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She Seemed... and ripple the mask
| wear to hide the fear
Gone now- of being with my
Past the time she had planned on, but, thoughts
Leaving, she took so long... scraping her feet Again.
On the ground... and several times Alone.

Turning around- as though waiting for me —Ludlow

(But, then, | didn’t see.) to say something,
or do something.

It could have been anything.

But it bothers me now

When | think about how she seemed Because | turned to you
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But only now do | know how much
| wanted her to stay
But, now, she’s gone.
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| stand in maked light
Before your eyes -

Because |'ve given you my tears
And fears — %
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You know how | feel
When the world turns cold —
At best
I can hope for warmer days.
Ciner wears her hair —Ora MacDonald
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Mathematical one.
One calculus question bothers me: —Bonnie Robinson
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Every night.
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