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To love poetry in its infinite forms, one has to understand it, as in my view one has to use the right word, that one word that expresses the exact meaning. You might get away with it in writing a comment on a blog site, but with poetry, it has to be that one word, made up of little black figures that when set out in the right order enchant the reader, bring forth joy, excite the imagination, sadden them to tears, shock, titillate and always leave the reader wanting more.


       Rebecca Taylor-Suljic 2017.




How far.


“How would I measure my love for you,” he said when I asked him.


He pointed to the heavens, the stars twinkling with perpetuity as backdrop And then to Luna. “To the moon and back,” he said. “To the moon and back.”


“What if there were no moon,” I said.


“If that were so then to eternity and back.”


“But eternity is endless, without end,” I said.


He smiled, kissed me softly on the lips and said, “Exactly.”




Memories.


She hears his name upon the wind, “Oh, devil wind, why do you torture me?”


The clouds on high they form his face, his smile those eyes so kind, “Oh, kind wind take these clouds away.”


She falters as she remembers, the days and nights so dear to her.


She sees a pen upon his desk, a piece of paper with her name written by his hand.


His photo brown around the edges, she knows the day she took it and the things they said.


The tree they planted now blocks the sun, its shade under which they sat and talked till night, caressed by the wind of love.


His book of poems still holds the flower given to him on his last birthday, still holding a slight fragrance.


She sits there surrounded by his writings, his books and memories, his voice, his breath.


Night comes. “Oh, gentle wind of death, where are you now?”


The wind disturbs the curtains by the open window; he enters the room and says ‘its time to go.’


She takes his hand soft and gentle but strong, and the years peel away as they leave this earth and they are young once again, forever.




Love’s Butterflies.


See how they hop and jump, assisted by the zephyr, wobbling and wafting through the air/ wandering magically amongst the blossoms/


as if they have no reason/


but their wayward dance has purpose/
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