I Do (And I Will)

I will peel the lime
From my veins, and pluck 
Strings of sweet crimson.
There is pain here, and it
Chews through skin
Like the root that breaks soil. A flower
Buttons up your cold moments,
And fixes your tie.

When the organ plays, I will lurch into life.
Mark my words – I will scratch the scales
From your eye, and spill 
Your gold onto grass. 
When tan lines and striped fingers
Unsay actions (and implications),
Forgive me. Forget how
I tore our colour into the earth.

I will settle as sand, lifted 
From the pools of your eye;
Splitting like the segments of light
Which scar your face.
There is warmth here, and it
Tightens around my finger
Like a short-lived promise, 
Staining years of fresh snow.


