
Colors

When I think of blue, it’s the color of your eyes in the sunshine

It’s the pale edges of your tears as they fall, that gives me grey 

If red is in my mind, it is the sunset reflecting the highlights of your hair 

And then the soft beiges invade my mind’s eye, a memory of your skin on flannel sheets

Colors make me smile sometimes

Colors make the music in my soul

Colors give me my warm and sadness of loving you 

Colors fill me so 
Is there a color for sadness, it must be the sight of your smile turned down

Anger is dark and deep and lasts far too long in the blackest of the night’s shadows

Joy lights our way with the pink giggles of little girls and the barking of the big brown dog that will not go away 

Pride swells warm golden on my throat, lumping there as I see our children being people 

Heavy is a deep blue melancholy that reminds me there are only so many days left like this one 

Colors make you smile sometimes

Colors play the tune to your soul 

Colors lend you the things you need to make this make sense

Colors leave me alone 

The tinny ticking of the clock sprinkling pastel dust around the room 

The silvery rain patting the pane of the glass in my window 

The morning cold like the thin white frosting on the deep deep green leaves 

Dark earth and peaty smells greeting the rising sun and warm where they touch

Colors make us laugh

Colors are the melody of many souls singing 

Colors give you the messages and the rhyme 

Colors join us all forever 
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