Non-Cheesy Love Poems
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The Love that Fits…
by Conecia Burke 

The Love that fits is…
The ice cream to the cone,
The salt to the shaker,
The stove to the kitchen [image: image16.jpg]



And the charger to the phone. 

The Love that fits is…
The candy to the candy store,
The books to the library,
The picture to the frame,
And the lock to the door. 

They may not always go together or fit in the right way,
But without one or the other things won't work the same. 

Minus any dysfunctions or confusion between the two,
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They belong together,
I Want                                                         As do me and you. 
by Bibi Ally
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You are the sugar in my tea,
You are the soapy bubbles in my warm bath,
Your voice is a raging sensation, like the tantalizing sound of morning,
I want to feel your hairy hands down my spine, 
Your cold feet drive me wild,
I want your skinny knees on me,
I want to be whirled up in your tornado voice, 
You are my monkey,
I want to see that bad boy smile,
I want to make your teeth sweat even on rainy days, 
Stare at me with those frying pan eyes,
I want to drown you in my tears,
I want to be your goddess. 
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Stuck with You
by Carlene Tung

Why I love you, I don't really know.
You aggravate me to the fullest, yet still manage to make me glow. [image: image2.png]



Because you are so damn dense,
I feel the need to scream so it can all make sense.

I'd rather whisper those words in your ear,
But sometimes you simply cause me to tear.
Tears of happiness, tears of pain, 
I know it will happen to us again.

You are excessively stubborn and at times I give in,
But not all the time as that would be a sin.
Plus, I'm more stubborn and I want to win.
So if you ever think you're right, you're not, just go on and say I'm thin. 

If you are late, you'll never hear me nag,
But just so you know, you'll be filling my shopping bag.
When using an excuse, at least try and play it smart.
It probably still won't work and I'll end up tearing you apart. 

Opposites attract?
Not for a fact.
I have good taste,
And choosing you was proven not to be a waste.

From the first glance, I had no clue.
No clue that a person could ever be like you.
How deceitful, boy I was wrong! 
You were even greater than I had imagined all along.

Never knew it could be this good.
Never knew you really understood.
Never knew you were capable of making this real.
I'm so glad that you chose to kneel. 

It has been a good while,
Yet you are still the first that I dial.
You've made many ups and downs for us,
But you still manage to make a big fuss.

Either way, I'm here to stay.
I'll never leave or go away. 
You set my soul on fire,
And complete my every desire.

But you if ever take me for granted,
You'll end up walking as if everything was slanted.
Not only that, I'll literally set you on fire,
And you'll be hoping that there's a nurse for hire.
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Just My Luck
by Sherri Mohan

When I asked for sugar,
I got salt. 
I never tasted anything sweeter.

When I asked for a large drink,
I got a medium. 
I never felt more content.

When I asked for five red, juicy apples
I got a green sour one.
Nothing quenched my taste buds like it. 

I asked for brown highlights in my hair,
They came out bright blue.
I never looked better.

I studied hard to get an A, on my math test,
Instead, I received a B-.
I never felt smarter.

When I wished for Mr. Perfect 
I got stuck with you.  Just my luck.
I never felt happier.

Bittersweet Love
by Michelle Costa

I hope that throughout our time together, we will suffer many sad times.
That way, we will cherish the happy ones, that much more. 

I hope that we will encounter more darkness than light.
That way, we will learn that darkness together is better than contentment apart.

I hope that we argue and fight because
that way, we will learn to mean everything we say. 

I hope that at one point during our journey, you will tell me farewell.
This way, when you return, we will make every second worth it.

I hope that our life is paved with stormy weather.
This way, we will learn to never take those sunlit days for granted. 


I hope that together we will go through many hardships,
because then we will learn that no obstacle can stand in the way of true love.

I hope people criticize our passion and pray we do not make it.
This way, we will learn that in the end, their opinion does not matter and that this road is between only you and me, not us and them.

I hope that tears will fall, and frowns will appear,
because then we will learn the real value of the friend we have found in 
each other.

I hope that above all, our lifetime together is far from perfect.
That way, we will know what the right path for us is, and learn that when in love, the sweetest of things come from the most bitter of times.
Onion�by Donna Roberts�I hand you a fragrant onion.�Not a velvet heart or a thornless rose,�I hand you a simple onion.��It is a moon wrapped in brown paper;�The pungent passion it encases will make you giggle later. �Its platinum loops shrink to a wedding ring, dropped by a dove�And it promises light, like the careful undressing of love ���It will bling you with tears like a lover;�The pain you endure is unlike any other. �Your reflection will become a wobbling photo of grief;�It hurts to think that the memory is far from brief.��Its scent will cling to your fingertips.�Its fierce kiss will linger on your lips�Possessive and faithful as we are, �For as long as we are.��I give you a pungent onion.�Not a valentine bear or sentimental song;�I give you this beautiful onion.





The Last Night�by Richard Hinton��As we sit around the fire of our final night�the eternal flame of the friendship around, glows�along with the brightness that engulfs us. �The sun has set and the moon begins to flow�the s'mores have fallen and hot dogs are in the pit.�Beached logs used for timber double as our seats�but by the time we reach the bay of Thea's�after driving over the train tracks and pointy rocks �it is already cold to the point of freezing toes.�Many miles have we come to enjoy the laughter�and what a time it will become after�the final night as the moon glows, we sit together�not alone, for our bear is here. �The true friendship around us we hold like a pack of matches next to our�heart�but as the time for us to finally leave has come�we all turn around together�and think to ourselves we'll remember forever�the night the heron took flight ��will always be our last night.











