Love

Love hurts,

We’ll be wearing T-shirts,

Losing you,

Is not a thing to do.

Love fills the heart with fire,

It’s something to inspire,

I’m not turning shyer,

It’s taking me higher.

Love like a little seed,

A seed for a tree,

Its growth will be its deed,

Being pollinated by a bee.

Love, the source of my smile,

It’ll stay more than a while,

Like a sun shining bright,

Even in the middle of the night.

Love, a thing that is eternal,

It can’t be destroyed,

No, I’m not a Colonel,

So it can’t be redeployed.

Love, entirely yours,

Listening to The Doors,

Or ‘Van Moors’,

Or better to The Corrs.

Love, part of our joined life,

Maybe you will in time be my wife,

And I’ll be your man,

Doing what I can.
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