
Holding You

Sitting alone now thinking of holding you

So close, so tight looking over your shoulder at loving you for life

Spooning in the dark closer than my own skin

Listening to you cry and feeling your tears on my shirt

Hearing that secret sound and feeling the earth move as passion cascades through you

Not holding you now hurts in a way not imagined  

There is a blind incompleteness that has marked my days for so long now

The you I held is gone now

My empty arms are widowed  

And there is no one coming to fill that vast empty place

Meant for holding you.

