless pit  

While you try to buy slumber 

I use bills of sleep to purchase more stamina 
  

Lift off 

Back into my personally articulated stratosphere 

  

I‟m knocking on heaven‟s door with brass knuckles 

Throwing signal flares down the circles of hell 

  

     Someone taped down the repeat button of 

                  My life and it‟s never ending melody 

  

Am I really this much of a basket case?  

  

Hopefully by my 27th cup  

You won‟t think I‟m so crazy. 

 

 

* 

 

You haunt me,  
Every day, 

Every night, 

When it the moon‟s full, 

When it‟s not, 

When it‟s dark, 

when there‟s light. 

I are 

We am 

Haunted by you. 

 

* 
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Dear Unrequited Love                                                                        

 
 

 

I was born in sin and spent what seem to be 

endless years searching for you 

Is it true that I had you? 

Now I lost you 

Misplaced you like a silent heartbeat 

Not even a sound wave of you 

 

I fought to grow and discover courage 

And confidence 

Only to find that growing is forever 

 

I thought I had you 

Not once 

Or twice 

But as many as times as the stars burst 

Your beauty was all I beheld within my mind 

Your image was forever changing 

But your nomadic soul was clear 

I fought for you with pain and passion 

shielded across my chest 

I attacked hatred with bullets of joy 

I conquered disbelief and doubt 

And when the smoke subsided 

You 

Soared like the wind 

 

So I rise everyday 
And journey on to the last place 

I know you might be 

Following the sweet smell of your aroma 

I bare the wilds of an untamed animal 

 

Yours Forever,  

Ian 

 

 

* 
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The Bell                               

Calls, it                                                                                         
Echos,  through the stagnant walls. 

It cries for you, but you don't hear at all. 

Swaying moments stare at me like a lonely heart, 

yearning for me to hold it. 

The air is still. 

The wind is calm. 

The rings dance, on their way to you. 

Will you ever hear it? The bell, 

The velvet bell that beats, and keeps 

Even the most exhausted king awake  

Underneath  

Egyptian  

Cotton 

Sheets. 

 

* 

 

Spontaneous Fire                                                                                 
Undoubtedly Warm 

Hugging Hoodie Trustworthy 

Grey Smiling Royal Blue Hat 

Dancing Cool Cologne 

Smooth Shoulder 

Adventurous Chest 

 

* 

 

Wild Hair                                  

tamed                                                                                         

by civilized clip 

 

Golden feathers  

draped 

on round lobes 

 

Skin dyed 

by Persian sands 
pierced by deep blue metal 

 

Erect ears, longing 

soothed by sounds 

of ocean‟s lip. 
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* 

Grey Smoke  

We wore a blanket of Grey Smoke,  
Puff Puff, say goodbye to sober thoughts, 

And begin to stroke, the inner thigh. 

 

Words formed from our lips that something, 

But were ignored by others, 

The lingered feeling of her kiss. 

 

Distractions spread all about, 

Too bad blood runs one way 

Mine went south, with her hands in play. 

 

Longest unzipping of my life. 

She took her time, 

Letting her fingers make circles in my flesh. 

 

And with legs open, 

She ran like a spoke going round. 

I, we, had never done this before. 

 

                         I swear it… 

           Not with the smoke. 

 

And I the jailer taking pulls with a handful of auburn locks, 

Having her be fancy with my key, 

This was our moment whirled in a grey figment of sea. 

 

"Where do we go from here?" She thought, 

And with I so blose to her mind, 

The sentence melted into me. 

 

Our eyes met and shot flames back and forth, 
Love or lust, 

She had more of my own girth in play 

Than my heart gave to be so robust. 

 

Thump thump, she got up. 

My handful of locks out of reach. 

Master and commander left to the throne. 

 

Leaving pants just above the knee, 

         She pulled, puffed, blew smoke, 

And that was all, 

That was enough. 
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Blurred, 

The concept of love. 

Is it straight? 

Or does it bend round? 

 

Does it fall into a book? 

Or do we write it on the walls? 

I can trade you mine with just a look. 

You can give me yours with a cat call. 

 

I've seen it curled upon a bench, 

Spread out on pillows. 

It's always the same, new or old. 

Just a concept we love. 

 
* 

 

My action to you were never acceptable                                  

I never did what was right 

and always did something wrong 

If I inform you of where I am 

I am wrong 

If I attend school and class ends after eight o'clock 

I am wrong 

If I present a friend to you 

I am wrong 

If I am surrounded by people who show interest in me 

I am wrong 

If I cross the street where cars drive and stop 

to allow me to continue my journey 

I am wrong 

If I am the only name you hear in the house 

I am wrong  
If I am hurt by a loved one 

I am wrong 

If you hear of anything pertaining to me from someone else 

I am wrong 

Will anything I ever do seem right? 

Will I ever have a place in your heart? 

Will you ever love me like the first day you saw me? 

Will you ever see me for me? 

Will I ever have the light to show you who I am? 

 

* 
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Don't even know his birthday                                                                
I don't hate nor love him 
I appreciate things he does for me 

It's weird how I don't have a relationship with the person 

and he's the one who's mad 

because I left 

I don't understand his way of thinking 

some people believe he's the best person in the world 

I think he's miserable and  

living an imposter life 

he wears that mask everyday  

I wonder how he really feels 

I would like him to confess to me one day, 

He doesn't know the slightest thing about me 

I would like to hear his part of the story 

Thanks for everything 

Thanks for the random cakes 

Thanks For the visits 

Once a month 

But me and you, we have nothing in common 

Our communication would only be on a gmail until 

That day where I permanently deactivated you 

Honesty is not part of your life 

You can't be part of mine 

 

* 

 

      

     India Sacred  India Respect 

 

                                                                                                 
 

Pure Vermillion Red 

Resting peacefully between the eyes 

In your honor 

 

 

Thirty men gather 

Ten long days of mourning 

One Dada smiles 
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Dada Ji                                                                                                        

Dada has wisdom 

Dada has power 
Dada is amazing 

Dada is scary 

Dada can give you all your dad won‟t 

… and this is my Dada. 

 

* 

 

You Feel Me

 

"Hey Mathew!? Get over here!"  

"What is it!? Be right there!" 

Voice forceful every time a pocket of silence came, 

"Hurry up! Don't make me wait because I don't have to!" 

"Coming, I'm coming" 

I was far gone from most to him on another island, 

"Mathew, don't make me get angry! get over here" 

Mind stalling for an opportunity to be free, 
"I know you don't want to see me angry" 

 

A soul hung on a rack of regrets 

 

Fear, 

Respect, 

Equality, 

Everything, 

 

Gasping hoping he wouldn't hang me  

                                              folded over a clothes line, 

Ganging up a new and firmer tone of voice, 

Moving forward, 

He placed fear on down to me, 

So I told him I couldn't take it, 

"Where do you think you are going?" 

"We are not done so sit down! Cono!" 

No 

No 

No 

 

"Can't do that pop the world is waiting" 

"Well you are not leaving until I say you feel me......... 

 

* 
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a pending truth

 
 
i'm very wary                                                                                           

 

i'm very wary about exploring this curious thought 

to wonder about the man that raised my father 

 

it‟s a pending truth 

 

see cuz the corrosive experiences i shared with my dad 

along with an awful pride that won't stop me from being mad 

will always lead me 

 

to hate 

 

to hate the fact that his damned blood is mixed with mine. 

 

so now 

as i ride in this dollar van to school 

I'm afraid that exploring his dad's life 

whose blood runs in his arms and in turn mine 

 

will lead me to hate the truth i see in the side-view mirror  

even more. 

 

* 

 

I remember... you                                                                              
so clearly 

You are my heart - you would say 

Almost Each and every day 

The resemblance between us 

So clear to anyone 

Our love rays out far like the sun 

There's a time to play and there's A time to be serious - you would say 

Almost each and every day 

Now drugs got u delirious 

I'm missing you but hold strong to my faith that you will recover 

Because you never deserved to suffer 

I will remember 

The day you come back into my life with that humor 

that's so contagious 

Although your anger so outrageous 

I still remember... you 
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The good in you 

Huge smile, kind hazel eyes 

You're such a charmer 

My father 

I remember... you 

Watching the history channel sprawled out on the couch, 

using a huge snack bowl for cereal 

I remember... you 

Giving me encyclopedias to read 

Always encouraging my learning 

You wanted the best for your seed - I remember... you 

Knowledge is power- you would say 

Almost each and every dayI remember... you 

Head massages when my headaches wouldn't go away I 

remember you 
The way you would brush our hair 

Your three girls, your three angels 

You would always put us first I remember you 

Coming to pick us up from after school activities and the ladies 

would always be intrigued like Ooohh that's your daddy 

I remember 

because you were Handsome and young 

Full of such energy full of such fun And even if I haven't seen 

you in some years.. Or even heard from you 

Our relationship will never be done 

I forgive you for all your mistakes 

And you will always be my daddy no man can't replace 

I remember you,  

especially your face  

 

 

* 

 

I remember            

     
                                                                                          

I remember the broken glass from my father‟s car window,                           

and how the streetlight created a small rainbow.   

I remember that same car breaking down,  

winter,  

cold outside,  

and him  

carrying me back home. 

 

* 
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As I stand before you                                                                  

I am blinded by your life, education, knowledge, 
such a beautiful person 

Lady Liberty herself. 

 

As easy as it may sound 

to say this now 

it took me more than just 

days to gather my thoughts together 

I am always told of how I have 

a wonderful daughter 

one who can socialize, 

one who is respectful, 

one who found who she is 

at a young age. 

 

My problem is that  

when I speak of you 

it is words of uncertainty  

I lay upon the minds of others 

But what is confusion to me 

is inspiration to their children 

 

Though we sit and talk and laugh 

I shouldn't have to think for more 

than two minutes when I am 

presented with the question 

"What's new in your daughter's life?" 

Or "How is she doing in school?" 

 

I couldn't have ask for a better daughter 

one who is like you. 

There's nothing I have to say to you 
because you created your own path 

with rubies, gems, diamonds, and other 

glamorous 

yet fulfilling treasures.  

 

I just wished I can say this to you 

 just as I have written it  

on this 

ivory printed napkin.  

 

* 
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                                                                                        rock collection

 
                                                                                                                                                                        

i used to have a rock collection 

i used to be  

younger, more naive...i used to have a 

rock collection when i 

was younger, i used to have a rock 

collection of these rocks i would 

find, a collection of these rocks that 

would catch my eye and make me 

think, "why does that rock look so 

cool?!?" 

i used to find certain things as 

impressive as these rocks 

like, how 

the sky would look as cloudy as those 

rocks you'd find in a freshly paved 

driveway. 

or like this one rock i had, that looked 

like a ruby worth 

millions of dollars 

like that last smoldering ember in a 

grill on a hot summer 

evening after a rousing family cookout 

with cousins and 

siblings everywhere taking their naps 

 from full stomachs.  

you see 

i used to have a rock collection, it 

inspired my love for science, like 

i wanted to know how these rocks were made, so i used to study all of 

this stuff 

i used to have a rock collection of 
quartz 

conglomerate 

obsidian 

and all those other big and fancy names for rocks 

i used to have a rock collection so i would 

brag about how 

the quartz looked like the midday sun, how 

the conglomerate resembled sunrise and sunset, how 

the obsidian characterized the nighttime. i used to have a rock collection, and 

these rocks told me 

something, 

they told me stories, and 



25 
 

i used to tell them stories, about how 

my days would consist 

of watching 

and imitating 

cartoon characters 

such as 

bugs bunny and daffy duck fighting over 

whether or not it was rabbit season or duck season, ultimately 

ending in elmer fudd blasting daffy's head off after bugs tricks 

him into saying that it is indeed duck season 

or of riding 

my bike 

down a large, steep hill, onto 

the black pavement of the street 

having me think i was a superhero as i flew down the road 

only to fall after my brakes gave out and nearly 
breaking my bones 

in the dirt of the lot near the end of 

my block. i used to have a rock collection and i 

thought that other kids like me had 

one as well. i used to have a rock collection and i used to think 

my rock collection was worth 

millions of dollars 

i used to have a rock collection that i wanted to sell to a jeweler 

for millions of dollars to buy 

yu-gi-oh cards 

and those sneakers with the little skating wheels 

in the heels that i saw other kids with, i used to have 

a rock collection and i wanted 

to sell those rocks to buy stuff that 

other kids had 

i used to want what other kids had 

i used to desire those fancy clothes and 

toys, and sneakers with skates in the heels, and those 

extra-rare yu-gi-oh cards with the extra shiny foil 

pictures of monsters and spells 

that you could only get by opening about 20 

packages of those things, and 

opening 20 more to get the extra 

spell thingys and trap whatchamacallits 

to pull off mean combos in duels with other kids who didn't 

know any better so they decided 

to challenge me, resulting 

in their screw-ups and my epic wins...ha! i used to have 

a rock collection that 

i took to earth science class with me to show off all the different types 
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of rocks i knew about, resulting in me getting a 90 in the class that year. i used to have a rock 

collection so thanks to the knowledge i gained from studying about the rock in my rock collection, 

I would brag about how much I knew about quartz and conglomerate and obsidian, and i used to 

flaunt my expertise on rocks and boast that i was a scientist just because i used to have a 

rock collection. i used to have a rock collection, i used to get picked on and ridiculed, i used to 

have a rock collection so i used to get into fights and would go home with bruises all over my body 

and i would find comfort in my parents arms, and i would never lie to them like other kids did, i 

would hide nothing from them, i used to tell them everything that happened in that wretched, 

ungrateful, and unstable 6th grade class.  i used to have a rock collection, i thought of using those 

rocks as ammunition in one of my many make-believe cartoon grenade-launchers, and shoot bullies 

with them for stealing my textbooks and disposing of my brand- new jansport bookbag in a 

dumpster.  

i used to have a rock collection, and i used to be afraid of approaching certain people, i used to 

hate confrontation, i used to hate being around others who weren't like me 

but then it occurred to me that i used to have a rock collection,  

a rock collection of quartz, conglomerate, obsidian, amongst at 
least 25 other species of rocks that i used to believe existed because i used to have a rock 

collection, so i figured that since i 

had a rock collection of so many different types of rocks, each with 

their own distinctive personalities and individual characteristics, 

that i'm going to have my own distinctive personality and individual 

characteristics, so why be afraid? hey i 

used to have a rock collection so i figured that so many others did 

as 

well, so it's because i used to have a rock collection that i'm perhaps 

the 

biggest social butterfly you'll ever meet since oprah 

winfrey in the 90's.  

i used to have a rock collection, and every time i looked at my rock 

collection i remembered how i obtained each one through hours of 

digging in my backyard, through random 

finds from helping build a pool, from some of the smaller ones 

washing up 

on a curb after a rainstorm, from when i was beat up and on the 

way home all bruised and battered, i would find a rock that resembled my bruised and battered 

state, so I picked it up and added it to my collection, as it represented another chapter in my 

childhood. I used to have a rock collection and each rock told a story about my childhood. i used 

to have a rock collection that characterized and immortalized my childhood. i used to have a rock 

collection and it was my childhood...i used to cherish my childhood, i cherished 

my childhood, and i'll never forget my childhood...because i'll 

never forget that i used to have a rock collection.  

i just wish i still had it... 

 

...maybe i should start a new rock collection.  

 

  Noooo! 
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* 

 

I Hate the Weather                                                        
 

 

I hate the weather (Feeling cold), I hate when it‟s 50 degree and I tweet “It‟s nice outside” 

When did I become this person? 
Feeling cold 

Feeling the coldness 

 

 I hate the weather (Feeling cold), I hate when it‟s below 0 degrees, someone noticed me and thinks 

it‟s a great idea to have a conversation in the freezing weather.  Please just nod and wave, go on 

with your life. 
Feeling the coldness that cuddling 

Use to conquer 

 

I hate the weather (Feeling cold) and its miss signal, one day it‟s 20 degrees but tomorrow it‟s 70 

degrees. I hate miss signals, one day we‟re mad at each other and the next day it‟s all good like 

nothing happen 
Feeling the coldness that cracked 

My cute carcass 

 

I hate the cold weather (Feeling cold) where I have to put so much layer to keep myself warm 

because it is difficult for me to figure out how cold this day going to be.  I hate guessing games, 

surprising mood and irrelevant argument 
Feeling the coldness that created icicles 

 

I hate the weather (Feeling fire), I hate pretending I‟m not cold so people can think that I‟m getting 

used to it, I hate pretending everything is fine between us, so I had to move on dear, you know I 

hate wasted time 
Feeling the fire burning 

 

now you are acting so sweet, impressive, but not interested 

 
Feeling the fire burning fiercely forever 

 

I hate the cold weather (Feeling fire) but can‟t change nothing about it, it is what it is 

 
Feeling fire 

Feeling the fire flowing like hot water 

Feeling the fire that is me 

 

* 
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Day                                         

                                                                                                          

Woke up this morning like sunshine 
At evening I hovered 

Like a suffocated cloud. 

 

* 

 

Let It Fly                                                  

 

She sits in front of the mirror  

pointing out her imperfections 

negative thoughts, negative guessing 

doesn't realize that her looks is a blessing 

She lets society get to her head 

wake up some days and wish she stayed in bed 

why is that? 

Cause she went to sleep on top of the world 

and today the world's on top of her. 

 

Listen as I tell 
She is I. 

But shh, don't worry 

Just let it fly.   

 

* 

 

I’m afraid                                                                                           

      of being a product of my environment 

 

I‟m afraid of hating the things I love 

I‟m afraid of saying too much 

I‟m afraid of my bar tab 

I‟m afraid of my own curiosity 

I‟m afraid of talking to my parents about my sexuality 

I‟m afraid of being trapped. 

 

Rejected 

 

Unsuccessful 
 

Alone 

 

I‟m afraid of false love 

 

* 
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Bare-skinned                                                                                                                    
 

Was born alone 

Sometimes I have the impression that nothing has changed 

So many precious breezes exited my life 

Without warning 

Enter without permission 

Some are in it without any reason 

I assumed that I can never have a full smile 

Scared that some tears might follow 

Decide to make people happy instead of myself 

Became cold by nature 

Forgetting genuine love 

Thinking it was not made for me 

People sit down and try to figure out their purpose in life what is it really about? 

No need to figure it out, it is being described day by day 

Is there really a higher power watching over… 

What a lonely perception 

It generates fear, 

Afraid of going on a forbidden path 

Fear so much closure, half smile to hide the pain, the ideas and the truth 

I choose silence as a compass in life 

Afraid to reveal too much 

Afraid of being judged 

Afraid of being evil 

Afraid of my own thoughts 

Afraid of accepting evanescent realities… 

Slave of emotions 

Fighting for their revolution 

 

* 

 

little empty spaces                                                                                                                                                                 
       

unbeknownst in dreamland 

drowning in the blood of sharks 

waiting for the bright light to blind me 

i wonder still, why i only see red 

the blood of predators negligent of the silence 

which doesn‟t bring peace but dread 

the monsters have long since snuck out from inside my head 

they now wait on the counter 
patient 

clumsy foot steps  

will pay a visit  

… to the fridge 
 

http://prosody400.blogspot.com/2012/02/bare-skinned.html
http://prosody400.blogspot.com/2012/02/little-empty-spaces.html
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* 

 

Unborn    

            
 

Unborn 

Yet growing inside of me 

Unseen 

Yet inspiring 

But you won‟t be admiring 

Me 

Soft skin I won‟t touch 

New scent I won‟t enjoy 

I can‟t even buy you a new toy 

Blueberry 

So tiny, under developed 

I'm enveloped in sin 

Guilt hovers over my entire entity 

The center of my heart is a black ink blot 

Spilling 

Unwilling 

The shadows of my past continue to haunt me 

So chilling 

My love for what I could have loved in physically terms  

Is a constant torture I yearn  

Trapped with self hate  

My mind asks 

How could I? 

Why?  

And my heart replies 

There is no good reason 

Weakness  

I put others first  

Lies  
I lost you forever 

O how I wish for some ties 

Some linkage to you  

Baby, baby, baby  

No pain will ever outweigh the pain that comes with 

what I've done 

Who knows if you would have been a daughter or a 

son  

whatever you were, 

Whoever is listening  

Forgive me, for I cannot forgive myself 
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* 

 

I'm tired 

                                                                                                          
 

I'm tired of seeing pain,  

I'm tired of seeing hurt                              

I'm tired of seeing chalk outlines symbolizing life's worth  

I'm tired of watching year old tears free fall and sink into  

      the dirt 

I'm tired of lies,  

Tired of looking for the right words 

To describe the feeling 

of grieving  

over your creation, dying within you,  

The poetic sorrow 

 of stillbirth. 

 

* 

 

 

 

 

I see your tired eyes

     
 

I see your tired eyes                                                                    

probably caused by all the lies  

you walk around with a bright yellow caution tape 

keeping away all the danger, that comes from random strangers 

you‟re alone  

telling yourself you‟re prone 

to this way of life 

its your way of avoiding strife 

I say 

its a harmful sacrifice 

as you wander on this planet  

you feel content 

but a side of you wants to admit  

that a fire needs to be lit 

so grab my hand, 

distant friend 

and I‟ll share the risky pathway  

just promise 

you won‟t pretend. 
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* 

Please take into consideration                                                  

I am not a little child, 
Introduced to my failures,  

No forget that you must be out of your mind, 

Because saying and doing are two different things, 

Plus ain't no tellin soon enough who I will be, 

Fed up with the crap on my own you see, 

So all this time people thought no way, 

When it was a yes, a claro, Claro que si! 

Destiny calls through loud breath of relief, 

Death of one's upcoming, 

Me of course making something out of nothing, 

Guess those stones step ahead of the game,    

 

Proud as I can possibly be, 

No necessity in praying, 

I'ma make it!  

I'ma make it! 

Whether it's admirable or unexpected, 

My decisions will be met and well respected, 

Night turns into dawn, 

A dawn by a bright day hiding behind a 

horizon, 

raised with heat but all of my life brought a 

lot of shade, 

Electrical shock entering esteem sending a 

bundle of energy, 

Creator of the word, bingo, just saying, 

climbing on Everest to alleviate current 

storms of pain, 

Have I gone nuts? 

 

Hell no! 
 

He is insane, 

lunatic at work,  

evaluated by psychiatrists peaking through a 

lens, 

 

Check my brain,  

 

Look what we found, 

 

COMMON SENSE 
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* 

 

I remember                                                                                   
      my first kiss on a rainy day under a clear blue umbrella.  

 

I remember my romantic crushes and putting on a Papi Chulo poetic swag 

 

I remember my first car, a 1991 Infiniti Q45, foot down to the floor and the wind circulating 

around the car. 

 

I remember street racing in a cherry red Honda Integra Coupe feeling the cold air in my hair. 

 

I remember training into the long nights of fall, watching the sunset every day, until it turned into a 

shiny medal hanging across my neck. 

 

 

* 

 

To a twelve year old                                                                            

 

Hey little guy, what's up? We still say that, it's still cool and 
socially acceptable, don't worry. Wanted you to know that 

everything turns out OK and that a few surprises are going to 

head your way.  

 

1) You and your friends are going to split for awhile, it's cool. 

They never really leave your heart. 

2) Girls become way more fun to be around. Especially in high 

school, so.....have fun with that. 

3) You get stuck playing music, my bad. Should of picked drums 

when you had the chance! 

4) You won't really get taller, but don't worry, it won't really 

matter much at all. Who you end up as overcomes it.  

 

There's tons more you should know but, I'll just let you find out. 

As soon as 36 year old us writes, I'll let you know how much 

better or worse things have gotten.  

 

Til later.  

 

P.S......Avoid the lunch in the cafeteria the last week before 

graduation... 

 

* 
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I used to slip through the cracks,                                                    

Now I fill the void. 

 
I used to be a fish out of water, 

Now I do the fishing 

 

I used to hate my image 

Now I can‟t stop taking pictures 

 

I used to want to hide my skin from the world 

Now I spend most of my time naked 

 

I used to be an iguana  

Now I‟m a kimono dragon 

 

* 

 

Hot alive fields of poetry                                                                                

Open roads to being free 

Blue and white skies fill a hungry heaven 

Green wastelands produce the satisfied taste of a child 
Surprise behind every evergreen tree 

The summer sunlight against your spicy soul 

Chill wave music in your ear, hear it crisp 

To touch the ocean's dirt 

And to dance on ice 

Is anywhere but home 

 

* 

 

I'll travel back to a land where the dog flies                                         

 

Travel back to the spirit that was never 

Erased from my memories 

 

Travel back to the flooded island that raised me 

 

Travel the tropical world of darkness  

Inviting all the creatures to understand  

 
No doubt they'll join us.  

 

We don't need any permission from the gods, they shall travel with us  

 

Enjoy the majestic nature, where we‟ll fly,  
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Swim,  

 

Run freely without the cold  

 

Call your family,  

 

        your friends,  

 

                  your enemies 

 

Even the one's you've never been introduced to 

 

Because this voyage will be different from everything you've already experienced 

 

You'll conquer new habitat,  

 
Forgotten land 

 

           countries,  

 

                   planets and universes 

 

We don't need any permission 

 
cause that freedom is inside me 

 
Our mission will change lives radically  

 

And our trail will be forever remembered  

 
As long as my lungs occupy themselves with air from this Earth 

 

I'll always know my worth 

 

cause our minds don't last forever 

 

so I'll chose to use mine as much as I can 

 

chain a pen to my hand 

 

and whip my mind with words 

 

and our trail 

 

will be forever 

  

Remembered. 
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