Poetry Piece – Sonnet
Why does she allude me so?
No matter where I look she is nowhere to be found.
While I may not remember her face what I do remember is her red hair.
Red hair, like the colour of roses, I see it I my dreams however,
No matter how far or how hard I try to reach she always escapes my grasp. 
Her voice so sweet plagues me so, no matter where I look all I am reminded of is her.
Her lips like strawberry, her nails like cherry, her voice….
Her voice cuts through me like butter and yet, I do not wish for reprieve.
All I wish is that her voice would guide me to her rather than away from her.
Why does she allude me so?
Red hair, the colour of blood, is this what she wants.
Does she want me to follow her into my own damnation.
Red, the colour of danger, is this some sort of warning, is she true?
Her voice, cutting through me leading me astray?
No, leading me towards something? I don’t know.
I can’t help myself, she is my mistress as I am a slave to her.
My thoughts are lies, her word is the truth, I am merely delaying my fate.
[bookmark: _GoBack]She is to be both my Salvation and my Damnation.
Red, the colour of the devil.

