death to poetry, i guess.

how can poems make sense if

they are made with words and the words

aren’t real but only elicit responses as all words do?
there must be a sense to these things, though I
suppose i can be quite nonsensical. we must kill
things

we don’t understand as all sensible people do.

for example,

if i were to open my chest

and take out my heart

and wring it over the pages,

i could bleed blood or spill ink

or bleed ink or spill blood.

that’s not true. or perhaps it could be.

there’s an illusion behind everything (i.e. eyelashes
and harnesses and churches

and girls and coins and roses and alabaster
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and scions and crows). there’s something or nothing.

one must always determine what is, but determining is a choice
and some say choice is an illusion. so if that’s an illusion
and my will is an illusion, do i exist or do i just exist?
(some will say they understand. or they think they do. which they don’t).
i could not decide even if i wanted to. even if i could want.

even if i could. even if i. . . what am i saying?

there is no god in poetry. therefore

i am. and they are.
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Isa is a creative pseudonym for writer Isabella Matson. Isabella is a current undergraduate
at the University of Alabama studying Creative Media with minors in Theatre and
Creative Writing. An author, poet, playwright, and screenwriter, Isabella loves to expose
herself to any form of storytelling that she can. In the future, she wishes to pursue a
masters degree for Film Studies as well as publish her own novel series. While she is
studying in Alabama, she is proud to call Wisconsin her home. She enjoys watching
movies and anime, listening to all kinds of music, eating mac and cheese, and spending
time with her fiancé, Andrew.
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