I Hear You Singing

Your soft voice carries to me

from the distant lands.

It is delivered by the song of the sparrow,

and by the leaves rustling in the wind.

But my eyes avoid the sky,

and I gaze towards the ground.

A glimpse of water reflects the sun.

Slowly, the soapy liquid seeps down,

burrowing itself into the cement,

and the sidewalk whistles.

A thousand crickets could not compete,

for the sidewalk whistles

and sings a glorious tune.

I hear you singing. 

