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“When love is not madness, it is not
love.”

~Pedro Calderon de la Barca

“A dreamer is one who can only find his way
by moonlight, and his punishment is that he sees the dawn before
the rest of the world.”

~Oscar Wilde

“Love is not dead, that dies again.”

~Candice
James







Essence

I am the essence of my words today;

A living breathing poem newly born.

If it be worked into a tragic play

Then channelled out in music through a horn

I’ll write to recompose myself again

Into a sonnet for the world to read.

To germinate and be blessed by the rain,

Those words that grew so tall from such small seed.

But if by chance this book of me you close

And lay it on the shelf to gather dust,

You’ll miss the dew kissed essence of the rose

And all my silver words will turn to rust.

I give to you my essence in this
breath;

These living breathing words that know no death.



Sonnet Fever

Poetic dance within itself begins.

Words scramble for positional heartbeat.

They move and groove to rhythm riddled sins.

The dance floor bursts into exceeding heat.

A sonnet fever by another name

Is malady symbolic of the soul.

The symptoms manifest are all the same.

The white is stark, the black as black as coal.

With raging bloodshot eyes that hypnotize

In ever tight’ning vice upon the mind

Insanity doth harness my demise,

As darkened moods continue to unwind.

For sonnet fever, there is no respite.

It writes love’s pages at the edge of night.


 You Lay Me Down

You lay me down on fields of velvet
dreams,

Beneath a ceiling dusted with moon glow;

Then passion’s river eddies, swirls and streams

Abducting us into the swift and slow.

Hypnotic rhythms smack lust’s slick desire;

Then riding high we spur the red hot steed.

In shafts of moonlight turned to liquid fire,

We’re bleeding through the eye of passion’s need.

You lay me down again in bed of lies

On sheets of satin stained with glory’s blood.

I see my teardrops shining in your eyes.

You hold them back aware my world will flood.

You lay me down and leave me here to
burn.

Inside the fragile hope you will return.



Shadow Land

A chanting whisper from love’s lost and
found

Doth beckon me. I’ll chase your ghost tonight.

A haunting memory; I hear the sound

Of voices, shadow dancing with the light.

An aching heart with palpitating beat;

A fevered spirit, racing pulse in wrist;

Desiring flame and your exceeding heat,

That you and I may rise as one in mist.

A brush, a touch, I swear your ghost is near.

A tender kiss, the taste of whiskey breath,

Then I slide down the hard edge of a tear.

Asleep; awake. I shadow box with death,
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