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“NEPTUNE’S EMBRACE” 

Here I stand alone, 

in melancholic woe. 

The spray of Neptune’s rage, 

Beats against my face. 

It teases the promise of reprieve, 

As sweet as the apple the serpent gave Eve. 

As I stare upon the stormy kingdom I can no longer place, 

If what I taste is my tears or the sea on my face. 

What difference does it make? 

I resign to my fate. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“ROSES OF EDEN” 

Your honeyed words of sweet ambrosia falsely sate, 

The appetite of men you enrapture, 

With words of cleverest Phoebus, 

Spun in tales that contend with Pallas. 

 

What delight excites men to quiver before, 

That youth which calms nor soothes, 

But which razes cities, 

And brings forth terror? 

 

Such intelligence could thy beauty beguile, 

The loyal curs of men unknowingly led to their doom, 

Which falsely claim providence, 

Over thee fair maiden. 

 

These very same men who besmirched the “blasphemous” Eve, 

Disillusioned by the roses of Eden, 

Whose allure could not conceal, 

Through deceit their thorns.  

 

Remain unheeding to this duplicity, 

Until they prick and bleed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“Maenads” 

If power was a weapon, words would be the 

ammunition, 

The catalyst which you took up aim,  

Eros-like in your grace, 

And struck this wound through my chest, 

Entrenching with it a tender affection. 

 

This power you wield over me,  

remiss of all to do, 

Commands my consciousness full of 

thoughts, 

And surmises that, 

Perhaps you feel the same too. 

 

Your silver tongue that whispers promises, 

Plump and heavy as a well-ripe fruit, 

Of days full of ecstasy and pleasure, 

Where no man will intrude, 

Into the company of each other.  

 

A vintage that ages finer than no other,  

To which we drown in its drunken haze, 

As all callow youth,  

We lose ourselves to Dionysian euphoria, 

In the blistering heat of our summer!  

 

We embrace our sins as we embrace each 

other, 

Our backs to the pious men who cry for 

retribution,  

For what we do in god’s eye is verboten, 

Yet why do I feel holiest when I’m with you? 

 

Alas, when our seasons turn over, 

And winter’s chill encroaches, 

Ushering in the cold and dark, 

It will be your warmth that leads me 

Into our next paradise.  

 

 

 

  


