
"Poetry is...."

by Daniel Grin

Poetry is yellow rays

of hearty sunrise warmth

floating from the edges

of a tapered crimson globe,

a moonrise show of twinkling beacons

in the night.

Poetry is contradictory elucidation,

all elements in all their might do fight then run in flight

bickering over sapiens'

heart and soul.

poetry is Gaia's clear and potent liquor

falling off a rocky ledge of mortal fear,
confrontation with awesome height,

saved by falling to your doom.

how else to see the ledge?

poetry is crickets in the sacred night

and all of nature's beautied sounds.

poetry is euphony, harmony unbridled.

No conductor but the mind's eye of the reader,

yet rooted oh so firmly in the rhythm

of the infant ear.

poetry is a symphony of sounds

that can't be verbalized through prose or 

cheap talk.

poetry is lavender aroma 

in flight off flowers in the 

spring with fertile beez abuzz buzz buzz,

but also snowfall in the dead of winter.

poetry is the granny smith of writing,

it must ripen and be taken

for it's true existence, pleasant crisp and juice,

seeds and worms alike.

poetry is language, grounded, catapulted,

sprung and unsprung

through rhyme or liberated verse.

poetry is Dante's seven hells and seven heavens

and so so so much more

((e

all ends

of the natural world

and unnatural heart, psyche.

poetry is that which hides

inside our bones, what cannot

find a voice through egoistic mind,

unmeasurable by accuracy or rulers.
the touch of heart or pelvis

mother father brother sister lover hooker pimp.

Poetry is all experience,

uncensored on a page.


