
Through a Poet’s I 
 
Eye seem to have a poet’s I. 
Not for any particular rhyme or 
 
reason. Maybe it’s just because 
I have always been 
 
will always be 
unfinished. 
 
Uncomfortable in happiness. 
Incomplete in unhappiness. 
 
Confident in introspection. 
One I down the road. 
 
One eye out for beauty: 
Always and Ever. 
 
 
	  


