Still crazy after all these years
i love another too, the world
of cats
& purple grapes
bleeding onto a page in red ink
the sweet smelling wine
exposes the 


sweat and blood 
used in its creation.

Still, leaving tomorrow, i know
I will miss this place of learning
of life
and friendship
& love

i will think of you
every time i turn my head, i will
wonder where and how you all are
as i try to "regain my inner-self"
in a place i never wanted to go to
but couldn't afford to fight.

Thanks for everything

