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A Set of Simple Sonnets Addressed to the Beloved

1.    No golden chain have I to gift to thee,

Instead, let pair of longing arms entwine

Thy winter’s waist, caress thy chest divine,

Rough run thy chin where uncut stubble be…

No shirts with branded band in wrapping send

But here beneath the sheets my honest frame

Will leave to thee, in lieu, my faithful name,

Impress upon thy fragrant form… thy friend…

But, then, O Heart, I have for thee one tie

That other folk cannot, with simple eyes,

Have seen; a shapeless bond that binds with sighs

Left, too, unheard; a shallow love deny…

Whilst in the heated breath of summer’s time

See kissing shadows cite this whispered rhyme….

2.    If love be music sweet then onward play,

Play on, invoke those tuneful lines that dance

Upon the strings of this old heart, held tense,

So helpless plucked on each delightful day…

If love be banqueting, a meal glad shared,

Please know, my Love, would rather eat with thee, 

And thee alone, a lengthy menu be,

No simple snack desired, with care prepared…

If love be works of art, espied by eye

And fondly held by hand, thy self would find

A placement proud in a gallery signed

With thy fine name above the plinth held high…

But then, I know, all worldly things decay

Although hard facts hold fast, past mere display….

3.    So high upon this soaring limestone hill 

The distant span review, alas, too low

To see my Love in yonder town, although

His voice is heard like winds through trees that spill…

In fondest memory it echoes, echoes still…

With words of love, in chants, enchanting flow,

In finest thoughts bespoke, in speaking go,

In bursting forth must drink such drunken fill…

But as the dawning day gives way to set

Bedraggled sun onward to darkly night 

All memories fade, find bed with dimming light;

Retreat, and slip on through time’s timely net…

But now with eyes held tightly fast, at last

Can hear his mobile words my ears slip past.

4.    It's Friday revelry, each hour I see

At end of working day, he who from dawn

To dusk without respite, all tired and worn,

Now comes alive with smiles to welcome me...

“Sit down,” he says, “and drink some Chinese tea”,

“Take heart, the year is young, before the morn

The day is dull, oft filled with clouds forlorn

Till song-filled birds remake this mould with glee...”

No bitter note is sung, with iron-man will 

He sings, “I'll pay my way, and take delight

Along the road, with you, my love, my light,

Let longing night dispel all winter chill...”

But, then, in truth more candle spent am I;

A palest moon before his well lit sky...!

5.    The better things in life are best kept hid

From prying eyes, and here we hide away

A secret, treasure trove not on display,

In double chests, concealed beneath their lid...

With 'x' upon a map, this charted bay

Has heated sand upon this isle, all slid

Betwixt sharp coral spears to quick forbid
All mortal feet to walk this covert way...

With silent 'o' upon same parchment grid

Our path is clear, as clear as shining day,

We take our time, let choice choose words to say

How fortune's spent, set auction's upward bid...

But, mindful, though, ‘tween broken hearts and sad,

Sad heart broke men our end is always had....

6.    If thou should thinkest me, my humble self, 

The better treated like a mat before

A backward door, take heart, ignore

All guilty thought, will always drink thy health...

If thou should seekest more a servant slave

Know well I'm here, that here I am to work,

To wake up first, retire, no duty shirk 

Before my day is done till opened grave...

If thou should wishest me to disappear,

Thy wish would be fulfilled and yet declare

Thy name upon my lips would e'er be there 

With fulsome praise for my dear master here...

Know well my care is sought in thy embrace

Who seeks to serve me well through thy good grace....

7.    With flashy zeal they train to run on land,

Or hike in hills or bike on past the towns

Where marathons are run to clapping sounds,

Thick arms to take strong weights in each gripped hand...

With buckled body bent by inward thought

The younger man might think themselves to be 

Well built, to last, invincible, self see

Through daily sweat a tempered blade fine wrought...

But not this soul who wisely ponders fate

And knows the world at end will trip and flick

Each spec of dust the way it will, will trick

Dim wits to meet with Death without much wait...

Who'll take thy ancient hand and clearly state

“ Thou hast thy fellow man loved well of late....”

8.    There is a room within my earthly home

With thy good name upon the door ajar

For thee without a lock and key to bar

Thy way... although no stately pleasure dome...

Still, with a welcome made becomes thy place

To rest, make tender love and soundly sleep,

To meet again in dreams profound to reap

Sweet drops of ecstasy in each embrace...

At first our eyes did join and gleeful see

With one long glance our bows were pulled and shot,

Then holding hands we sought this empty lot,

The lease was quickly sealed with kisses free...

Now ever homeless roam this world on fire,

Find finite self is spent through such desire...!

9.    Above the moving stairs we first did meet,

All stirred and shaken too, two hands then shook,

No doubt with measured steps took second look,

With words forgot and lost the other greet…

Such is our longing life to wish for bliss,

Mistake its shape and oversee its loss,

Stand far too proud, let seconds be our boss,

To then regain all faith through one short kiss…!

From then through rough and tumble bedmates fast,

Through thick and thin a friendship heated, hot,

With thou in me and self in thee think not

What’s gained, what’s lost, but that this fact can last…

At end of day the switch is turned, lights out,

Now past last drinks but time for one more shout….

10.   Manly in mien, his stride is resolute,

With faster mind than normal, mortal folk,

Can dress the catwalk proud, yet humble bloke

Whose die was cast the day he wore first suit…

Confess, part jest, know humour has a prick…

A part-time clumsy pole perhaps to prod 

Beyond earshot some poor understood sod,

Or, God forbid, my Love, but self more kick…

A joke am I beside my brilliant friend,

A full-time fraud, a work of craft not art,

A promise failed, a useless crook, upstart,

Whose fickle ways by self cannot transcend…

But, Love, take heart in your good grace have found

One faithful hitching post forever bound…!

11.   Even when dressed I naked stand ‘fore thee,

Cherish your tender look, your sweet desire 

To take me as I am, to light a pyre

Upon whose mound my doubts can no more be…

With setting sun now sigh for simple bed,

To savour full thy scent, and sound of voice,

To feel the sweet impress of breath, rejoice

When tempered taste in rapid haste is sped…

In Summer’s heat our icecreams drip, and drop;

Then supper snack, cheese cake with berries blue…

Abreast the sheets a hunger sweet subdue

And to our waiting arms we welcome flop…

The midnight clock has long time struck and light 

Of moon, alone, now strokes thy saintly sight….

12.   Thou art a messenger from high above,

Who smote this land firm trounced with agile sword,

In death am born again, to praise my Lord,

My travelling angel steeped well in love…

O Prince of peace, exalted, on tip of tongue

Rendered silent and too divine to speak

Thy holy name invites to faithful seek

My humble self to leave my praise unsung…

Forgive me then, my Love, these simple psalms;

What claim to fame they have is purely thine,

The rest, the most confess, is poor design

For which I take all blame… and meant no harm…

Should sight be blind, in Thee, the blind should see..!

Wouldst thou be shadow seen… with shallow me…?
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