


We walked too, 1 guess,
And told and thought,
And often caressed our bodies soul,
Like a struggling dancen
reaching.
Reaching fon the fnal step,
To end his mery dance.

You reached it, my Love, my Life.

Somewhere overn the moon

On to a suffering etenity,
Wherne 1 might nest.

But it s thue that my Life 48 on tual,
Like a blinded kRitten
drowned in the morn,
Not knowing whene its bones will Lie,
Not hnowing where {ts soul was born.

I am sonny, my Love, 44 1 caused you pain
As youn Leans,
your Lonely desperate teans,
Flooded my brain
And caught my hand
And moved my mind,
1o a reaction,
That even now 1 can't explain.

And here 1 Lie, my sweet Love,
Alone,
without yourn ofd s04t body
To break the day, and the night
With your farn away Eternal Light.

Togethen, Like stuffed crows
we commenced cur game

04 hope.

1 was the plate and you the knife,

Grating prosaic sorated edges intc my bare §Lesh,
Devowring me,

With your many yeans Listlessness.

But we had many happy times, my dear.
We Laughed and cried all night,
Sharning pain
And thoughts,
Too deep for wonds.
We Zfalked about justice,
Lige
and despair,
Forming new remeddies
And caring not where they were on trhial.

















