Feb. 14th: Page Two

Why

   Why did I fall in love and why do I still think about her even after the last events.

    There is noting special about her; she is average height, size and weight.  Not particular beautiful, except, well, my heart goes into remission as if her appearance would be like seeing an deity, and for what I live, and why not?  Every animal must have a reason to live, especially man, she is the reason for me to drive towards success, even to exists, making everything else second! 
   When she walks she glides like a golden princess ghost, (yes I know), head held high, her beautiful golden like hair flowing over her shoulders, her slightly tan, fair skin aglow whith brilliance, without any “makeup” except for maybe a light touch of lipstick, allowing  faint signs of freckles to show, making her appearance pure radiating love.  Soft shinning green eyes, A slight hint of a smile, (upon seeing me, me thinks), making the “Mona Lisa” envious whith her brilliant countenance.  I believe that there, (and still is), a connecting power of communication between us, as in betwixt animals.  (Unspoken love, the greatest power on Earth)!
   There is no logical reason, (according to Spock), that I would or should love her.  I did not go there to fall in love whith someone that perhaps I can never have, (however there is always hope), it just crept up to me unknowably.  I started to live for the few days a week that I would see her.  They say that one does not choose to become a drug addict.  It is very hard to stop an addition.  Before I got sick, (Liver), I volunteered to be the local union representative on abuse, (Irony?).  On one seminar, the guest speaker was a psychology professor from L.A.  She told a story how abuse in family relationships that continues to happen.  One “strong” personality marries a “weak” person and the “sickness” is passed on.  (Just like in the song, “I bet you think that this is about you”, I thought that she was telling MY story*).  I retired on the Federal mandated law for disability for substance abuse, (Alcohol).  However after getting out of the hospital, I quit drinking for 8 years.  I did not even drink on the “Cruise’, (good thing though as prices were very expensive).  I was free of drugs, except for my love, when I wrote to her.  When I gave her the crystal from Venice, I have never seen her so happy.  For what ever happens in the future, I will always have that vision in my mind.  You know, thinking about pictures, I have never understood why anyone would keep pictures of the one(s) they say they love on their person.  I don’t need no stinking picture; I always have her vision in my mind!
   I think that maybe her ancestry is Irish.

   One day while shopping in a department store, in the kitchen section, (being single, I have to do everything), I seen a lady that at first I thought was her.  I literally froze.  Most go to Ireland.  If I can’t have her, maybe I can find someone similar.
   Sometime after that, (a year or so), I finally had the opportunity to see her.  Again I froze; I would have rather walked up to a wild lion and pet it than to speak to her, which leads me to the next page---“Jesus”.

