Angel







13 November


It is Saturday night, dark and cold outside with snow on the ground and me here in a lonely office working because there is no one to go DANCING with.  Where are you Angel?  Why am I always alone.  I thought you said I had a guardian angel to protect me.  Doesn’t that mean protection from loneliness?  Are you that protection?  Will our differences doom the short future you saw in my hand?  Enough of my moaning and groaning.


Don’t you become weary of this space time continuum.   Life has not been easy for you like it has been for others who have so much they cannot decide what to choose from and then complain with tears of duplicity that they have to make a choice.


Oh  well, I miss you, I look at your photos, I sleep with your dog, but the perfume is gone and I still feel lonely.  I wonder whether we have a future and if so how long.  I guess I should just let the universe and its metaphysical underpinnings unfold—after all you have a longer period of uncertainty facing you then I have.


I guess you are the only one I have now.

Love Roy

