
A QUIET TIME

by Sharon Reynolds

Within the murky candlelight
A figure steps within my sight

A man of sorts, handsome is he
I am drawn to him, and him to me

We are somewhere below the earth
In a time unknown, but a time of worth
From his many books he reads to me

Of love, adventure and poetry
His soft wam voice settles on my ears
Like the soft walking on grass, of deer

***

He looks up to my delight
His long golden hair full of strawberry highlights

And reaches a long nailed hand to me
But I am not afraid, I do not flee

For his touch is like the gentle things
Roses, kittens and butterfly wings
And again I am taken by his side

To feel his love, like the tide
Wash over me in a gentle wave

***

His eyes are soft and blue
Never a sky have I seen that hue

And yet I am lost in them to my heart's content
And he begins again the rhythm rhyme

Spoken from cleft mouth on voice sublime
And I am lost again

***

Too sooon the time makes its ascent
And I must return from him to the present

But never will I forget
The quiet time again

By myself, with wishes, poetry books and Vincent


