Lucky

I put her face on my computer
It steals my concentration

She looks back at me daily

There’s a cute little smile

She looks proud and happy

There are several pictures 

Which I cycle

Her eyes are always so wide

Inviting

Staring at that face

I mesmerize

It pulls me in

It stimulates my nervous system

I breathe deeper

How can a picture do that

Yet all of her’s do
The open shirt especially

However chaste it may be

Mmmmmm

That face inspires me to stare

Her eyes are so deep

Sincere

The long hair

Framing apple cheeks

And delicate ski nose

There’s a symmetry there 

That has always tugged at my heart

Uncanny

The same goes for her wrists

Her collar bone

Her skull

Her hands

And other parts
Even today

25 years later

Certain light

A grimace
A smile

A turn

And I’m caught in the moment

Lucky

