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Now when I saw that look

and of my past, closed the book

and started life anew.

I love the view

of her desert sage eyes.

With songs and sighs

she blinks twice.

My heart she does entice.

Opening, then closing quickly.

The voice of her eyes speaks in silence,

bringing up ghosts, simply doesn't make sense.

Letters of old that shouldn't be read

Loves of old we've left unsaid.

But we both know well

things we'll never tell.

The loves that turned away

grow cold slowly, even today.

By her, my pulse is quickened.

Hearts no longer to miss.

Dreams of a smile, a kiss

flowing from her eyes.

Beating strong within my breast

my love, though unconfessed

through songs and sighs.

If only I  knew her heart beat

then, I'd be complete.



