Untitled

The sky is gray.  I fear it shall rain.

I’m sitting here, lonely, waiting for my train.

This feeling inside, it hurts so much.

I miss your sweet smile, your tender touch.

Now I see my train, yes it’s pulling in.

It won’t be long now, we’ll be together again.

I invest a coin, I pick up the phone.

I call to say I’m on my way home.

The trip lasts seven hours, but it’s worth the wait.

It’s your kiss, your embrace that I anticipate.

The train pulls into the station.  I see you standing there.

It’s pouring down rain, but you don’t seem to care.

The long wait is over; we rush to each other’s embrace.

I’m home again.  I kiss your lips, I touch your face.
We walk out of the station, arm-in-arm.

Up close to the fire, we make ourselves warm.

The sky is gray.  The rain shall pass.

I’m no longer sitting alone, we’re together at last.
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