               The Red Rose

I woke this morning from a dream

A girl I had met there

With soft skin and eyes of green

And flowers in her hair.

We sat alone and watched night skies

As stars from heaven fell.

We danced among the fireflies

And from the world were veiled.

We rest beneath the willow tree

The night was growing late.

A crimson rose she gave to me

Oh what bitter fate.

I woke this morning from a dream

A rose lay by my bed

Not everything was as it seemed

Its color crimson red.

Untitled
She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen,

A remnant of a long lost dream.

Untitled Epic Poem (Work in Progress)
I tried and tried yet I could not sleep

As I laid and listened to the willow’s weep

But why should they cry for they have not a care

It’s a warm night and spring is in the air.  

As I lay in my bed I beheld such a sight

My curtains were dancing in the spring night

So I got out of bed to join in their glee

When a lovely nightingale flew next to me

