Impatience

What is like the pain of walting for a lover?
Time is BRhackled, hands and feet,

There 1s nowhere to crawly, and you are thirsty,
And besides, i1t's been snowing for three days
In a row. I think of leaving

On the next snowflake,

The miracle of icicles doesn't move me,

Nor the squirrel on the telephone trapeze outside my window;
If roses skuild goyr feomr tiles ang 5" of mv; 7\‘;1{;1; -
I would thlnk it's all your fault:

Authoress of a thousanda 28,

Destroyer of my sleep,

I kiss your windowpane.
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