
 A Letter

It’s been a while 
The last time was in a dream 
The café on the corner of  
Rue de l ’Abbaye 
We talked and talked 
Red wine intoxicating every word 
Your eyes like diamonds 
Shone in the dark night of your hair 
Hues of blue and purples surrounding you 
I was in love 
Still am 
From the moment we met through the 
pages of Venus  
I was captivated 
I was seventeen 
You ageless  
You touched my heart 
And claimed it  
  
So what news?  
Did I follow your path? 
Yes and no. 
The dreams, the laughter,  
The tears cried a thousand times 
Could have been yours 
But they were mine 

Seeking answers to life’s questions  
In the books you left behind 
I broke out of my shell  
Your silken trail left me 
In a state of hallucination. 

I took elements from you  
And added them to the alchemical process 
That became me 
Your words 
Stardust on paper 
Became abstract colours 
On canvas for me 
Your calm, my fire 
Your fire, my calm. 

Photos taken on a journey  
Black and white mirrors 
Reds  
Ochres 
Purples and blues  
Hints of green  
A Spanish dancer 
An incandescent jewel

Skimming down the Seine 
Each bridge a different lover.  
Music follows you 
French 
Spanish 
Arabic 
Movements and rhythms flood your body 
Echoing the river you dance down 
Gifts from the lovers you leave behind 

I watched you from a distance of years 
Knowing one day our paths will cross 
On an astral flight  
I will know you straight away 
Diamond eyes  
Reflected on ebony seas 
Hands touch 
Connection 
Eruptions crash silently 
Explosion of colours  
For a brief moment  
The sun and the moon  
Together 
Guard their children 
Sisters 
Then it’s over 
Me to earth. 
You the cosmos 

The sensual touch of fur on pale skin 
The smell of sex laced with incense 
Lingers in a Souk far away 
Could have been your dream 
But it was my experience 
Visions sketched in my mind  
Cross deserts dotted with shamans and no-
mads  
To land at your feet by the ocean. 

The dream is fading 
You whisper your goodbyes 
Through the photos of my memory 
The mirror closes in 
Teardrops  
Dissolve your face into a thousand shimmer-
ing lights 
Like Japanese lanterns 
They glide down the midnight river 
As the ripples of time slow down 
The water clears and all I see 
Is me 
A reflection  
Of you.


