Thank You

U awche this meming

Maried to a sense of panic in my heart

That Jinally made these last thwe days mahe seme small measue of sense.
J@e[mﬁtwaw%éweéwm%aé&d#m&

And the last nine of these days

Pecbably the best of my lie

Evon considering my mast vecont cutbusst.

That feeling . had when you left me Lviday

Ator aue Long houss of talhing anly ta cach ther

Was mawe pleasuse than L theught one pessan cauld experionce all at ance.
And after talbing more s Monday,

Tuesday was full of giddy delight

That you could ash me any Guestion

And U could anser with henesty and withaut hesitation.

We talked af things U vawely, if ae, discuss,

And U felt sa close ta you

Ut was all U cauld de nat to thew my amms avund you
When finally did succeed in sumsising me on Wednesday.
But that wondesjul, liberated Jecling

Was bound te demand its price scaner cv later.

More insidicus te de sa wnconsciously and witheut waming.

U had lost conteol af my Jeelings and any divection for my life,
And some Joar dewe me ta tahe bach cantedl,

And tumed my widnesability inte Juagility ta make me camply.
And just as intonse as the wander of past days,

Se was the volatility and wnpwedictability of the backlash.

The teass and avoidance wewe just the stact.
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Please dan't hate me.

. never let anyone in, and U had no way of bnowing,
(But[ewan[eameaf.
(V/Amawceivedwmewageyeﬁeﬂda%

That postuonement and. time wewe the better part of valoue,
U Jelt such vlie.

amaynatalwawéaveit,
(Butaénawgaad.rmaewéenaaeeit.

Y T have loamed anything at all by this

Tt that aen theugh O think T Love youe

U wally have ne business thinking it.

U not wady, and witheut your goad sense,

And wen your awn measue of fear,

J:Aané yau ;laz,uttitng up wité me,
And o still boing my Jsiend,
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