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Dear Alexandra
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Dear Alexandra,

One cannot control nor authenticate another's emotions

Akin to one cannot orchestrate the tides in the ocean -

No lunar dominion can be exacted to render an opinion

That the one who beholds you is a loser not; now a loose rack and pinion -

Thus, one cannot steer a vehicle that paves the boulevard,

Rather, veer amongst the potholes or weave through the debris, discard. 

This card sent to you, declares desire to console and to be able to know

All the many fascinations you possess and the knowledge you profess

A thirst to converse about the prose and verse that you rehearse,

In my your many inclinations, whether the weather is better or worse -

For you can seethe with hatred,

But your adversary is blameless

You can direct your acrimony toward me

Never once did I wish you ill -

All I wanted was to watch you glance out from the windowsill

With curly auburn hair falling down your back,

As I smile back -

With love and affection, 

Very truly yours - 
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Her Eyes Are Kind
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Her eyes are kind,

A nebula of beryl, violet, and bluebells

Which illuminate like lightning against a shadow of rain

On a misty summer night.

They survey the landscape

Like bees buzzing through fields of rapeseed,

Deep in thought, shallow in presumption

Full of empathy and attention.

Her eyes are not like mine

For mine, dilate at the sight of her smiling

As she looks up tenderly,

Speaking brazenly to tease playfully.

But her eyes shine with kindness,

Her affection cannot be concealed,

Rather her soul is revealed

As the window is an antique lattice

Made of the finest glass,

Still like a pond on a fresh autumn afternoon,

Inviting me to dive into her arms

And intimately bathe with her, in their warmth.

Her eyes are kind

They complement her ruby cheeks and scarlet lips,

Never hiding behind her long auburn hair or veiled under any sunhat,

A most distinguished paragon, a floral tarragon

Emanating a distinctive fragrance from within,

Cloaking everything that she gazes upon in elegance.

The tides may crash, the wind may roar,

The temperatures may soar, and the ice may thaw,

But nevertheless, I am forever lost in her eyes,

Happily coming apart in her soft and gentle hands.
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Poetry About Miss Lee
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Everything I write is an overture

Dedicated to her image in my mind -

The curvature of her spine,

The shape of her figure,

Her bosom and bust,

Love and lust,

I slip into a rut.

I am sighing at the sight of her thighs,

Delighting in her cupid's bow smile;

Unfurled across porcelain.

A doll and debutante -

Fire and ice -

Auburn hair and blue eyes,

Encroached by corset and crinoline, 

I am engrossed in torture and agony...

For if I could reach through the ether

Spanning time and space,

I would struggle and strain

If my fingers could cup her face

And graze against her rosy cheeks

To press my head against her flesh

So warm, yet tender, soft and plush

Bringing all the chatter of this world, to a hush...

I’d fall to her waist and clutch her knees,

To feel her, smell her, and to hear her speak...

To behold her and listen to her breathe.
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On the Edge of Marple
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Going down to Marple,

Praying my anxiety don't attack again

I stood there, standing square

As many drifted onward, unaware -

I saw your picture from long ago,

Hair done in a coiffure, dress as white as snow,

Felt the urge to smoke as I longed for hope -

So, I went into the ASDA to find a pack of Marlboros

Got in the car, put my foot to the gas,

A million and one thoughts circle fast,

Oasis then Hootie on the radio,

Have I been too late, perhaps we'll never know.

I've been alone in my thoughts

And yet I can't stop and think,

There is always so much in front

Now, gone in one blink.

My heart sunk low with nowhere to go,

So, I am heading down to Marple,

You’ll find me standing there

As all drifted onward, unaware –
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Outside Derwent
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Leaning against the wall,

Hands in pockets,

Standing out in the rain.

Watching all go by -

Whilst travelling on a train;

Of thoughts,

Which forge forth their own lane.

To another wayfarer -

Just some random guy,

With a winter hat and bubble coat,

Glancing down the road;

Itching his beard;

Adjusting his glasses;

Scribbling down these very notes.
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Florence May 
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Have I been possessed?

Suddenly finding capacity to do unspeakable things?!

Retinopathy in my mind's eye

Severed nerve endings tether my psyche.

I am doing that which I hate;

And abdicate what I love.

Is this just the condition?

Or am I truly ill?

Traverse inscriptions on headstones

It all reversed from the present to future

For another to glance back to the past,

Desperate to live that instant –

Haunted by no omen, focused on the notion

To sprout orchards that thirst for living water;

Drunk off the nectar of a wilted daffodil - 

Which blossomed and toiled from the soil beside a grave.

What was once a horizon, now a landmark blurred in posterior

Whistling by someone's hour to go, five minutes ago,

Whilst counting the seconds between the two points in question.

To connect them and align them intricately, the ambition which eludes me.

Please show me the way, Miss Florence May...
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