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.picnic.

Do you remember that day we went on a picnic 
the sun was burning our skin
and a dream of shade among the pine needles
made us both happy
caressed our temples with a light wind 
was hiding in our hair 
The burnt grass was swaying and there was something 
childlike and sunny between us
Your eyes were as changeable as the sky
- Do you think there will be a thunderstorm?
We spread a thin blanket 
searching for a single leafy tree.
Meetings in lonely places 
do not demand silence
the only voice I hear is yours
my own whispers to lean against you 
you are looking at me this way - you say,
- Indeed, I am - I reply
loving at a touching distance is like being doomed
like a forest that grows thicker after dark
don't tell me I've misunderstood something again
I wonder if you've been to this place since
Because I have
again and again
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I didn't ask her what she wanted anymore
coffee with milk in the morning or fruit tea
walking around the city in the evening or watching movies
I didn't ask if she wanted me to shave or grow a beard
and how did she like my new shirt
to which she laughed equally.
Because they were all white.
All white.
Do you understand?
but they are different, different
she said more than once that in this one
she likes the fabric, while in the other one
she prefers buttons.
Here's one of them.
I wore it the night before we made love.
 
She'll never ask me again
how to style her hair
or what perfume she should wear tonight to overpower the smell of her skin.
what I would like to have for dinner and how many times I would make love to her that night
- Do you want spaghetti with sauce?
I bought us some wine.
We're having a party tonight.
- What kind of celebration?
- That we have each other.
Yes, I said, thinking we were happy.
because no rocket hit our house today.
we were lying in an empty bathtub
drinking wine.
waiting for the air raid alert to stop
and I was wearing that white shirt.
That was the first time we made love in an empty bathtub.
we made love in an empty bathtub for the last time
We were happy.
until you were killed by a rocket
on your way home.
 
Every night I lie in the tub and think:
What are the things you'll never ask me?
What's the one thing I'll never tell you?
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