Beauty, Always Singing

Her beauty sings to the darkness in me

The sweet song spins threads from my shadow

Weaving the things we need for our journey

A knife, and a shield, and a cup

A light to guide us

A path to walk on

Music surrounds us

And tickles our feet, teasing

We wade through

Is it the song we’re seeking?

Or is the song the journey?

Are we writing it as we go along?

Or does it even matter?

The important thing is the song is there

I see it in her hair

When she sleeps

Feel its golden glow reflected

In the warmth of her smile

Hear its tinkling silver melodies

In her tears on my cheek

Even in sadness the song is always there

It has always been there

I just needed someone to sing it with

So I could hear it

I hear it now

As we dance and laugh with world

Your life will be your truest dream

And mine will be my greatest poem

And together we’ll finish the song that can never end

When this life and world are done

We’ll collapse, laughing, on the grass

Wasn’t that fun?

Let’s do it again

Always, my love

Sing with me

