Caught in the Middle

How did God make a man like this, he made him just for me
So I could see my eyes reflected in an endless sparkled sea

The diamond sky he weaves across, a spangled midnight moon

I met him when I was weak and strength has come too soon

I knock upon his door so light and hope he does not hear

I sense the echoes from within, slink into bushes near

A silhouette windowside that gazes at the night

And in the honey blackness, I’m open in his sight 

Clinging to a tree for strength, its bark is soft and creaked

And when I think that I can breathe, my fear comes back to speak

A rabbit in the undergrowth that hides from what it sees

I tiptoe to your riverside while you still stare at trees

And laugh aloud at your voice as you whisper to the black

So faint and choked in your throat, you’re haunted by your lack

And love you now like I loved you then, and every day I’ve met

So sweet and incandescent, soft in gullible regret

Revealing in my hooded pose a creature made of skin 

Flesh and bones and blood and toes, an axis that I spin

I cannot know the way I fall as I hover at your feet

Feel you look down overhead but your eyes I cannot meet

Whatever way you choose to act my faith alights the sky 

And in the broken silence I know the reason why

