Alec Richard Kent: Poems


A Boy

There’s a boy who runs and hides,

but never cries/who always finds,

his heart’s dislikes.

He hides his shame and misery,

through constant pain & suffering.

Deceived by others understandings,

he can’t relate to them.

So now he walks away, from sight,

alone – without a friend.

and don’t think life is nothing,

don’t be a boy like him.

Others aren’t always right,

Don’t believe what others say

take pride about who you are

they can’t take that away.

Don’t be a boy who runs and hides,

don’t believe what others chat

You don’t deserve to be alone,

you are Much better than that.

Searching

searching is when you look for something,

you know you’ll never find.

of course you say you’ll find it,

but you know deep down inside,

that your searching will never end.

but the beauty of if all,

is to search with no return.

no house, no cash, no sports car,

but no discontent at all.

searching is when you look for something,

you know you’ll never find.

to search,

for a better prize,

that mercy could never get you

you can search for something, and find it,

but it’s not so great once owned,

and by keeping this in mind,

I ask you one simple question…

Are you searching?

Mind or Body

you do the action

before you think

for our hearts are filled w/ anger

how you look does not determine who you are,

your mind and soul does that.

this is how you separate

the difference of good and bad.

what you do is right or wrong

but moods can sway your thoughts.

by saying this all punishments

for actions are unfair.

But the body is judged in popularity,

and hardly your thoughts to find.

so which one is more important,

The body, or the mind.

it is wrong to judge by moods,

but it’s wrong to judge by looks.

so is life unfair,

or must you adapt.

think before your actions

and don’t feel down about your body.

When someone dies

when someone dies and you get the news

you are stunned, but you do not cry.

You go to visitation your eyes

start to water

your nose turns red.

Once at the funeral you feel depressed,

but the service you weep.

but say to yourself

there at a better place, and then you’ll know

that the dead would want you

to move on with your life,

because there is no bringing back,

so you stand up with hope,

knowing it’s what they would want.

so when you die  you watch.

see them shocked

see they cry

& see them weep,

but tell to them they should move on

and forget about the past.

Watch as they grow older,

at meet them later on.

Races

Being black is different from being white,

but does it have to be that way.

is being black really mean

you like basketball, and talk a certain way,

and is being white mean

your a goody-goody who gets all A’s.

Skin color makes up our personaties,

or is it what people think it should be.

is midlife crisis only a white man thing,

and can you really act black?

also popularity is determined by color.

if you’re white, your not,

if you’re black, you are.

but why is it this way.

looks are important, but why color.

So are blacks popular, and troublemaking,

and are whitepeople smart, & perfect.

What is your answer.

and why do we expect to act like this.

This made up nonsense.

Polite… or not

when someone gives you something

do you say thank you in return

If you do then the other person

will think very firmly,

that you  have been taught well

respectful and thoughtful

of what is given to you.

but you just sit there,

any person could think

that you’re not a great person,

for just what you speak,

or not speak.

so people will respect you

if you come out and say thank you

but feel lightly

about nothing at all

so how do you want to be thought of,

kind and outspoken,

or loathsome and withdrawn.

so next time, think a lot,

before you’re polite…or not.
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