Sing Me a Melody

I feel the earthquake 

When her heart beats.

Touched by God’s finger

She sweeps me off my feet.

Her gaze blazes paths to my heart

That I never knew were there to start with.

She parts her lips and sings melodies

In simple conversation

That keep me in elation for weeks,

So when she speaks-

I get excited.
There was never a more elegant queen

And I fiend for her attention.

Parched,

I drink from her grace.

I would face 1,000s of demons,

No-

Millions of angels

Just to show her that 

Neither Heaven nor Hell can stop

The language of our love.

I want to know her.

So I open my heart

To show her the vines that grow there.

Her words are the sunshine that keeps my heart going.

Her tears water my vine heart and keep my blood flowing.

And her touch?

Heh, her touch gives life to my actions,
So I caress her skin carefully.

Smoother than the feathers on a swan,

Her flesh connects with mine as intertwined lovers

Dance on the still air of a summer night.
Whispering sweet nothings

In her earlobe,

I probe her thoughts

With prose,

Opening the mind which was once closed

To the idea of love.

I ask her,

“Sing me a melody?”

She responds

With silence.
