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Foolish man. You cannot turn me into a phantom because
you are frightened? You do.not dismiss a muse at whim.
If you will not j’gin me-

then I shall come to you.

The look in your eyes didn't make me feel emharrassed, it just made eel cared for.
R ARC I ) iy S SR RIS Stk W R T |
aﬁlv%qxg%‘gl%éﬂ% waERLt because I get to have you.
[ feel like I've been in love before, but what we have is so much more than anything
['Vé'f@]{lQ\ti@hb@jgﬁgtﬁe@gé teel like begging. I feel like groveling. I feel like praying to
: a
it ititor maliHl s bt B30 abo FAR/RALSHE AR R tha . vt you o feel
goo 5;1 out yourself when you think of me.
tc\(XﬂLfeeFr%Y Hacb\fg ?ﬁoylfour stomach and in your soul because the person you love isn't

Bt by MondnE shy Shat Pecattse Sehal tH Sou Rever foved me?

I VARt e s sAmABIR a9\ Biedoloy il gedtlydy.- - you do, but that's kind of trite.
Thinking I'm not her love anymore. Thinking she no longer wants anything to do with
e P SRRk PRI S PR hastio bt el Lot

[raeaysit sxeuld be gnjemaalpeiee I figured there would be no way you'd pick up the

phone, and no way I'd be able to leave a message like this, and probably no way you'd

Ii mgis gone and I want to do nothing. I want to die in selfish ways. I want
sympathy

Pﬁé'ftﬁ%'na{‘% g}l fg)cttgﬁlgt a3600uuftir} 'me beautiful makes my heart Sing.

I'm a fool and maybe d 5av&eEyINsda et Qfiglly, awesome friendships. And Iam truly sorry.
| was always afraid of being alone, now I'm just afraid of being without you.
I'm igflvm you an easy out, one that I would take if I were you. I am a bit of a mess.
fI'had the thlc?,,nll\gould not ha(ye fajlen for you%. But | didp’t have that choice.

It suﬁd%l %ﬁéc%elgggn Who W e%tlmhss? Iillel:,[ a;[d S0s Ci‘lf‘gelr"%ﬁy me ¥, %,gcnaﬁ & We (f(its%aéc'(p) well
to¥eheVenitdatey jpfoutpychan's Hsdash Lipetsiesmiat ORe2t voice makes me feel so
Bhinthin dsedllitaliRsPlash Ritndpaghend I need to hear from you.

Copyright © 2009 John Lemut


jlemut
Typewritten Text
Copyright © 2009 John Lemut


Don't bother with the apology th oo late. I'm sorry, too. Don't bother with the no-hard-feeli
your head and the half-smile you use to demonstrate sympathy that maybe was onc

time in a land far away. There are hard feelings. | reach out for an explanation
me crazy, makes me stay awake running things through my memory, insignifica

things we said that we meant. One of us stopped believing those things first. Hov
much further than me have you been able to run, from me? I've broken my leg and move You all bleed

able ink blots that sear words into my mind | ike fear, anguish, alone, empty, ’ hat did
you put in my drink? |thought this would be ¢ rtic, instead | walk around ve been
in a long time. What were you looking for? W‘could you have possibly g or bring-
ing me up to date. What was the point? Do you think | want to know if you're d your

back on me and now thatyou're finally in a place where things are good for yo
found Jesus or you found the person | wasn't, so now, only now, you want to make nice. D¢
ness? You want to show me how you‘ve grown? You want to be the bigger person? It ¢
Nothing’s changed; you're the same. | would have done anything. | would have died an
No more. | don't think of you. | don’t dream of you. Except when | think and dream of
Pieces of me scattered through time dropped | ike breadcrumbs, a path cut through a de
leads back to a black hole from which not even smiles can escape. How could you come
like we were old friends who simply hadn’t seen each other for a while? Did you want me
about things? | walked away, the night ruined. The year ruined. | hope you felt a hundred
I live with. You called to see how | was. What was there to say cked up your call. I ho
sandth c  |onliness | felt. There was nothing to say. |lie n‘t want to stay friend
thou ou when | saw her. You looked a little bit alike, ] some of the same g
ski Jered if it felt the same, the softness and smoo aybe. The similaritie
anc pped reminding me of you. | was eventually a to her without looki
fee onth of the envy | felt. One day I saw a girl tha xactly like you, but s
col eathe, had to look at her from the corner of me has solved that.

off as selfish.
d have killed.
still l ive there.
dark forest that
o me at the bar
smile back, talk
f the confusion
our felt a thou-
r along time |
he same color
vly went away
y. | hope you
glasses, and |
aybe | still

wa nd a > a double take when | see the shoulc ond hair | remembe stands at a
g on | our short, dark, highlighted hair, but e |ike you. Disap -{ d reli
Y¢ d ome find me. In my head. | met a st /ed like you. | i %

su  and ther are, or rathe ere lam. | be
All of the eld back and
' ght us together, t red and sh
ow'’s your life?” W question i
ething to help? The eve
person. You j alked
s it could. If it doesn’t work, ei
nderstand i ever We nce
[l want to | eal ize that's no
| sang o shut up. | tolc
. duc e to hir
2 to do it, and
ore. | can't
)iting at us and
anipulate things
time you would pla
egan. The leaves are g
ed to see my breath. 1d
pposed to get through an@ther cc
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