A Poem to be Spoken Silently...

It was so silent that I heard
my thoughts rustle
like leaves in a paper bag . . .

It was so peaceful that T heard
the trees ease off
their coats of bark . ..

It was so still that I heard
the paving stones groan
as they muscled for space . . .

It was so silent that T heard

a page of this book

whisper to its neighbour,

'Look he's peering at us again . . .

It was so still that I felt
a raindrop grin
as it tickled the window's pane . . .

It was so calm that I sensed
a smile crack the face
of a stranger . ..

It was so quiet that I heard
the morning earth roll over
in its sleep and doze

for five minutes more . . .
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