Assignment #11: Biographical Poem

I AM

I am the knowledge of the forest, the caring sigh of the wind.

I wonder why our time passes, much like a sin.

I hear the hopes trick’ling o’er the horizon

I see looks of despair look up to our jealous sky

I want the poisons to take wing

I am the knowledge of the forest, the caring sigh of the wind.

I pretend to sleep, to find something inside

I feel the weight of the world, pushing me down

I touch the flame of desire

I worry the darkness is taking its toll

I cry for our helpless souls

I understand only I have one life to live

I say I know there's something to give

I dream of a better day, with no one to blame

I try to rekindle that tiny, lost flame

I hope the time near our hearts will stay pinned

I am the knowledge of the forest, the caring sigh of the wind.

