Sterile

Sterility gives me a disease

A white room with 4 walls

A blank canvas that has never been touched
Given a rainbow of colors and a huge paintbrush
You get ripped from the room

But, your mid painting

Ice
We are all born water
a part of the sea,

guppies grouped to survive

if you’re lucky enough,

you'll stay that way

a wave crashing into the sand

yet, some people aren't lucky

they turn into ice, stuck at 32 degrees
looking for their heater

to bring them back to their pure self



Endeavorment of Meeting Someone There
Listening to every word I have to say

As if it is poetry

The trails of an

endeavorment of meeting someone there

Is something I don't want to do for you

Boiling
As I was drowning you tied rocks to my legs

But now I've hiked to the peak

You ask for honesty

Do you want the ‘right” answer?

It simmers in her chest

Like water left to boil

High pitched hissing

I turn up the stove

Was that the right answer

Or just the truth you feared?



