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I Write

I write
consumed with emotions,
negative, positive, and/or undecided

with the pen as my medium,
I translate my soul to paper,
I relinquish all secrecy, I eradicate all pain,
I express the very things that words
have been incapable of reproducing

I write
about the struggles that one faces when being true to himself,
about the joy
that a father endures with his first glance at his newborn son,
about the heartbreak
of a woman done wrong by a deceitful lover,
about the obstacles, about the pain,
about the defeat in battle on the eve of absolute victory

I write 
unconcerned about one word rhyming with the next,
unhindered from thoughts of praise or criticism,
unrestricted BY the chains of grammar and punctuation,
unhampered by filters with complete disregard of all but my paper

I write 
represented in strength by the pen,
represented in energy by the ink,
represented in time by the loose leaf paper,
represented in life by my composition book,

I write
inspired as I cruise through the inner depths of the city,
inhaling and exhaling the vapors of the Village,
passing sites and neighborhoods that represent moments in time,
resurrecting memories and recollecting the past

I write
to revive the heartbeat
of a generation that has gone numb

negative, positive, and/or undecided,
consumed with emotions,
I write
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Taking a glimpse out the window
full of rain drops.  Seeing the 
drops land on to the tree.
Trying to hold on to that single
branch, it falls.  The branches
hiding the only brightness
of my day.  A cherry blossom.
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