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A Message to You

Think of the calamity of others in your own time of longing.
Scarcely do you dwell on the bandaged bridges between us, bound by 

fibers and fabric alone.
How lovely it must be, tasting the coolness of water and the softness of 

plums.
You are
Dangerous and unguided,
Alone and overwhelmed.
You cannot imagine another unless you traverse beyond the terrestrial, 
Left to dance in wonderful dreams
Forgotten upon the Sun’s resurrection.
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The Writer

The primitive markings on this page are mere imitations,
Inconceivable notions and ideas that strive to become irresistible,
Tattooed pages that possess the powers of imagination and wonder.
There is an unseen pathway marked between the mind and fingers which 

hold
Instruments of creation.
It is one that rinses away the coatings of reality.
They bare to all a soul, personally exposed to a select few.
Embellished or tamed words are all that remain left behind in this con-

frontation of self.
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