
Something Left Unsaid

But I have to say, 

there is something

being left unsaid here.

What do you think it is?

I touch your skin

You touch mine.

More is happening than

I know what to think

Don't think

About the Buddha

About the way you thought

About last week

About the last lover

About dinner and a glass

Of warm red wine that

Loosened the knot

That held the "yes" at bay.

No substitute for the real thing

This time will be

Giving it all away

from post trauma purity.

I am finally myself.

And who are you

who lick at my heart

like salt in the wild?

Lips a radar for food

For the soul, the heart,

The body is alive and has

Its wants and needs so pure

As the sun at dawn and dark

Before the mystery.
We should make love

With all of the hope

That all of the world

Wants right now.   
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