I don’t know what to write,
What if what I write isn’t right?
These bright lights crash into my eyes like cymbals loud,
And I’d rather be asleep dreaming in the clouds
At least I skipped school on Monday,
Thank goodness for President’s Day.
That barely rhymed, I see
Like a broken duet, it sounds off key
This poem's not getting better I fear
It wouldn't make a strong elegy, I hear
The rhythm's dull, it’s lost its pace,
No crescendo left to chase.
So I’ll end this now, a final coda,
Softly fading in decrescendo’s flow.
No rhyme this time, my thoughts just stray,
Like a distant memory that fades away

