Your Presence

I have no right to talk to you here
When you are so honest and look at me so clear

How could I hope to hold you in my eyes

When you’re more than anything I could surmise

Awe in your presence and ashamed of myself

For annoying your head and breaking your delft

The images pass through my head back and forth 

And do you no justice, they don’t show your worth 

I reach out to touch but I ripple the pond

And I regret ever breaking the skin of that bond

Disturbing the air and moving the sky

You’re too holy for me, how is this right? 

