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Through the windows dark light

outside it was dark night

and a man rambles on bare feet

through my hometown street.

But this is not my home.

I am a stranger here.

For my language others do not hear

the language of my paper and pen,

telling who I am, where I've been.

It's a silent scribble on a page.

The unheard words of my soul.

No, the others they do not know

of the things I've seen and felt

in this life I've been given, or dealt.

Dining alone another night.

Tears flow, so that I've lost my sight.

They not hearing the echos of each others soul.

their hearts cry out with eternal woes

I have no lover, only my pen and paper.

Thoughts and words that vanish in a vapor.

I don't speak slowly, or stick to surface streets.

I don't speak with no meaning, like Keats.

Perhaps they are afraid of my words.

Not words necessarily, but their approach to them.

I'm tired of writing those nice poems, using shadow words.

But the honest ones may frighten you. 

