
SIR RAWL
Indigo,

My Latin 
Tongue



Sir Rawl

Sir Rawl Literature & Publishing

SIR RAWL
Indigo,

My Latin 
Tongue



Through reasoning, relativity, and commonsense acquired with 
knowledge and understanding, amended with tolerance and 
acceptance – along with the time and space given to grow, my 

simple merits in the light of this world.

My appreciation extends to all who supported and guided me along 
this path of for fullness. Most importantly, my pleasure and thoughts 
goes out to my lovely soul – mate Shabiki Sandy, whose generosity and 
purpose keeps me alive. Abundance of gratitude to Veronica Thompson, 
whose confidence and advice continues to be an upliftment in my 
aspirations. And Marie-Lynn Hammond, whose copy-editing was a 
marvelous turnout with outstanding simplicity. Many thanks to my 
colleagues and friends Oliver Tucker, Stella and Sash Opoku, Matthew 
Hechavarria, Avery Nejar, Barbara Bushell, Mike Peer, and Marlon 
Mitchell. Deservingly as well, happy embraces to my family and close 
relatives, especially my loving mother Mabel Johnson, Keisha and 
Rhudd Grant, and John and Loretta Reid – for lasting over the years.

Special thanks to David Morrato for the spectacular abstract design job, 
whose intuitiveness, beautiful impressionistic layout lift the words off 
the page and gave it life.

Indigo, My Latin Tongue

© Copyright, Rawl Grant, 2011.

All rights reserved.  No part of this
book may be reproduced in any form by
any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying or otherwise, without first
obtaining written permission of the
copyright owner.

Sir Rawl Literature & Publishing
(www.srlp.com)

Cover and text design by David Moratto
(www.DavidMoratto.com)

Acknowledgement 



To the Afternoon, My Love   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .  31
Two Perfect Murders   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    32
Young at Heart  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 33
The Purple Robe off My Lady: Satin Down in Velvet  .    .    .    .    .    .    . 34
Like a Summer’s Peach, Serenaded to My Natalie  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .  35
The Beggar Said, “Thy Poor Riches”  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .  36
To my Dear, Green Cousin of Eve  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 37
Seven Hearts   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    38
The Question of You  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 39
The Chamber’s Dying Jewels  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 40
My Caterpillar Butterfly   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .   41
Forever Angels before Me  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 42
Love Cannot Be Built on Ice Castle  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .   43
Her Love Was Tainted by a Painted Fool  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .   44
Like a Mediterranean Love Latin Butterfly  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    45
The Black Stone of the Gulf Emirate Black Princess   .     .     .     .     .     .     .  46
The Commas of My Partake  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 47
Fair lady, the Royal Queen’s Chamber: before Thee   .     .     .     .     .     .     .   48
Will I Ever Grace   .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 50
The Father of All Perfect Prayer   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    51
Beside Still Waters  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    52
To the Bosom of My Love  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 53
A Touch of Your Kindness, My Lady  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 54
The Tainted Sheets of Sir Benedict’s Affairs  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .   55
The Sunniest My Yellow Has Ever Blinked  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    56
Moments like This  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    57
The Lamented Jewels of My Lady   .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 58

About the Author  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 59

Beautiful Morning Set  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    1
Capulet’s Roses  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .  2
Catch Me, Little Butterfly  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .  3
Beside Red   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     4
Jewel of a Deal  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    5
Lobelia My Dear   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    6
Love: Always Compares   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     7
Love by Daily   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     8
Mablee, Whose Love I Recommend   .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .  9
Maiden Lady, my Rose’s Red  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 10
My Diamond Girl in Suspense   .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 11
My Evident Blue Note   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .  12
My Fury Has Your Tempest Jewels  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    14
My Painted Raspberry on My Fainted Leaf  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .   15
Pears and Apples, My Dear   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .  16
Oh Virginity! Oh Virginity!  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 17
Old Woman, Rock My Soul  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .  18
Paint Me a Butterfly  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 19
Purple Down, My Love  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 20
Red Jealousy, You Have Painted Over My Rosalie  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 21
Setting Ashore   .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 22
Tender Mercy  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .   23
The Day I Should Love a Bright Particular Star  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 24
The Curtain Behind a Wonderful Play  .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .  25
The Dyer’s Dark Fire  .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 26
The Violence of Purple: Pain Fighting Beneath the Rain   .     .     .     .     .   27
These Yellow Friends   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    28
This Sorrowful Nature   .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    .    . 29
Three Little Twinkles for My Star to Turn Light   .     .     .     .     .     .     .     .    30

Contents 



SIR RAWL
Indigo,

My Latin 
Tongue



1

Indigo, My Latin Tongue

Beautiful!
The morning offset.

Lovely sleeps have awakened from their rest.
I take that the water is fresh.

All is cleanliness.
As bright as the sun has put on its dress.

My hands will cover my eyes with holiness.
What the light has collected.

I look forward that the day will be blessed.
And open windows will welcome the sweet freshness.

A breath of your openness!
I assess; the fields have been tested—

in all its greenness,
and its brightness,

yours purest.

Beautiful Morning Set 
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Catch Me, Little Butterfly 

Couplets: my roses
My yellow poses
My two plus noses
Of my reddish blushes
Pass my judges
To hence; toward
My greenest cousins
Leaves are nothing
Compare to your budding
O my stubby nub ping
White little hope
Form me, closely
Gently, cover lee—
Overly, chocolaty—
As sweet as my toffee
Bringing you around me

O my God

Your purple is lovely

Capulet’s Roses 

I flutter away, pale painterly.
Flee: the rainbow birds, weathers your wings.
Rosy as the reddest thing: your face in trance.
Yellow as turn hath its bluest firm ink.
Think to what color blind blunder we are in.
Ye, I wink: sunny as the day as blink.
Catch me; thee silly wit wouldst be pink.
Ladybug: good heart as felt.
Your royalist jewels: poor us; colors are wealth.
The veldt: silkworm as pelt.

Catch me, little butterfly.
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You that are true
I do compare you

Though, my wish is not to be comparable
Kindly, sir

Your stirs are the hearts of my words
Father:

There is nothing adores you more than I
It’s not fair

Where was your heart since your daughter’s birth?
Your worth of my love has no shilling of a pays work

I search the dirt of your worthiness
Let me marry the one I love

So I could be bonded with my mother’s virtues; my love
Kiss me, my brother

The way love embraces the ones that smiles
Lovely tulips

Whose love; I compare thee not
The apples in thine eyes cannot create your beauty spot

Say not; my love, remarkable
Make gains to my heart

I hope thy flattering lilies will not part
The stars have me under warrant

From a bright little capture; love Gouldian finch
I compare you, with every little inch.

Love: Always Compares 

Lobelia my dear
Has seen

As bright as the day
Ordains

Herbaceous, you are
To see

Your cure leaves
Strengthen me—

Adore, as I say
You are a special plant

Cut straight from my scissor hand
Freshly necked and groomed
Come my ever am—
To you beautiful
Blossom plentiful
The Garden of Zen.

Lobelia My Dear 
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My Evident Blue Note 

ever—reading my whole life in my palm. 
Just listening to you, cry your tears in a 
knot. Saying, you’re leaving me—for what I 
don’t have. My heart drops. On every word 
I stop. I cannot find you in my head. These 
words weren’t mapped. I feel trapped like  
a silly wrap. Drip! Then came a little fall  
of tear! You said, “I was never there.” 
O burden me. 

O 
burden 

that 
I 
didn’t 

care. 
You 

have 
pen, 
this 
too 
clear.

Yesterday, I walked from the past. Left 
at last, I turn, back facing. In my 

way—a slight little dark room was erasing. 
Empty, but nothing less, I anchor down 
my stress. Elbow-down! Actually, my 
hand buckled, furiously: poor torso, four 
uncontrollable muscles. She wrote, “The 
doctor did warn me about this bubble.” 
Coming from both sides, sounds like bull. 
I questioned, what is going on? I felt alone, 
inside, and around; I walked around. 
Trisha, look at this pressure. Just, look at 
what you’re doing to me. I picked up the 
picture from off the wall. Of course, I felt 
lesser. You mean to tell me. My baby! You 
have disappeared from me without a letter. 
I’ m talking to you. After, I found out. You 
were gone—over the border of the counter. 
Spell under your written print. Rain-splash 
a little paint. Neatly printed in blue ink. 
You made me think. For the first time 
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The lamented jewels of my lady’s affairs,
Forever, her diamonds died with her.

The ruby of her dying rose,
Cut from her heart of wealth.

Shall be the same black onyx stone.
Until death—do us part.

The rock on her finger shall lay her down.
Where is the bullion, you fool?

This sapphire is too cold, and blue.
They cried over her bed.

You would too.
Bless with these tens of ingots.

What is this undying treasure I got?
Silver is only change.

At least, that’s what I was told.
Can’t you see?

The rock is gold.
You yellow bone.

You must take
All you can from Rome.

The Lamented Jewels of My Lady About the Author 




