Energy of Soul
Wisk perfumed scent of vision void solid form

Jolts memories of your days retold.

A taste pervades my buds, bitter state forlorn

Existence without your warmth left me cold.

Brushing ‘gainst your tender skin just now

Though my nerves fraught with hopefulness.

Voices heard in caverns of the mind to disavow

This loveless world without your presence I confess.

Your portrait leaves me weeping for reconciliation

Within the state of spirit yet to be put right.

My sixth sense brings hopeful rejuvenation

Of my soul entwined with yours tonight.
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