Perfect Sight

We sit here,

Separated by distance.

Hearing the sounds,

Sounds of passion.

A gentle laugh,

A soft sigh.

We wait together,

For the time of merging.

We have been waiting,

Longer than we know.

But we do know,

That the wait is now over.

We are together,

At last, finally.

Nothing can change that,

There is not that kind of power.

See what we are,

Together.

TMG

07/19/02

©

