The wayward wind blows to the west

A leaf, like the remora stuck to my chest,

Is riding the gale, grasping the gust.

Plucked from the tree, thrown to the ground,

Captured in the whirl wind, twirled around,

Dizzied by the torment, never set down.

The tornado tears the little leaf apart,

Ravaged to pieces like a young lover’s heart

When the love of lover opts to part,

As is my love.

