The Sound of Ink can be everything, but one.
My heart sends vibrations to my brain that dances around both hemispheres, as if you're tight-rope walking on the equator.  My brain shoots thoughts into my hand like a circus cannon into the net. The net being the paper.  The pen...Connecting us into perfection.  Dying for a connection...Oh what irony...
How the words become visual appetizers for my backwards eyes to mirror them into my brain.
For my brain to send it back into the direction of my heart.  For my heart to send it up...But this time, it stops halfway.  It doesn't make it all the way to the top. 
It uses my tonsils as a microphone to keep the rhythm beating on your eardrums.

The sound of ink can be everything, but one.
Ocean waves crashing...The birth of new born baby...The sound of an orgasm....The sound of a spiritual orgasm...The sound of God herself.
It's the ability to take a Picasso painting, melt it down into wax, and spin it on your record player, just so you can hear the beauty that he painted.

The sound of ink can be everything, but one.
And that is...silence.  
Because then the ink goes back into the pen....The poem shoots up your arm back into your brain...Your brain uses it's fear-driven self-defense mechanism to create Alzheimers around your words. The net gets pulled back and shoots your poetry back into your cannon with perfect precision.  
And the poetry goes right back into your heart......
Where it will be a prisoner....to silent poetry. 
To unspoken thoughts.
To invisible words.

The sound of ink can be everything...but one.
