Linked

A charm of silver,

Hangs over my chakra.

Suspended by a chain,

Of hematite.

Protection and strength,

Knowledge and power.

Sent to me by an angel,

Wrapped in white paper.

A multitude of links,

Hang down the back of my neck.

Tickling my spine,

Like her fingers on my skin.

It lies with me,

While I sleep.

Always with me,

Binding me to her.

Never further than an inch away,

Almost as close as the thoughts of her.

Forming the perfect circle,

Locking us in union.
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