Together

By John T. Wurzer

Imagine if you will waking up without that knot inside your stomach

Without that twitching in your shoulder, without that cloud around your brain

Without the job, the boss, the office slut, without a bill to pay, a game to play, or anyone to drive you quite insane.

The birds would sing their morning songs, the sun would dry the dew

A gentle breeze would blow across the sheets draped over our waists lying in bed and I would be with you

And you would be with me

And you and I would be

Together

Imagine if you will, nothing else to do, than cuddle up with me as I cuddle up with you and watch the day grow warm with nothing else to do than blow this world away with a love it never knew, with a peace that never grew, evolving somehow into, a feather landing softly on a finely manicured lawn, at dawn, just as we are imagining that everything is exactly as it is, and that it will not change without our mutual consent, after we’ve taken the time to breathe

And you and I would be

Together

