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You
You strum my strings with subtle hands,

You press my valves with precious hands,

You play my drums with bashful hands,

But I love you all the same. 

You sing my songs with saintly voice,

You say my name in angelic whisper,

Your lips create beatific smiles,
And I love you all the same.

If you were not all of these things,

If you did not have all of these skills,

If you were just as normal as myself,

I’d still love you all the same.

