Free Style

by Chanelle Sauvee



c.2010



A cascade of rills






Shivers the river






The bedchamber lip wells






And the bottomdwellers quiver






A spiny iridescent chariot






Crests the current bathed in crystal






Emanating a stealthy riot






A voice rings true to every nerve






It echoes through the sweet enclosure






Ferns grow fragrant with vibrant verve






Along the banks with frank composure






The driver urges on his streaming steeds






And disappears, his forehead gleaming






IL.eaving the listing, fumbling reeds,






The buttercups coughing, the pebbles beaming






