
poem 

 

what kind of poem 
is there left to be written? 
so many are there 
‘bout the moon 
‘bout the clouds 
‘neath the sea 
 
traces, escapes 
getting lost 
in the snow of time 
time running out 
dead leaves of an oh! 
eternal fall 
 
forget it 
why write one more 
there’s plenty 
to live 


