Poetic Love 
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Passion sense and nonsense line the way within
Living in the inner realm where others fear to dream
Love is not a simple game, a word, a verb, a thing
It brings you many promises and many things to blame
It calls you from the early morn' into the darkest night
It begs that you forget yourself in someone else's light
No, love is not for weak of heart, nor those who fear unknowns,
Filled with restless slumberings and feelings made of stones
No, love is for the true of heart, who ask for what they seek,
Who aren't afraid to say "I love" to those they wish to keep
Ramblings in midnight day with sun beneath my feet
My wings are spread to fly away but how I love the heat
