To ….
I see her

In my mind’s eye

Sitting in a desert,

Waiting for something to give

Wishing for a sign

From God or mother earth

To let the rain

That comes from her eyes

To cover the desert floor

With flowers

Sweet and wonderful

With a smile

She would pick them

And feel the love

Where her silk night gown

With roses in her hair,

She wouldn’t have

The pain of choice

Or the pain of never knowing

What love could be like

To actually feel love

Pure and true

Like the dreams she dreams

At night

When the cold desert air

Coming through the window

Like a lover 

Like a thief in the night

Holding her

When nothing else can

But one day

She will find that love

Even if she is just

With the angels

So I watch her

In my mind’s eye

And wishing 

I could give her that sign

