
Black Velvet [ possible nightmare ]



Early in this morning I heard an old song, called 'Blue Velvet'.

The one about 'I can still see Blue Velvet, thru my tears'. And that

reminded me of a song about a drink called 'Black Velvet'. This poem

is the result.



Well, I'm mostly thru writing it, and it gives me the creeps. 





So if ya reads it, be forwarned.























[ background music: I'm not certain what would work with this... ]



I remember a honky-tonk from the distant future past,

out Ganymede way.



Where she came up to me,

and talked of a beach outing,

back on Earth,

long ago.



She was drinking something called 'Black Velvet',

and she wore a green velvet blouse,

along with spacer pants.



I knew who she was,

and remembered whom she would become,

a starship captain,

or maybe that was on another time track.



But she talked of a blue velvet dress,

she wore to the Prom,

and how we walked on the beach,

me with a blanket,

and her in that dress.



And how she and I

or was it some when else,

held hands on that beach,

in the distant past.



The stars looked like sparkles,

on black velvet.

Was what I remembered the most,

and the beaded bodice,

she wore under that dress.



How she liked her ears to be rubbed,

sorta like a cat,

but she didn't purr,

more like a hiss.



I still have the scars,

but she liked tossing stones into the ocean,

and watching the sharks tear at them,

and spit them out.



After all,

they had my blood on them.



Turned out she wasn't human,

she never did tell me from where,

or when.



But I've healed,

the physical scars did anyway,

now I found her again,

or a being just like her.



Out Ganymede way,

with Jupiter over head,

We talked about that night,

on a beach back on Earth.



But mostly what I remember,

is stars like sparkles

on Black Velvet,

up waaay in the sky.



[ exit ]



