Panorama 

Okay let me lay it straight, this thing I’m trying to do
I want to capture perfection I see when I’m thinking of you 

I paint shapes and sizes and move around words to come closer to making it real 

But nothing I write could ever describe the way that you make me feel 

The reason is this that I want to see my emotions laid out on a page 

So revealing to you I can point with a finger and show you a love for the age 

But as I read myself back nothing will do and would fall at the feet of your glance 

Your eyes skimming over my little white page infinitesimally less each instance 

Shrinking in size as it stands by your glory all beauty confounding my soul 

I’ve yet to write words to shed any light on something so ancient and old 

They all hamper down and I wonder would you with the pen of the artist in hand 

Do a far better job than I ever could illustrating the shape of our land 

I imagine an email sent to my source of a piece of work crafted by you 

And the reply I’d lay down at your doorstep falling so far short of true 

Can I draw perfection and convince all my doubts rattling the bones of my head 

That I am worthy of you, to stand by your side with purity flowing instead 

To not wear me down by bowing myself but give up to be beautifully broken 

Living the life of looking at you and hearing what we’ve never spoken 

I’m trying to find some reason inside to lay all I have on the line 

As I look at my eyes I see all my faults and a million urgings to hide 

I see how I’ve acted at times in the past and the ways that I’ve burned inside 

But it can’t make me stop, your possible actions and how I am built to deride 

Though I’m looking for answers I’m coming up blank but still am window pane stuck 

Blown away by the faith I have in you, overwhelmed by the weight of this trust 

You draw me to you, like a moth to the flame, I’m afraid my eyes aren’t my own 

Mysterious creature with unbounded arms you pull me in closer to home 
Your heart beats me fast as I breathe in your scent like a fox on the edge of a trail 

My toe points me forward as I move to the light, give in to the need to inhale 
I am open and wide in this vast empty space, my shield has long left my side 
To be shot down or killed by a shadowed foreboding that would end my life 

But I see you there just inches away and you do not fall from my stare 

I hold out my hand to this beautiful man with ruffled dark brown curling hair

