In Touch

Placing inquisitive fingers on lighted keys

I await Your silent voice to be unfurled.

Connecting intuitive depths my mind sees

A seed sown there from beyond this world.

Oh, be not so proud to have touched this voice

‘Tis there in all but to most not found.

But the wonder of it in me rejoiced

As I set to paper those words He crowned.

A moment to be cherished when in touch

Like being in love for the very first time.

The proof of it lies before you as such,

His perfect wisdom to which I add the rhyme.
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