The Dance 

We have traversed 
Your soul and mine 
A dance 
Is what we do through time, 
Forever seeking 
The perfect rhyme. 
We finish our task 
Fulfill a vow, 
Encore you ask? 
Take one more bow! 

We labor here 
To heal and feed, 
Learn and wean, 
Sweep and sing 
Then, sing no more, 

Only again, 
To traverse that door 
To dance 
Your soul and mine, once more.                             

