Her send off

Her effervescently sprouting edginess and apprehension seizes her by the day, the hour and minute, her cheeks febrile against one’s temperate hands. Beneath the elongated and filled in eyelashes, her gaze pilots beyond the sooty and regally upheld hills of her blood bourne native fatherland. 

Her mind illustrates and engraves as portraits of her past, present and future are framed afore her almond contoured eyes but she swiftly curbs the fantasies as a butterfly of alarm wavers within her for she will be a changed woman after her day. 
Fragrance magnetizes her bronzed skin, frankincense shrouds her appeasing garments and a red orange dye accentuates her extremities with much ornamentation. With every pivot, she is made a fuss of, plucked and prodded at, spruced and preened for her looming day. All have drew collectively, the fully grown with tints jacketing their facial testimony to life’s struggles, the bold and juvenile, each daring the other with their eyes and the pedigree, all role playing their parts to faultlessness. Amongst all the palaver, she sits coy, dismayed and galvanized all in unison. A woman with mounting sentiment to shed tears thus far laugh, a woman yearning to flavour budding excluding the loss of innocence and wanting to possess but uncertain of retaining? 

Your homeland glorifies itself on the catchy lullabies it has concocted for you and your guests, melodies that will see their hips eddying, their feet interchangeably stampeding and tip toeing, hoisting bodies when doing so and arms sashaying and revolutionizing men into sultans of their own thrones. Your stomach’s growls pace in accordance, spinning with every beat and your reservations and passions hurl with every mantra. The backdrop to which you have become acclimatised to all your life, reverberate with heart felt farewells. For you may never set eyes on their earliest rays set on your land’s bare backbones and you may never whisper your sweet nothings to their heavens. Rather, the foreign hand has emerged to weave his hand into yours and rally you up the aisle in the name of devotion and companionship. 

I bid you a pleasant parting, a parting of your prized ones whom are dotingly cognizant of your every twitch that silhouettes your soon to be missed presence amidst us. I shall willingly dance on your day; dance away the upheavals we’ve shared and the tears we’ve shed. Tomorrow you shall blossom, your pallor intensifying with every experience of womanhood but your undergrowth shall bear the glad teachings of childhood which we amalgamated and devoured. I swell with pride of the exquisiteness afore me just as I am hasty to smear away my raw teardrop lest it falls on your lap, fleecing you with sorrow and disquiet. To him, I plead, tread with gentility, treat with respectability and conduct with integrity for it is a mammoth and overwhelming step for any woman to cross. 
Dedicated to all thy friends I have seen bloom and the many more to follow……………………………………………….
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