TEXTURED VISIONS: six original poems 

by Rosa
Imprisoned

Who shall be locked in the prison of self?

Could it be the ones who are watching over the locked?

Could it be the ones themselves who lie and hide?

The ones who are buried by guilt?

The ones who pass judgment on others?

The ones who burrow into the safety of the mind, 

But to learn that it is more haunting than the cage.
Yes, I am the cage. 

Yes, I am the caged.

The one concealed in lies and deception

The one entombed in the mind

The animal in the cage

But I hold the key. 

The Unknown

Black darkness of the future

The unexpected awaits

The causes. The effects.

You trip and fall into the milky night

Sinking in, nothing to hold onto

The void is capturing you

And the feeling is not able to be placed

All Wound Up

I’m wound up and ready to go

How will the endless possibilities strike me?

Will it be a princess in a high tower?

Or a traveler lost in a desert?

 A letter between two lost lovers?

I wait for the train of thought

I hope it goes in the direction it intends, 

Otherwise, my life ends!

The life of a paper curled in a typewriter

doesn’t always have a happy ending

So much for the expected plan

Sorry prince, sorry princess

 ‘Cause here I go

into the garbage can!

Sweet Talk

I’ve fallen in love on Valentine’s Day!

After one encounter, I just want more. The sweet sugar of love is pulsing through my veins. Totally in sync with my tastes. Comforting, rich, sweet, and devoted to my interests… what more could I ask for? Luscious, engaging, savory, profound…the remedy for my usual empty Valentine’s Day. The power of sweet seduction is so distracting with the temptation of sweet kisses all around me! I’m lovesick!

Oh Chocolate, you really are sublime!

Strings

In the land of half-covered trees, there are only two sides:

Right and Wrong, Truths and Lies, Guilt and Innocence

A dark cloud above controls the mortal life below.

Our strings, tugged by an invisible foe.

Shadow Mountains looming

the power is consuming

our innermost selves.

The glitter covers the dirt,

and the dirt covers the blood.

The only surviving side is one.

Time Passing
We are all cold slabs of stone,

Each of us shaped by our identities.

They would come and go.

The sculptor of life

We are either a masterpiece or a mistake.

Time is still passing.

