
 

 

A Poem for Hisashi 

 

Hisashi is short 

but in no way is he small 

 

his smile beams 

like a laser 

across the floor 

 

his sax resembles 

a silver dragon 

flying from his mouth: 

 

roaring and whispering 

smoking and burning. 

 

Hisashi is big 

and always beautiful. 


