Magic


By 


Patrick Powell





Magic...


The Flip of the Wand...


The Cheer of the Crowd...


Illusions of granduer grow as mirrors rise into place.


Magic...


Feelings of love...


Feeliungs of hate...


Bonds that can never be broken.


Magic...


A slow dance in a garden on a warm summer night...


Fresh air finds the sweet smell of her hair as she lays her head on your chest...


Two bodies close together with small steps and passionate hopes...


The fire in her eyes...


The fire in her lips as your legs go limp under her kiss.


Magic...


It takes only one breath to start, but so many to finish.


