Star-crossed

Initials enclosed in a makeshift heart,
Pricked ears aching to hear the singing shell;
Waves whisper to the moon, crash, fall apart,
Whilst scattered stars brew up their wishing spell.

Invisible thread strewn across oceans deep,
Watching her charm, the skies eye grows giant; 
‘Til lids close down and she gives way to sleep, 
Lighting the day that the chords fell silent.

Tired feet slashed scarlet by fragmented shards,
Mirroring the colours of the bruised sky;
Illuminating the cruel pack of cards,  
The bones of past lovers’ last mourning cry.

Knowledge – a fate more fortunate than most,
Promise with potions you’ll never engross?
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Paper 

I stare at the blank canvas 
Ready to spill my ink.
To write a story? A script? A poem in stanzas?
I stare at the blank canvas.
In my hand the pen is boundless,
Just one drop will help me think.
I stare at the blank canvas 
Ready to spill my ink.

