With Apologies to R Brooke – Tamsin Zingara
If I should die, think only this of me – 
I have but shattered into butterflies
That spiral up towards the light, set free
By death to float through endless aqua skies.
A thousand moods on rainbow-spangled wings
That dance between the sunbeams and the rain,
And taste the sweetest nectar summer brings,
And feel no grief, nor loneliness, nor pain.

And think this heart not so much fled away
As lifted past a single piece of meat;
My pulse now in the midnight drums that play
The bonfire high, and in the stamping feet.
My love is in the lily and the rose,
Sweet-perfumed, soft as skin, a gentle touch.
I may be gone, but witness – heaven knows
How, in death, I still love you, and how much.
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