tell me

what was it that you were saying

that night we were silent

what was it you were giving

when you looked at me that way

and made me feel i am a pink

field flower

enveloped by a gentle pouring rain

tell me what it is

that you can never put to words

when your voice catches

and you lapse back into voiceless thoughts

let me know

if

in the steady singing

of your mute eyes

you are thinking what i'm thinking.

