
Passion 
 

Arms invite with smiles warmth 

a voice gentle and sure 

your eyes gleaming 

they whisper my name 

a quiet turn of my head 

I meet with your ardor 

with the smoothness of smoky brie 

and Rieslings’ sweetest splendor 

sunshine’s rays turn 

to moonbeam’s glow 

wrapped in the savory aroma 

of tender devotion’s spring. 
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