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Bat In A Cat

There once was a hat

a bat is in the hat

if a cat eats the hat
then the bat is in the cat
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Emotion/Felling

Fear is glossy black like the center of a Doberman's eye,
it snarls through my heart trying to kill my courge.
It makes me to find the fight to stand up.
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Inside/Books

books are things with word inside but they are more

than words my friend there is words that somebody

else has come up with so read that somebody else

has come up with so read it that's why it was made so read
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Inside/Hand

most humans have hands a hand is something
that helps you move things it has nerves that help
move it hands are the most important part of the body.
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Inside/Heart

in your body is a heart a heart filled with love waiting to love somebody or
something.
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Inside/Pens

inside a pen is ink ink that is waiting to get
out out to write things words, poem, stories
all kinds of things it saying let me out let me out
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Inverse

there once was a man all knowing

with a brain that just would not stop growing
but a bump on his head stud up and said

'T think my head is exploding'
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Ouiet Poem

Ouiet is at a lake watching the birds fly fly into the sky.
quiet is at a lake laying in the water the cool water just sating.
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Quiet Poem

Quiet is camping sating around the campfire
watching the flames the sparkes fly into the air

justin webster

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

10



Rage

Rage is dark red like the devil down below us.
It burns through my vains whe he trise to get in me.
It makes me mad as nails when the devil does that.
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Riddle/Tree

to hug or climb to trim in time to use me
to build to grow or cut to animal I'm a home
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