
A State of Nature 
 

Our eye contact was full of lust 
We float about the room waiting for the move  
If only I had know there was mistrust 
 
Her red hair parts with the stroke of my fingers 
She sleeps in my bed 
Tranquility prevails, falling into a nightmare 
 
Her soft neck blossoms roses, her body imprints white to my touch 
We sit in her bed her legs around my waist 
Our bodies, yin and yang 
In pure bliss, flowers grow from cracks in my walls 
 
She pantomimes about the room 
The apes smile and grin 
She smiles back 
My flowers trampled 
They decay and die 
 
I lay broken in the mud, Her roses barbed benethe 
I leave her be, it's not me nor her 
Life becomes clear to me 
 
I travel home in the nick of time 
Peace and love awaits me 
Poppies grow in the perished mud 


