Jello

A gelatinous glacier, like a flailing fire in the Franklin stove

A red rose, blossomed in my grandfather’s garden

Red like blood, shed from the scrapes of my youth

Cool like drippings of icicles that adorns grandpa’s garage

Sweet and soft like fresh baked apple pie

It is a bowl of memories from my childhood

A melodic song, tantalizing my tongue 

Sung sweetly at grandma’s

Soothing me to sleep

