
For The Man That Will Call Me "Mine" 
10.4.26 
 
A soft glance, fate, or chance. 
“You’re Mine” echoes as we dance. 
 
A Quarter, nickel, penny, or dime. 
“You’re mine” sounds right every time. 
 
A house, a pet, a guest. 
“You’re mine” leaves my mind at rest. 
 
My forehead, my cheeks, and my lips you place a kiss. 
“You’re mine” must follow, for it’s you I’ll deeply miss. 
 
Soft skin, intense stare, a touch beyond tender. 
“You’re mine” burrows deep within my mind to render.  
 
I want you to claim me publicly, 
So boldly, even Rachel would ask why Jacob was never so vocal. 
 
If it’s possible to yearn for a person I hardly know, 
Imagining my husband saying, “You’re mine” has ignited it. 
 
To miss a sensation I’ve never experienced so deeply, 
So foundly, so rooted in the imagination. 
 
A thought, an ache, a tinge of sorrow, 
“You’re mine” replaces “I’ll see you tomorrow”. 
 
Because “You’re mine” claims me for the now, 
And God help the man who thinks of me in any way 
 
“You’re mine” lights up my prefrontal cortex, 
A love will be made beyond the concept of complexity. 


