None But Us

There is rest that will pass and rest that will

Not come. In the secrets of night, have we

One to keep! What chance has wedged without ill

Intents on our doorstep? More fleeting be
Than snow in light; the time given to fill

Hearts grown in starlight. Let the she nor he

Just be that. The we that is us shall still

Concur all doubts, all no’s . You not you, me

Not me, but one. Take what is mine, and give

What is yours to me, but do hold none of

The meaning. Two leaves falling, we shall live

In or out of society’s tree, Dove.

Lay beside me and our love shall outlive

Words of my soul, which are written above.
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