                                    Your Breath
I can no longer speak of you 
in the market place 
as others do.  
As hearsay 
or of the latest 

“work” you have displayed. 
You have become 
too precious for that. 
My heart 
has been captured
by your passion.  
In the morning 
the warmth of your breath 
awakens my senses. 
My ears listen intently 
for the slightest 
sign of your coming. 
The rustling of leaves 

The bird’s song
your fragrance 
caressing  the air.
A palpable remembrance

Of our togetherness   
Yet mostly 
It’s your breath 
that surrounds me, 
invites me, 
arouses my desire. 
You breathe upon
my face, my lips 

my hair

Your breath kisses 

Life fair
I can no longer 

speak of you  

as Other

You are my life 

my breath

my intimate one 
You bid me 

in your kiss 
I must leave 

my friends 

in the market place

to join you
in your breath 
our kiss

our life
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