I LIVE IN A POEM
I live in a poem. Long willow strands 

Sway languorously in the warm breeze.
A dozen white swans wait, sunbathing. 

The wide river Severn floats on past 

Reminding me how the present never

Stands still, how the future's always near.

As I sit unnoticed, invisible,

It feels like I’m only just here.

The dreamlike nature of reality 

Reflected in the cool water’s glare

Renders “me” obsolete, defunct,

Imaginary, essence-less like air.

Everything is perfect in the sunshine,
Momentariness a joy to behold

As the self is forgotten and laid low
Reduced to a mere line in a poem. 
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