Lust Lingers
Night approaches relentlessly and without regret

on the back of a provocative, delirious evening

and diminishing excitement from an electrified afternoon.
And left are only the memories of passion 

that filled those seemingly endless, bygone intimacies.

How can these pass in such a phantom’s wink?

Where does the heat disperse when the sun settles?

And why must this veil pass before us with such aloof?

Inconsistent, meandering consequences leave us helpless
and without alternative but to watch the worm turn.

Some struggle against this unrelenting demon; reaching out,
even clutching at the rose as it blooms its last.

Calling, beseeching, pouring forth the sweetness of their soul

in vain and feudal attempt to stave off the coming cold.

It is a cruel and disappointing midnight that approaches.
It is a sorrowful yet unapologetic road that drives the wanderer.

The passing times energize the lasting desire of confounded memory.

And sadly only the ghost is left of the once easy ecstasy of youth.
It is a drowning; a suffocation; a tragedy of life’s erratic fate

that the heat and vibrancy of blood should diminish to a shadow. 

Empty tenderness remains but a vestige of the hallowed sensations,
leaving neither a chill nor a shiver of the once heaving emoceans
mined deep inside the precious loins of our fêted emancipation.
Lust lingers as night approaches relentlessly and without regret.
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