                                          Chasing That Elusive Poem -Amanda Blank

I stood upon a castled cliff high over all humanity.

Here the silky breeze whispered past, with unharrassed silence.

It left the smell of summer: newborn flowers, warm days in 

that park on West and 3rd where Andy sold peaches.

On its breath my mind sails, over the edge of the precipice

into waters splashed with fish and indigo coral 

from that first grade trip to the aquarium. 

Lost in my thoughts. What a strange phrase.

I could never lose my thoughts, they linger.

Always. Linger. Even here, in this wonderful 

place of nothingness they persist. A perpetual 

force when all I want is peace, yes, a piece

of Cheri's chocolate concoction with milk. 

Mmm, summer and chocolate. Life's simplest gifts.

I offer my arms and upturned face to the sun gods.

The givers of health and bronzed skin.

Beautiful, glittering rays bite my eyes and 

turn everything white as Sandra's swimsuit.

Of course, if anyone could pull that off, she could. 

I aspire to wear sapphire, to hide my pasty surface.

Waves rustle my eardrums, back and forth,

back and forth, steady as the moon turns to bring

them life. Without that measured beat upon the shoreline

I'd surely loss my place on the page of music

I attempted to play at that stupid recital last Sunday.

Perhaps I should pay more attention to the tides. 

My tangled tapestry of thoughts unfurled itself

down to my feet and farther still; it unraveled and rolled 

off the edge, settling somewhere near the rocks that

bore a striking resemblance of my math professor.

What was his name? Can't remember. Maybe that's why 

I didn't pass his class last year.

The rolling stopped as the ruby sun tarried 

over his kingdom, expansive colors pave his decent.

Gray shadows take his place while the air cools.

I'd forgotten my purpose for coming here, my notebook

abandoned on the trampled grass. Now it's too late

for the sophisticated poetry I was supposed to create.

But who can possibly write a masterpiece                                                                                             when all that surrounds them is silence? 

