Murder a Page
My friends who would of knew that the swoop of a pen,
would be more powerful then a hundred thousand men.
Or 230 pounds of sin in the flesh!
So I’m here to manipulate ink, giving paragraphs breaths.
Teaching the page to think, making your ears digest,
the best thing a pen ever left behind.
I am kin to the sun, but I never rest my shine.
I spend 24 hours a day keeping you blind and
warming your soul.
Overlooking your growth.
I invest in a days time, a whole year worth of or grind.
Out of my mind living on the page.
Everything I am, birthed as a phrase.
Living as a sentence,
growing as a way.
To communicate the vivid and
speak only when someone is paying attention.
A message in the message,
my strokes massage in between the bone structure of the paper,
aka the lines.
Tattooing my personality with ink that isn’t even permanent.
But when read, it stains the thought process of the ignorant,
the diligent, the inconsiderate, even the belligerent.
Unconcerned with censorship.
Here is your membership,
to the murder of a page.
In the grip of a rage, that is my hand;
which will twist and move swift across this land made from wood.
Causing devastating blows leaving behind a brainstorm that could

initiate your mind.

I hope the murder of this page, in a sentence or less,
will cause a mass spread of brainstorms so contagious.

That the whole world will think at the same time,
page found slain!
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