She and I

Dinner’s over, dishes done, together by the fire.
There’s no place I’d rather be than with my heart’s desire.
Not a word is spoken, her head now on my chest.
Words aren’t necessary when you know that you’ve been blessed.

We’re as different, she and I, as day opposes night.
Me, I’m left hand dominant, and sadly, she is right.
I am shy and introverted; she’s a flying bird.
I prefer pen and paper, while she, the spoken word.

I’m partial to a quiet meal over candlelight,
while she would opt for hotdogs every other night.
She says that life without a dog, would surely be a sin.
Me, I like my dogs made out of porcelain.

She sets the dial to country, me, I dig the blues.
I’m partial to my tennies, while she prefers no shoes.
I like a nice long hug; she’d rather give a kiss.
Anywhere between my ears and she’ll say she didn’t miss.

I am very punctual; she seldom looks at clocks.
My closets are well organized, she’s always losing socks.
When it comes to driving, I follow all the rules.
If she’s behind the wheel, it’s “Look out all you fools!”

When assembling things, I read instructions without fail,
While she’d rather grab a hammer, to her all is a nail.
Should the choice be hot drinks, I like chocolate, she likes tea.
Who’s the better parent, I pick her and she picks me.

So, I sense you asking, how did we get together?
It seems as if the sunshine ran into stormy weather.
If we were on a spectrum; we’d be miles apart.
What brought us side by side, was the love within each heart.
