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You are the heart I rush to

when summer skies evoke a cry

of joy from birds that fly

into the blue, the endless blue

Then catch a nodding breeze

back to the sea—

a mirrored blue of deeper hue

The air is clean and clear and true

I want to share these days

With you

Yours are the arms I turn to

when dreams go wrong and don’t belong

like jarring chords in songs

composed anew for just we two

that sing of visions deep

of hope that we can keep

as sweet as honeysuckle dew

When dreams go wrong, oh when they do

I’ll stay within your arms

Away from harm with

You

 and only you

I love the sound of “you,”

 

You, you, you, you, you. . .

I love the fact of you

What do I see in your eyes?

What do I touch on your cheek?

What do I hear when you’re wise?

What do I taste when you speak?

What do I feel?

What do I feel?

What do I feel—?

I feel like kneeling

And then I feel freewheeling

Because you’re

You

are the love I cling to

When soaring high I care not why—

To rise from earth, that’s why

To touch the moon, to touch the moon

Not one in outer space but in an inner place

Of rest and peace and grace

To lie with you and soon,

Whether dawn or night or noon

You smile and say that magic word to me:

“You”  Ω

You
by Alexandra York, Mentor




