
      Very Normal Love Poem


      

      
      
         I haven't got a clue 'bout what I'm talking,

Or just what I would do - a mystery.

But when I see

You

Know that while I'm walking

Up to you I can't think coherently.



My face is aching from my grin,

I'll space out laughing on a whim

And listen to your voice's melody.



No word you say will reach my ear,

The world while you stay near my dear

Seems filled with all the nicest smells to me.



One flask of your essence would set my core aflame.

I bask in your presence and beg you feel the same.



Perhaps your heart's taken. Perhaps it's free to claim.

Perhaps I'll awaken and think to ask your name.
      

      
   
      Plant and Plaint


      

      
      
         So from the pressing cries, “With me, with me!

Do spurn all other suitors; be my mate!

Attention’s valves constrict, and from the sea

Of being do choose me to germinate!”

The fauna cry with blooded, frantic plea

And quickened pulse, and leap with lust and hate.

The flora simply burgeon urgently,

And do not seem to dally with their fate.



It’s underneath the gorgeous pageantry

Of leaf and bloom (for what they truly be

Is solar cell and billboard) that they rate

The wins and losses of their gametry.

They drink of sun and store the starch to sate,

They’re also served, who only stood to wait.
      

      
   