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To Serly
with love

 


 

 

 

 

 

“At that time Jesus said, “I praise You, Father, Lord of heaven and earth, that You have hidden these things from the wise and intelligent and have revealed them to infants. Yes, Father, for this way was well-pleasing in Your sight.” 

 

Matthew 11: 25-27 NASB
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Before we knew each other,
we knew each other
we didn’t speak to one another,
yet we spoke to one another,
we hadn’t met
but we had known each other this whole time
and in our start we completed each other
with the void that was meant
for each other our whole lives.
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Though we weren’t meant to be
we were meant to meet,

As quick as a fleeting memory of childhood reminisces
Were we to each other,

But we were destined to cross paths,
Even by the hands of God;

Above the stars of the universe,
We lay as two separate ideas merging;

Two ideas personified by two people, you and me, 
me and you, meeting in the up-springing of our youth
But we were as old as time, even though we were not aware of it;

Since Fate had us meet in theory before Fate had run its
decided course,
We met above the stars in Fate’s determined thoughts
even before the manifestation of our meeting took place on this earth,

And this my youthful love
has made all the difference to me.
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As for my love,
my reverie is her only remains
But as long as that part of the brain
which enables her remembrance
and that other part, whether
derived from the brain or the heart,
which procreates the art of my poetic verse, 
as long as these two are at play and work,
then I can see her again;
although that same reverie causes me
to be out of touch with my world,
because in every turning woman's face,
they turn to look much like hers.
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My poetry is lovely from the sight of her.
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Here is poetry
And here are my rhymes,

And here is the form
Lovely from the sight of her
Altogether lovely,

Altogether stirred with words and heart combined.
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