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What is it that makes a statement
so fierce-?

Do the letters team up against you,
devising their sinister plots—
fighting for a common cause?

Each word strategically placed
like army platoons\ready for war.

Or gang members

protecting their territory

on the very last page.

Are words really that powereful?

Or are they just simple pawns
battling on plain white chess
boards?

Nothing more

than the marriage of pen and paper—

the alliance of tongue and breath.

Maybe some words just sit there
like tigers in their little jungle

just sitting...

waiting. ..

anticipating their chance to pounce.

By: Delvin Davis
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