
THE ART OF 
POETRY



Waking up in the morning is a struggle,
I don’t how I got into this mess,
I have been in denial for a moment,
I have been overwhelmed by constant stress.

Not knowing how to express how I’m feeling,
I look at you in the eyes,
having no clue why can’t you see my rotten butterflies.

Silence is my strongest strength
and I know that you despise it.
I feel like the intruder to you story
and this doesn’t come as a surprise.

But why bother anyways?
I have been shouting this past week,
feeling lost like the black sheep,
hoping this is just a phase.
Despair is my best trait. The one I have been carrying,
carrying since I met you that day,
a moment I would die to replay.

But let’s subtract the r and the e to describe
how you’ve been treating me.

A useless toy I might say.
Teaching me to speak by imitation.
But let me end this my way to finally solve this equation.



Treat me like a jersey

Don’t get me dirty

In autumns rain day

Players on the field,

Swift feet move the ball in play,

Football artistry



Close you eyes and try to imagine.

Fantasize your world with no worries.

Another universe, another planet,

where you would float with no helmet.

Funny isn’t it?

That this seems impossible.

But how can you portray it in your dreams

without an obstacle?

Creativity seems to be the key to happiness.

A type of freedom.

A feeling which is completely sensed only

when the adrenaline is at its peak.

Only when you’re high and your first instinct is to eat.

A comparison I thought I would never say

but seems to be right today.

Cause people feel complicated and restricted when they are sober,

so they consume in order to gain a supportive shoulder.

Is this how this will go on?

Because if the answer is yes

I might be gone by dawn.



Cherry blossoms bloom,

Softly falling to the ground,

Springtime melody

Crisp fall morning air,

Excitement fills the schoolyard,

New year, fresh start here


