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Dedicated to the Dream of Love.
Christmas Day, 2023.

‘Love is cruel.
Love is unjust.
Love may not give you what you desire.
But if you live your life without
the dream of love,
you are no longer human.’

This poetry was given to the Impossible
Woman in an Impossible Way.

The Ending is Tragedy.

What did anyone expect? She is Impossible.
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water to the drowning
water to the desert’s thirst
water to the sun
water to the fire...
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I am the maker of words about the beautiful
I am the choreographer of the dancing eyes
of the silent lips which turn downwards
into those sudden frowns
into the golden valleys of her skin
I am the artist of those brown eyes
darker than the depths of the sea

if there is poetry of a sort
it is because she is a poem
if there is magic of a sort
it is because she is a spell
which flies like perfume
from that lustrous hair
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they grow even though they are cut
they prosper in water
they linger in the mind
the ghosts of love gone wild
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her hair is full and shining
like the waves of the sea
swimming with life
her hair is chocolate
warm and delicious
sweet and embracing
her hair is strength
a halo about her
above her wings










