It doesn't take melting rainbows for me to see beauty.
Because even the colorblind can play games of chess
I cross my eyes in order to get into a staring contest with my third eye..
It seems to always win.
My reflection seems to always grin...as if it's holding a secret within.
Why should I attempt to arm wrestle the hands of time, when all it wants to do, is give my soul a massage?
And sometimes my ego becomes so inflated.....that I look for nails on the road of life to give myself a flat tire.
Because that's the only thing that would get me to submit to my knees...
That's the only thing that would allow me to fix something that's broken...
To uplift myself.
My soul is a blank canvas..
My thoughts are the paintbrushes that create the art that I call experience...
There are times that I get so sad that I have to do headstands in front of mirrors to convince myself that I'm smiling..
Taking upside down pictures in an upside down world just so I can see straight.
Listening to jazz while staring at art, during a breathing session...just so I don't feel hate.
I take the hands on the clock and put them in a straight jacket so I can try to control time

Keep my mind busy...Keep my mind busy...

If the voices are in my head, then my existence is only in yours.
And there are times that I'm not allowed to write poetry anymore...
As if my pen gets claustrophobic when I wrap my fingers around it..
As if my pen has been raped so many times that it shivers the second I try to touch it.
For writing poetry is the best example of death breeding life.
The pen must lose its blood, in order for me to create.
The pen must die, in order for my words to live.
If only it knew, that its ink will now be tattooed onto the paper.
That it's ink will now be recreated in my brain.
That it's ink will now become a sound vibration through my voice.
That its ink will go from it's safe shell leading a meaningless life....into the eardrums of complete strangers.
You are a hero my pen. And you will never be forgotten. 
Through poetry, you will live forever.
Through time, you will ripple waves of inspiration.
It doesn't take melting rainbows for me to see beauty.
Because even the colorblind can play games of chess

