
Oh

Now tell me
why should song be any different 

than a glance, or conversation
why can’t we move 

between the two
and let decay 

the line we drew

and why not talk
in poetry
in rhyme 
like you
or me,

you see
the sea

easy
Trees, ye

knees
debris

with ease

and of the songs
is it the highs
is it the lows

is it because the movement’s slow? 
is it because we must go deeper

as song and rhyme are for the seekers

and as we sing
and rhyme once more

we open a bit more
the door

that leads out of our room of fear
to realize 

oh
love 

was always here


