Young Lady Cole
Across the sandy beach she rides,

With ease, professionalism, grace and flair,

The wind picks up and flows through her dark hair,

Alas, a split second, I catch her eyes of blue,

Will she notice and remember me?

I feel my heart pave and fall to knee,

As she rides onwards it seems she has slipped away,

And once again, many a year I must wait,

O fate, fate, cruel fate!

But wait! Her horse doth stop,

And hither doest come, what shall I do?

Hold firm, steady and be true,

‘Take my hand good Sir and help me down,’

This time unlike in that distant past,

I let her know my love at last.
