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Defining Love in Experience & Poetry 

 Love is a bowl filled with endless hollows and truths about the many things it intersects 

with in day-to-day love. Love is something that one cannot master but that one can have an on 

and off relationship with. Love is a bowl of the various types of noodles out there. Love is the 

arrays of drinks you see at the grocery store. Love is an ever-evolving force, multifaceted and 

deeply personal, like the bowl of noodles that’s filled with twists, warmth and messiness. 

Platonic love mirrors the array of grocery store drinks: each friendship being unique in its own 

flavor. Familial love grounds us like the endless hollowing in the bowl. Sometimes imperfect, 

but essential in holding all of us together in unison and in shared history. Self-love is the truth 

nestled within all of these forms in teaching us how to value or own worthwhile also navigating 

the love we give and receive to others. Simply, Love is a dynamic mosaic of experience that 

intersects in moments of joy, struggle, and growth. The beauty lies in its imperfections and the 

way it unites the tangible with the intangible, how it challenges us to keep trying, even when 

mastery feels out of reach. 

 My personal definition challenges the typical love conventions in relation to my poems 

by oftentimes questioning, downplaying, and making the qualities of love appear to be sour 

rather than positive. My personal definition challenges the way love appears in my poems by 

pointing out the negatives of love, instead of focusing so much on the positives of love. For 

example, I try to focus on connecting my love poems to create a bigger picture of the aftereffects 

of love (negatively), how those negative attribute to effecting one’s life and challenging the 

positive conventions that love generally brings in poetry. My poems reveal contradictions and 

evolution in how I portray love in my pieces, especially because I present such a different 

perspective of love than a lot of other love poets, focusing on dreads of love for the most part.  
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My 3-4 Poems from This Semester that Engage with Love (Directly/Indirectly) 

 I’ve chosen for my poems for this semester (Poems #1-4) that engage with love 

(directly/indirectly) in a multitude of capacities. The original drafts/copies of these poems can be 

found through the table of contents, with the final/revised copies following suit (Original drafts 

of poems #1-4, and then final/revised copies of poems #1-4 afterwards). Firstly, in my Poem #1 

titled “My Shining Diamond”, I used the title as a metaphor to compare the speaker’s lover as a 

shining diamond. One line that exemplifies my portrayal of love is “to have your fingerprint 

embossed on the doorbell” (Brown) through the implication of the lover’s fingerprint being 

left/stained on the doorbell to be remembered in a positive light. In addition, the opening line 

“I’ve longed for the feeling of meeting you at last” (Brown) also exemplifies my portrayal of 

love while also complicating it. Love isn’t just about physical appearance but can appear in long-

distanced forms that make it difficult to meet someone at first. My imagined experience of a 

long-distance relationship is portrayed through “Will my appearance be welcomed in the warmth 

of a hug? / Will the everlasting gaze of my tears be writhed in judgment?” (Brown) in the 

emphasis of the speaker having to wait, complicating love in being a waiting game, and in my 

observed experience of relationships not working because one is not willing to just wait for the 

other. 

 In my Poem #2 titled “C-i-r-c-l-e”, one line that exemplifies my portrayal of love can be 

found in “every / thing / feels / inseparable / now / that / I / see / what / is / on / the / inner / 

sleeve”, in implying that the lover in question didn’t show what was on the inside until the 

speaker found out after they’d fallen in love. In addition, the lines “You stand strong and tall / yet 

the danger lies in your / irresistible charm” (Brown) exemplifies love in that the lover stood 

strong and tall, yet the speaker didn’t know about the dangers of falling in love with them until 
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after finding out about their irresistible charm (one that you can’t resist, yet is dangerous when 

you find out). These lines and moments complicate love by questioning if the other lover in 

question is a façade of their own character, and questioning intent with what’s initially seen. My 

personal/observed experiences of relationships inspired these depictions that acted as a warning 

to be careful who you fall in love with, as one may try to take advantage of you. In Poem #3 

titled “It’s okay to not know.”, digs into these experiences deeper with the opening lines “Oh? / 

Are these / stains left / in the mug?” (Brown) in metaphorically comparing the lover to a stained 

mug that carries a negative weight around with it. However, there’s also a self-reassurance 

throughout the piece exemplified through the stanza “Sometimes, I don’t feel beautiful. Other 

times, my knowledge is a cracked windshield, drowned by water coming in from the outside. In 

other times, my hair ran wild like the animals in a jungle, not of serene landscape. My perfect 

illusion of what one should be, torn to shreds by several rocks. Are the pieces of paper still 

salvageable?” (Brown). 

 These moments reflect love in that after a bad relationship comes a healing with oneself, 

a personal experience of love I still have with my own parents, complicating love in questioning 

the authenticity of their love due to their actions in the past. In Poem #4 titled “One-sided 

dialog”, the stanza that exemplifies my portrayal of love is through “I tried to tell you what I felt/ 

But you just stepped back and / Refused to listen. My tears translated to “the” / In Russian, 

where it doesn’t exist” (Brown). This moment complicates love to question the authenticity of 

such, where “the” in Russian doesn’t exist, neither does the reassurance the other love failed to 

love the speaker in question. My observed experience of psychological abuse in relationships 

inspired this depiction. The general positive experiences of love didn’t make it in my poems 

because I feel it’s necessary to show the brutal truths/hardships of love/relationships in this lens. 
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Literary Lineage & Device Analysis 

 Throughout the semester, I’ve made many poetic choices in my poems. For example, 

rhythm serves my exploration of love in “One-sided Dialog” through the anaphoric lines of 

“These poems are disturbing. / These poems refuse to sugarcoat. / These poems refuse to 

bullshit. / These poems remember the unremembrance beforehand” (Brown). These lines also 

serve the speakers serious and confirmative attitude of “I’m not dealing with this” throughout the 

poem. In “C-i-r-c-l-e”, the imagery and form of “I was all for you like Janet / but now I wish I’d 

moved to / another planet.” (Brown) explore love in emphasizing the uncertainty of love in the 

speaker being all for the lover and then wanting to move to another planet due to a falling out 

with the lover. Specifically, the fragmentation mirror love’s instability in “C-i-r-c-l-e” through 

intentionally dramatic pauses in “I / know / the / excuses / I / know / the / lies / will / I / ever / 

find / what / I’d / hoped / was / initially / forever?” (Brown). This line reflects many moments of 

fragmentation in mirroring love’s instability through the speaker intentionally taking brief pauses 

between each word as a reflection as a statement of the speaker questioning what’d just 

happened and taken place during this relationship, given the “For Mike” in the beginning of the 

piece.  

 Regarding title significance, “My Shining Diamond” frames the understanding love to be 

a diamond, a pinnacle of opportunity and light paving way for their relationship. However, the 

rest of my titles subvert the reader’s understanding of love. Specifically, “C-i-r-c-l-e” pins love as 

taking your time and in implying that love is a circle in itself that never ends. Additionally, the 

title “It’s okay to now know.” emphasizes to the readers that it’s okay to not know what you’re 

doing, and in “One-sided dialog” being an implication to the reader that the lover is 

failing/refusing to reach out to the speaker, resulting in a One-sided relationship amongst one 
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another. The poetic device I’ve mainly used to explore love in my works is enjambment, 

borrowing this device’s use/effect from June Jordan’s poems in her book “Haruko/Love Poems”. 

The employment of enjambement in her poem “For Haruko” in “into a blurred excitement / 

Then” (Jordan) uses enjambment to blur the atmosphere of the speakers into an eye closing and 

opening. As a result, this device usage diverges from Jordans in “C-i-r-c-l-e” through “So many 

things / to say about you / but little could describe /// the pain that’s a flame” (Brown) where my 

incorporation of enjambment to describe the pain being left on the speaker because of how tragic 

their relationship was.  

 In Jordan’s “Poem About Heartbreak That Go On and On”, the enjambment of “bad love 

last like a big / ugly lizard crawl around the house / forever / never die / and never change itself / 

/ into a butterfly” (Jordan) is especially emphasized in “into a butterfly” that separates itself into 

another line. In Jordan’s employment of enjambment, she separates the identity of the “bad” and 

“ugly” lizard from the “butterfly” that sits on its own line, implying that including these two on 

the same line would taint the butterfly’s already innocent and mystique appearance. Jordan uses 

enjambement to separate the love from the non-loving, the pretty from the ugly, the purity from 

the tainted. In my employment of enjambment, such as in “It’s okay to not know.” through “Oh? 

/ Are these / / / Stains left / / / in the mug? / / / What do I feel?” (Brown), I diverge from Jordan’s 

employment of enjambment by using the device to question love as a reflection onto love itself 

and how one feels after the fact. Specifically, Jordan’s incorporation of enjambment doesn’t carry 

a confrontational tone from the speaker unlike “One-sided dialog”, through “But you just stepped 

back and / / Refused to listen.” (Brown) that carries such a confrontational tone that diverges 

from Jordan’s usage of the device in separating the tainted from the pure, and the non-loving 

with the loving. 



Brown 7 
 

 In comparing lines/stanzas from my poetry and Jordan’s poem, there’s a few similarities 

to be pointed out. For example, in Jordan’s “Speculations on the Present Through the Prism of 

the Past”, the enjambment of “my chin nestling on a soft spot / in between his shoulder blades / / 

Zoom!” (Jordan) can be similar in “It’s okay to not know.” Through “The echoes of wind on the 

outside world can’t be heard from down here. / / / But wait, hear from me!” (Brown) in the 

similarity of adding a “surprise” element in the words enjambed. Specifically, “Zoom!” implies 

speeding off rapidly, and “But wait, hear from me!” implies the lover leaving quickly before 

fully hearing what the speaker has to say, the similarity being in how fast both of these lines 

progress. There’s also similarity in the impact of suddenness, especially in “It’s okay to not 

know.” through “A roaring struck the ground. Did it leave a mark?” (Brown) in asking the 

question if there’s a mark on the ground, left from the damage of the roaring. Similarly, Jordan 

incorporates something similar in “12:01 A.M.” through “ with the juice of my new destiny / / / / 

Then how should I / subsist” (Jordan) in questioning how the speaker should subsist the other 

lover in question, sharing both the same purpose (serving a question) and impact (what/how did 

it effect both of the speakers).  

 In contrast, there’s a difference in purpose in “12:01 A.M.” through “But you meant mean 

/ as in / mean / hard / gone / / like you done me / mean / hard / gone / hard / / done” (Jordan) 

when the underlined lines of “mean”, “hard”, “gone” not only being repeated but used in 

enjambment. The purpose of Jordan’s piece is to emphasize the damage caused by what the lover 

did to the speaker, in doing wrongfully in negative manners. In “One-sided Dialog”, the lines 

“Stain of the carton sat. I still feel uncomfortable in / / Trying to hug you or talk to you about 

subjects that’ve” (Brown) differentiates from Jordan’s purpose in asking a purposefully 

ambiguous/vague question, that leaves readers up more for interpretation than in “12:01 A.M.” 
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Revision & Reflection 

 I’ve provided revised/final editions for all four of my original poems. I’m only going to 

discuss the revised/final editions of Poems #1-3 (“My Shining Diamond”, “C-i-r-c-l-e”, “It’s 

okay to not know.”) in regard to the substantial revision’s I’ve made to each. Firstly, I’ve revised 

“My Shining Diamond” heavily, getting rid of the glass ceiling metaphor as Abby informed me 

through peer feedback that it’s a term to refer to inequality based on sex, a feminist concept. 

Additionally, several peers in my group encouraged me to make the form of my piece more 

consistent, which I’ve done through couplets (not 100% consistent like in the opening line of “I 

Long…” and the concluding line of “No more…”). I’ve also worked on the consistency of 

past/present tenses as Abby pointed out in her feedback, expanding upon who the speaker/lover 

is in the beginning of the piece with more description such as “I can’t wait to grip tightly on the 

emerald hoodie / you’ve always wanted to give me. / To feel the loosened skin of a tall boy who 

loved to / kill me with charm, kindness and” as both Angie and Abby wanted more in my piece. 

I’ve gotten rid of the lines “Could I ask, like a shape to a stone, / for you to be my spotlight?” as 

Angie pointed out through peer feedback that it’d confused her and it felt off.  

In addition, I’ve removed the original lines of “If you're willing to treat me right, / then 

we wouldn't have to worry.” and changed them to “Walking on the sand / I decided we wouldn’t 

have to worry” that served as an inspiration from Pablo Neruda’s opening lines from “The 

Dream”. A lot of my inspiration for revision came from Jennifer Hudson’s song titled 

“Spotlight”, especially in changing the original line of “I apologize for not liking your spotlight”, 

to be much stronger/concise with “I apologize for initially not liking your spotlight”, 

purposefully painting an ambiguity to the reader as to what could’ve happened earlier in this 

relationship that made the speaker initially unsure of dating their lover, also through the 
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concluding line of “No more…”.  Through peer feedback, Kira found it hard to stick to a 

narrative in the original draft, so I incorporated much-stronger, emotionally attached lines using 

anaphora as a strategy. For example the lines “I apologize for initially not liking your spotlight / I 

apologize for not wanting to be hugged at first. / I apologize for crying when I thought your 

everlasting gaze / / would be writhed in your judgment” use the anaphora of “I apologize” while 

incorporating an unsure narrative from the speaker during the beginning of their relationship. 

There’s a lot of emotion poured into the vivid images of “spotlight”, “to be hugged” and 

“everlasting gaze” because of this uncertainness.  

In my second revised piece titled “C-i-r-c-l-e”, I incorporated more evocative metaphors 

and imagery like in Pablo Neruda’s “Your Laughter”. For example, I got rid of the vagueness in 

the original lines “So many things / to say about you / but little could describe” and replaced 

them with “Your bowl filled to the brim of rotten candy / tainted my empty one by filling it up. 

Little / could describe the pain that’s a flame” in more evocative imagery with both of the lover 

and speakers’ bowls, with the speakers bowl being “tainted”, implying there’s a strong hateful 

relationship in the beginning of the poem between the two. Additionally, through Abby’s peer 

feedback, I made my inspiration/vagueness of the Janet Jackson reference more obvious by 

instilling “I was all for you like Janet Son Of A Gun (I Betcha Think This Song Is About You)” 

that wasn’t in the original draft. My classmate Hannah wanted more details regarding the 

relationship, so I included “All of the bullshit / lies and the way you treated my mother in calling 

her a Bitch, like you did to me.” that made this abusive relationship more obvious. My 

classmates Kira, Angie, and Grace all suggested I tone the usage of the slashes down, in which I 

replaced each of the slashes in the original draft to just two times, like in “Everything feels 

inseparable / now that I see what / is on your tatted inner sleeve”. A huge inspiration for this 
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revised poem came from June Jordan’s “New Year”, where I tried to replicate the same emphasis 

on the “!’s” throughout the piece in my piece being reflective on the speaker’s anger/hatred. 

In “It’s okay to not know.”, I focused on trying to replicate a similar structure/form like in 

Pablo Neruda’s “In You The Earth”, that starts off with one word per line, and slowly expands. 

As my peer Abby had pointed out in feedback, I’ve completely voided the italicized text in my 

revised version and instead left the font alone. In addition, I’ve incorporated more of a clear 

argument against the speaker and of another entity (purposefully left ambiguous), as Abby had 

also pointed out she wanted these voices clearer in the piece. I’ve added the line “You only see 

what your eyes want to see.” as an inspirational line from Madonna’s album titled “Ray of 

Light”, in which the overall atmosphere/vibe of the record paved a path into creating this piece. 

As Angie and Abby have pointed out during workshop, there wasn’t enough imagery in the 

beginning lines of “Oh? / are / these / stains left / in the mug?” from the original, so I added two 

new lines of imagery in “It’s colored red / Quite thick”, to paint more of a dark picture in how 

the poem begins. Finally, as Abby said, I ended the poem with the question of “Is paper still 

salvageable after it’s burnt to a crisp?” to leave am ambiguous question open to readers. 

Revising “C-i-r-c-l-e” to reflect the fragmented syntax of Pablo Neruda’s “In You The 

Earth” made me realize that love can start on such short bittersweet notes. With the poem 

mirroring how a reaction towards on can be, short in the beginning and long/detailed towards the 

end. Additionally, the fragmented state of “It’s okay to not know” mirrors a reflection of love 

being like a bookcase falling to the ground, with one book falling and then the rest shortly 

toppling down after that. Revising “My Shining Diamond” to emulate Jordan’s evocative 

imagery made me realize there’s many opportunities to mix narration with the imagery 

throughout. In short, revising my poems helped me to build stronger, more cohesive poetry. 
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My Shining Diamond (Original Draft of Poem #1) 

I’ve longed for the feeling of meeting you at last, 

to have your fingerprint embossed on the doorbell 

with the porch illuminating your presence  

as if you were the light. 

 

As I sat on the beach, 

waves crashing down upon another, 

with the blazing sun reminding us of our trust 

that I'd be fully willing to ride with your tide. 

 

To say the ocean is peaceful implies a mystique 

of a glass ceiling that'll inevitably break. 

For future battles yet to come, 

I will patiently hang onto the surfboard. 

 

If you're willing to treat me right, 

then we wouldn't have to worry. 
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Could I ask, like a shape to a stone, 

for you to be my spotlight? 

 

Will my appearance be welcomed in the warmth of a hug?  

Will the everlasting gaze of my tears be writhed in judgment? 

Tell me, are you the guard in a maximum-security prison?  

Is that you? 

 

I apologize for not liking your spotlight, 

or the fact you stand before me,  

unaccepting of my current nature. 

For time is on our side, my shining diamond. 
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C-i-r-c-l-e (Original Draft of Poem #2) 

                                                                                            For Mike 

So many things  

to say about you 

but little could describe  

 

the pain that’s a flame 

still reigns in more than 

just my daze 

 

every / thing / feels / inseparable / now / that / I / see / what / is / on / the / inner / sleeve 

 

You stand strong and tall  

yet the danger lies in your 

irresistible charm  

 

A chrysanthemum blossomed the  

moment I gazed upon you with the  
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flower rotting when I found out  

 

I / know / the / excuses / I / know / the / lies / will / I / ever / find / what / I’d / hoped / was / 

initially / forever? 

 

The days claimed to be empty 

turned out to be filled to the  

brim with spells I should’ve seen  

 

But / is / that / the / way / love / goes? / Are / you / that / somebody? / I / got / rid / of / the / ring / 

you / put / in / my / room / the / first / day / we / met 

 

I was all for you like Janet  

but now I wish I’d moved to  

another planet. 

 

                                                                                     (This note now became incomprehensible 

from tiny grey circles that eroded as the sky started to flood over) 
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It’s okay to not know. (Original Draft of Poem #3) 

 

Oh? 

Are these 

 

Stains left 

 

in the mug? 

 

What do I feel? 

 

What do you see in the ocean that was filled with the tears saved from above? Save up all your 

tears, you might need them someday. When the tears come along, will you wipe them away? 

 

A roaring struck the ground. Did it leave a mark? 

 

My scars are your beautiful. Where everything and anything is eliminated as my attention is 

narrowed to the whiteboard, not the walls around me. 

 

Autumn leaves fell from summer skies, like unpredictable Ohio weather. I can’t carry these sins 

on my back. Swim. To the ocean floor. 

 

Today I went to the bottom of the Pacific Ocean. There were lots of particles riddling the sea, 
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making it hard to see. The echoes of wind on the outside world can’t be heard down here. 

 

But wait, hear from me! 

 

Sometimes, I don’t feel beautiful. Other times, my knowledge is a cracked windshield, drowned 

by water coming in from the outside. In other times, my hair ran wild like the animals in a 

jungle, not of serene landscape. My perfect illusion of what one should be, torn to shreds by 

several rocks. Are the pieces of paper still salvageable? 

 

Our ardor for each other shaped like a shining crescent above in the sky persists on. 
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One-sided Dialog (Original Draft of Poem #4) 

These poems are disturbing.  

These poems refuse to sugarcoat. 

These poems refuse to bullshit. 

These poems remember the unremembrance beforehand. 

These poems are my reminders of truth. 

These poems are my truth. 

These poems refuse to conform with society. 

These poems are different. 

These poems are found in a trashcan placed in a desolate valley. 

These poems are found in family-owned coffee shops who actually care. 

I tried to tell you what I felt 

But you just stepped back and 

 

Refused to listen. My tears translated to “the” 

In Russian, where it doesn’t exist. 

Do you let preordained societal expectations as an  

Alligator still bites you back in the ass? 

I don’t get you, but do you get yourself? 

Back then I didn’t, but I have a new perspective now. 

You finally threw the old carton of milk away 

All rotten, molded and into another category of its own. 
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A fresh bowl of fruit remains, but the embedded 

Stain of the carton sat. I still feel uncomfortable in  

 

Trying to hug you or talk to you about subjects that’ve 

Failed to capture your grasp in the past. 

My love is your love, 

For what you give is what you get. 

Tangerines are nice but 

I was reminded of a durian. 

With spikes that resisted all 

Kinds of hands that’d grasp upon it. 

In a cartoon show, I’d learned that if I 

Tell a lie once, I may let you slip. 

Tell a lie twice, that’s not really nice. 

Tell a lie thrice, I no longer know you. 
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My Shining Diamond (Final/Revised Draft of Poem #1) 

I Long… 

to finally meet you 

to have your fingerprint embossed on the doorbell 

 

I can’t wait to grip tightly on the emerald hoodie 

you’ve always wanted to give me. 

 

To feel the loosened-skin of a tall boy who loved to  

kill me with charm, kindness and 

 

the smile that’d introduced a new color 

into such an outdated palette 

 

the porch illuminating your presence 

you are my light. 

 

Waves thrusted upon another on the beach 

our trust blazes through the sun 

 

I’m fully willing to ride with your tide 

as the mystique waves reminded us of future battles 
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yet to come. Walking on the sands 

I decided we wouldn’t have to worry  

 

I apologize for initially not liking your spotlight 

I apologize for not wanting to be hugged at first. 

I apologize for crying when I thought your everlasting gaze 

 

would be writhed in your judgement. 

The fact you stand before me 

fully accepting of who I’ve struggled to be for so long 

You’re my shining diamond. 

no more…. 
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C-i-r-c-l-e (Final/Revised Draft of Poem #2) 

                        For Mike. 

Your bowl filled to the brim of rotten candy 

tainted my empty one by filling it up. Little 

could describe the pain that’s a flame 

That’d just reignited. All the bullshit 

lies and the way you treated my mother in 

calling her a Bitch, like you did to me. 

Everything feels inseparable / now that I see what / is on your tatted inner sleeve 

Standing muscular and tall your danger didn’t lie 

in your looks, yet your irresistible charm was the hook. 

A chrysanthemum blossomed  

The moment I gazed upon you with my flower 

rotting when I found out. I wish my vase remained 

empty instead of being filled up to the brim with your spells. 

I know the excuses / I know the lies / Will I ever find what I’d hoped was initially forever? 

What way’s love supposed to go? I don’t want to be on this highway anymore! / The traffic of you 

and all of your assisted lies have got to go! / By the way, I got rid of the ring you put in my room 

the first day we met. 

I was all for you like Janet Son of A Gun (I Betcha Think This Song Is About You) 

but now I wish I’d moved to  
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another planet. 

                                                                                     (This note now became incomprehensible 

from tiny grey circles that eroded as the sky started to flood over) 
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It’s okay to not know. (Final/Revised Draft of Poem #3) 

Oh? 

are 

these 

stains left 

in the mug? 

It's colored red. 

Quite thick. 

What do I feel?  

I don’t know, 

 and that’s okay.  

My life is three-open books 

an ocean filled with tears.  

I had a little lady tell me to save up all my tears,  

because I’d need them some day. Well, did you save up all of your tears? 

There was a roar that landed on the ground, I think it left a mark.  

You only see what your eyes want to see.  

My scars are your beautiful, like my knowledge being a cracked 

windshield, being slowly drowned by water from the outside. She also told me 

that this was as unpredictable as Ohio weather. Don’t the echoes from the outside world still 

whirlwind in my mind? I know I’m not beautiful sometimes, but I don’t have to be. You wanted 

this and that from me, and I couldn’t give it to you. My hair used to run wild, all tangled-up and 

frail. My perfect illusion of what one should be, torn to shreds by several rocks. 
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Is paper still salvageable after it’s burnt to a crisp?  
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One-sided Dialog (Final/Revised Draft of Poem #4) 

My truth is disturbing just 

like how I refuse to sugarcoat bullshit. 

I remember everything beforehand. 

You are my reminder of truth to be  

someone I never want to be. 

Conform with society?  

Did the chicken really cross the road? 

 

You found yourself in a trashcan placed on the 

curb where I hope you’d get shitfaced. 

You found yourself in a family-owned coffee shop 

to “make up for the amount of sleep you’ve lost”, as if. 

 

As if you’d spend money there like you’d never take me  

out for our anniversary. “The” doesn’t exist in Russian, 

therefore you’re not in my mind anymore. I hope you accidentally 

fall into the alligator-infested waters, but I have a new perspective now. 

 

You finally threw the old carton of milk away 

All rotten, molded and into another category of its own. 
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We had to hug for the kids, but I made sure to slam the door 

but that they couldn’t hear it. You’re lucky I even 

 

Let you see my door. For what you give is what you get 

You’re a durian 

with spikes that resisted 

all kinds of hands that’d 

grasp upon it. 

In a cartoon show, I’d learned that if I 

Tell a lie once, I may let you slip. 

Tell a lie twice, that’s not really nice. 

Tell a lie thrice, I no longer know you! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


