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Autumn’s Gate
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Though the wheel spins anew,

through Autumn's gate

I walked with you.

You were not what I expected.

so different from who I am,

so I doubted my own sanity.

I walked through Autumn's gate,

when the veil hangs loose,

I found you there with me,

stepping forward hand in hand.

For this life, 

through trouble and doubt,

Into the next with dreams to choose.

In time I thought I understood,

the strife and trouble we had faced.

Only to learn that with you

is my one true place.
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A Fallen Angel
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I was gifted with you,

even if you doubt,

an angel from heaven

fallen into my lap.

I see those wings

that you have tried to hide,

and the halo slipping

to one side. 

I am grateful every day

that heaven lost an angel

which fell my way.
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By The Time You Read This
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By the time

you read this,

I'll be gone.

Left here for

the great beyond.

I long ago

hid it away,

fearing the reaction

to what I had to say.

I wanted to tell you

how much I care,

that I would for you

go anywhere. 
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I wanted to tell you

you are my light,

guiding my way

through the soul's

darkest nights.

For all of my wants

and deep desire, 

I found that I lacked 

the courage just to say

how much I loved you

face to face.
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Anti-Love
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I expected to fall from grace,

to tear up my poetry

as the stand-off

with love's embrace...

Against it I stood,

filled with tears

for I had known the opposite

for so many years...

That is when I learned that

anti-love was not at all

the same as hate,

sometimes it was simply

regret come out too late.
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Describe me with poetry,

punctuated perfectly.

Make sure that it is lyrical,

and ever so slightly magical.

For it seems to me,

that the soul is written

with lyrics and verse.

Made up of magic,

stars, and natural song.

Meaning that each of us

were poetry all along.
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Emerald Seas
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Parting of the

emerald seas,

broke the ties

of faith and lies.

Picture perfect

golden grain,

spoke clearly

of divinity again.

And somewhere in between

where the simple brown of

home met with the grey of hearth,

I learned to love myself again.

Every poem carries your name

My mind is focused,

you are all I can see.

You are written in my eternity,

I am your immortality.

For you have been imprinted in

my dreams and in my waking,

Until you are all that remains,

So much so that every single

poem that I write carries your name.

In the tides of eventuality

exists a poet's soul,

an old need for you 

and all that you bring. 
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Not all gifts must be

dear nor costly.

Poetry written,

or snippets from another's

dripping pen.

Tis the thought given

to brighten the world,

shaking the thought that

I don't deserve the smile

handed to me.
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Isle Of You
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Would that I could

exist solely on an

isle of you.

Sustained by the salt

on your skin,

given the ability to

delve deep within.

Spending all of my time

learning to travel across

the miles of you,

ne'er feeling lost.
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