A Night of Longing

To Mickey

I sit, silently waiting for the blue light to envelop me. 

Please hurry, I have been waiting too long. 

I have studied, read, researched the ways of the ancient. 

Yet I feel so young, so new. 

Why can I not be touched; 

My eyes fill with tears of longing. 

To see the stars, to be lost in love is all I wish for. 

Was I here this nioght, long ago in the past, longing as I do now? 

Did my soul ever reach me forever ago? 

For I am still searching, lost in this creation alone, 

yet surrounded by my kind all around. 

Please, before the light begins to fade again, 

and I become lost in this drudgery again, 

take hold of my hand and lead me to love. 

I inhale and exhale; the cycle continues. 

I still sit, silently, listening to the heart beat, 

waiting for us to roam on green plains 

and look upon the silver stars above. 

Silently I sit and long. 

