
Morning Thoughts 

 

She lay in bed 

Every morning 

And watched the clock 

Tick to 6 in the morn. 

Her mind still restless, 

Her eyes never staying closed 

For more than a few seconds. 

She spoke with him 

And dreamt of better days. 

Days that might never happen. 

Her lips frowned, 

But he told her to smile 

And so she did. 

She stayed up late sometimes, 

Just to be able to talk 

To someone who has a similar mind. 

Just to be able to have a conversation 

That was deeper than a couple words 

Here and there. 

They indulged themselves 

In words that they had been craving, 

Words that they didn’t know even existed 

Until they had met. 

Conversations that meant more to her 

Each and every day and 

Sometimes she wonders 

If he thinks of her at 6 at night, 

With darkness slowly approaching. 



And sometimes she hopes 

That she crosses his mind, 

When he’s in the middle of his day 

And he smiles at the thought of her. 

And so she smiles now, 

As she thinks of him, 

At 6 in the morn. 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Restless 

 

Her hands shaking 

Her mind racing. 

A million questions 

On the brink of her lips. 

But only one dances through: 

Do you love me? 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Quietly 

 

Her limbs were always too loud, 

Her voice always too quiet. 

She lay in bed as silently as possible, 

She listened to the darkness around her. 

Words hummed against her skin. 

Leaving welts where they grazed, 

Leaving pain where there was love. 



The tears flowed freely, 

His mouth quieted above her lips, 

His eyes squinted at her face. 

She felt him sigh, 

Against her chest. 

She felt him resign, 

Holding her hands. 

She whispered 

And hoped for his touch once more. 
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