
Shall I Tell You Then? by Lee Robinson


First day we meet, a new colleague.  
Shall I tell you then? 
We sit at the same table for lunch.  
Shall I tell you then? 
Friday night drinks after work.  
Shall I tell you then?
Your eyes catch mine across the room, a quiet smile.   
Shall I tell you then?
Our fingers brush - sparks flying, the air charged.
 Shall I tell you then?
Laughter, easy and light, the room full of good vibes.
 I can’t tell you then.
It feels nice, being seen, and I’m afraid to ruin it.
Will you still like me if you know all of me?
An invite to a theatre show.
Shall I tell you then?
Our hands finding each other in the dark.
Shall I tell you then?
Your lips brushing mine as we kiss goodnight.
Shall I tell you - then?
Our first kiss - intense, full of lust and wanting.
 Shall I tell you then?
My hand slipping under your blouse.
Shall I tell you then?
My hand climbing higher up your skirt.
I can’t tell you then.
My mind, lost in nothing but the wanting.
The heat of my body demanding attention from yours.
 But you reach for me, and I pull away.



The moments slip away, 
each one a missed chance, 
and now all I’m left with is silence. 
When should I have told you? 
Should I have told you then?

You breathe, ever so softly, "I love you" in my ear.

 And this thing - woven into the bones of me,

that was never a secret -

has now settled like a weight, too heavy to bear. The 

time to tell you has passed.

It feels too big, too loud, too much.

Your phone calls go unanswered.

Your texts go unread.

Against every aching part of me, I pull back,

before you can hate me for what you never knew. 

When should I have told you?

Was there ever a right time?


