Voice and Poetry Session
Poem taking rhythm, mood, description  to an unexpected event
Bernadette Horton

Delft blue
undulating cornflowers
reflecting the cerulean summer sky
in
the cottage garden.
Lavender languishing, bathing brightly
rippling in dappled sunlight, pushing
scented sprays of delicate herbal camphor
into the tranquil halcyon of this idyllic rural dwelling.

July.
Jubilant jubilees of iceberg roses
married contentedly to pink blushes, reds and sunset yellows,
too pretty to stand as centurions along the meandering path
to the ebony front door
now scarlet slashed
like an open wound -
in bombshell opposition of summer.

A tiny gap,
A cut –
The body lying crucified upon the 
mosaic, archaic floor.

The flowers dance no more
but
agonizingly turn in obsequious servitude,
petals aghast, repose desecrated eternally
by the bloodcurdling act.
