
Whispers

Whispers speak so loud.
Whispers speak so clear.
I want to shout it from the clouds,
But all I do, I fear, is whisper.

So please come close, and please come near.
for I have some words to say.
There are these words that I hold dear
They can not wait the day.

There aren’t new ways to say these words,
that all have said before.
This King of the Beast just leans forward
so all may hear his roar.  And I,

I search for might and try to shout
that there is none above you,
but gathered words can not come out
just whispers of “I love you”

Whispers speak so loud.
Whispers speak so clear.
I want to shout it from the clouds,
But all I do I fear….. is whisper.

I know you take my breath away,
and soothe the savage beast.
I want the strength to let all know,
my love will never cease.

The words aren’t special, but they hold
the power of the soul.
They can take and break the heart
or mend and make it whole.

(Chorus)

I search for might and try to shout
that there is none above you,
but gathered words can not come out
just whispers of “I love you”
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