Upon waking next to you

For Erica, my love.

The dreams we dream are often lies

A masquerade or some disguise,

To mask our mocking fears and hide

The truth we know and lack of pride.

I’ve never seen so True a sight

As through your beauty in the Night,

Your eyes aglow and skin so smooth

As if the moon had chiseled you.

And Truth has never been so true

The night has never shown so blue

As when I feel what I have felt

The warmth you give me makes me melt.

We often look for alibis

We often cling to our disguise

We often hide ourselves, it’s true

But I am naked when with you.

The clouds do rest and leave sweet dew,

Then birds do sing and ‘rouse me too.

The dreams we dream are often lies

But I see truth in your sweet eyes.

