
An Admirer's Song of SorrowPRIVATE 

When I think of beauty, I think of you.

You are my lust, my obsession, my love.

You make me laugh and feel happy, just by being near.

Yet, I feel like crying, because of what I fear.

You don't see me as I see you, is it never meant to be?

Your hair's golden radiance is my sun,

and your crystal blue eyes, my sea.

That which shadows the beauty of your body,

is the beauty of your mind.

It is the most wonderful thing about you.

Your personality is so lively, and your manner is so kind.

You long for friends.  I long for you,

but never can you see.

No I, no you, just us, is what I crave.

I wish to be held in your embrace, and never be let go.

I love our friendship, more than Earth,

but I love you more than life.

Why will you not see my strife, though it's hidden in my heart.

I want you to know how I feel; that it hurts me when we part, 

but I am too cowardice to tell you.

All I want is us.

All I need is us.

All I love is us.

You challenge me with your intelligence,

and taunt me with your smile.

You are so perfect, so smart, so beautiful.  I need you.

How can I be so happy, yet have sadness all the while.

It aches, when jealousy strikes, to see you with another.

Why them and not me to be a companion, or better, a lover.

Was I not meant to be happy, what have I done wrong?

I love you more than any...it's not fair.

So, I weep to you my song.

