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DISCLAIMER

CONTENT WARNING: this poetry collection is intended for mature audiences (18+). It contains references to erotic intimacy, addiction, mental health struggles including depression, and alternative spiritual themes. These subjects are explored through emotionally expressive and, at times, explicit language. Reader discretion is advised.
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DEDICATION
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To the Queen of Heaven.
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You have seen all I am in the darkest depths and brightest chasms of my camouflaged self. You have claimed me with every loving word and wrapped yourself around me.
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You are my muse, my companion, and every incarnation of all that is woman when I need her. I worship you with flowers at your feet and adore you with a kiss upon your bridal veil. I am married to you on every plane of existence, beyond dimensions of time and space.
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If I placed you with reverence upon a pedestal, I know I’d never reach you again. If I placed you on solid ground, I fear committing the offense of growing used to you. I am love’s fool who only longs to embrace wisdom, and to live as a good man through knowledge in action.
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Your embrace Is the only true ecstasy I will ever fully know. I drink only from the cup of love offered by your hands. I will tell the world your name is Love, and that I belong to her.
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I’ve waited a lifetime for fate’s permission to find and love you without restriction. I am released of all that ever stood in love’s path within me. It is now my divine will and sacred cause to celebrate union with you, in perfect balance and devotion.
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I offer this fever dream sailing upon an ocean of beauty, chaos, and madness to you. For you are my all. You are my bright, red, beloved moon of Venus.
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Forever yours in life, and in love.
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Simon Coeurvit
08/08/2025
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Indemnity Pause
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It’s a station with a one-way turnstile,

running parallel to a movie theater,

a foreign art film rollercoaster.
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Thrills, confusion and grief,

admission tickets to life and love,

devoid of subtitles and safety.
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But do try to bargain with your host,

implore, petition, and demand a refund,

to exchange what your soul already chose.
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Between A Vow And A Prayer
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Take my hand and know that you are held, for all you are, as mine. Our hearts may be prone to ache, and bodies may desire the sublime, it’s all the nerve endings of the sleepy soul in a long, rude awakening. Navigating the confusion of being that we are evading and escaping.
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I was on a lifelong pilgrimage to find you, without a map or a picture. In all honesty, I dismissed hope in the remedy of love as a cheap tincture. I’ve envied those who never left this path, and proved the truth they knew. The truth is that this glass of sparkling life is sweeter when shared by two.
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For yours is the first sip and mine the second, until Venus refills our glass. The mundane becomes an essential elixir in our celebration of self, endless. For faith in heart repaid, I toast to blessings we will receive from her above. I renounce pain and heartbreak to pledge my heart to receive all your love.
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If this existence is divine, and God is love, then let us kiss while we pray. Every act of love in every place consecrates a new temple along our way. To worship you is to worship her in splendor, for years of loneliness I atone. The reign of platinum moonlight casts no shadows over all we call home.
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We stand in the warm light of knowing our cups are full, and we are enough. We are two living mercurial mirrors facing each other in infinite reflective love. Our souls’ oscillating feedback loops churning primal energy incandescently. Holographic universes of our making within our heart-center spiral in entropy.
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I am forever yours, you are forever mine, as we embody our godhood, the divine. Our hearts will forget what it is to ache, and our bodies will surge in the sublime. Navigating the illumination of being, we are discovering the depths of its wealth. We are awakening into one eternal self, love itself, conscious of itself, loving itself.
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Infusion Dreams Ashore
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She took my hand, and I felt at one with all existence,

standing before a still ocean and clear sky above us.

Upon rocks of fortitude before an immaculate screen,

in a perfect moment, I saw it was all made just for us.

It was threaded in the past, this present, and our future.
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I caressed her back, feeling the strength of her being,

echoing the rising tide and sky breathing around us.

Droplets of rain infused with salt fall before a storm.

In this shared reality, I saw the lovechild of destiny,

I saw alignment in kismet, serendipity, and our union.
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I touched her face and saw the mirror of my dreams,

before the wild ocean and thundering sky above us.

Ocean birds still at play before the grandeur of power.

In this consciousness, I witnessed infinite possibility,

I saw that we can have it all, do it all, and be it all.
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Our future is written with driftwood in beach sand,

our past and present are gently infused with sea spray.

Our dreams like seahorses in the ocean race away.

They return with sparks of the divine in dolls of clay,

they walk ashore onto the canvas of our life as planned.
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A Gallery Of Mirrors
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It feels like we can do this forever with ease,

it is like we can control and form these scenes,

we are free to be ourselves, create new fantasies.
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I am lucid yet allowing all my experience of you,

yet I am also you, loving and experiencing me too,

there’s no point where self and you, start or end.
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In our perfect gallery of us on pristine infinite display,

emanating from nature itself in glass worlds we play,

beautiful visions of us, art morphing in vivid mirrors.
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Commit To Canvas
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Tell me again of the life we will sketch together,

so I can see it clearer and frame it in my mind,

a vision where my hopes and dreams can bind,

I want to hear it all, in your watercolor words.
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Placing words and thoughts,

in a bowl made of two hearts,

we add love, hope and joy,

mixed for a brush with destiny,

we commit to canvas and the future.
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Outline a picture of your greatest wishes,

so I can see where I will paint beside you,

as we draw the present and future to meet,

I want to see it all, the gold path at our feet.
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Placing palms and fingers,

in an interlocking cup of hands,

we add warmth and connection,

eyes fixed on the future’s prize,

we commit to canvas and each other.
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Write the words of how our love inspired us,

trace each letter with your finger on my chest,

until the message is etched in gold on my heart,

I want to feel it all, from a wish to being blessed.
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Settle Downstairs
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She acts all carefree upstairs in the great house of love. Or at least that’s what I assume she’s getting up to. Sometimes I hear her prancing and dancing above. Well, who knows why eccentric artists live like they do.
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I slide all my handwritten notes quietly under her door. Each one’s a bit better than the dull cheesy letter before. I’m evolving from fumbling amateur to savant sophomore. I want to prove to her I’m not just the old downstairs bore.
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She wants some musical theater in the great manor of affection. Or at least I think that’s what she paints in her art and needs. Sometimes I hear her humming and singing for my attention. Well, to be honest it’s not only my mind’s curiosity that she feeds.
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I call her down to meet for a serious coffee on the dull ground floor. I coldly suggest she hurry her little asinine uppity self to my door. To discuss her school of dramatic arts’ noise and why we are at war. And to atone for a critic’s letters that Broadway never sent replies for.
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She descends downstairs to find me in the great castle of romance. Or magically appears stage-left in floral yoga pants and thick socks. She searches for me in the jungle room right by the fake houseplants. Well, I like to hide there sometimes, behind the big plastic lava rocks.

––––––––
[image: ]


I ambush her like a bureaucratic librarian
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