The Dream
Divine dream

That I dream

Of is you.

Sniffs of sugar 

Fluffed candies

And lovely fine winds

Permeates through your air

Like the peppermint swirls

Entangled in the aura of your aroma

That intoxicates my mind.

Delicate dream

That I dream

Of, let me

Be the dream

Of you.

Droplets of honey glaze

Dance about to the beat

Of your supple tongue’s music,

Enticing my buds to taste

All of you.

From your vanilla

Sweet skin in

Such pure essence,

Fresh of heaven’s Dairy Queen,

And then all the way down to

Spaghetti toes,

And back again.

Delectable dream

That I dream

Of, I hunger

For the enraptured

Soul of you.

With these heavy eyes

I seek that soul’s perfection.

How does it happen that

All unmistakable beauty

Is captured in a single face

Wrapped within a frame

Of dark chocolate

Glossed flawlessness?

Good genes?  Good jeans?

I claim divine intervention,

For the endlessness of the weightless

Eyes of my dream are surpassed

Only by a ravishing mysterious spirit

Of fresh adventure and curiosity

Towards a will to live

For simply the sake of life.

Delightful dream

That I dream

Of, grant me to gaze

Upon the grace

Of your angelic wingspan

You hide so well.

And as I awake

To a sleepy sighting

Of a peaceful presence,

It reminds me:

O Divine dream

Of mine

That I dream

Of is not just

A mere dream.

