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The Stain

Clearing your little library,
I confront your favourite book.

My fingers flicker through the first few pages
and discover your personal collection of notes.
The ink you spilt on the page
resembling the blood-stained garments
that you once wore.
You told me it was wine.

The bruises of ink seem thin
when blended with raindrops
from the storm that you later encountered.
They cannot be scrubbed away
and now my fingertips are covered with cranberry.


Message in a bottle

Emerald green in the light
but whiskey stained
and sickly as time goes by.
Insignificant to some
but vital to others.
You should crack open the shell,
the heart could be special.
The transparency of the body
is a window in to a secret.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Around the world
swimming in salty water
and holding a code of love
until discovered by the wrong person.
