ble morning
of ‘1 Think | Love
ut of my radio?

1t doesn’t really matter when of

where or even why, do¢s w? Al

Know, David, is that since you came

into my life you havé never left MY

heart. i 1d explain
it, 1 don’

yself. Someti
y the magic an
could live without the touch
u have prought N0 my

a shy person. not

g riends easily- While
all }hcir

into My
¢ someone o invent an
cure for ghyness.
David, have brought
ope flooding into my grey,
drab world and made the unbearable
pearable.

What is it about you that is sO
very different? Why has no other
boy ever set m heart futtering an
my spine tngling like you do?
ig it? I've Jost count © t
of umes I've aske
guestion and stll the answe
come.

[v's not those clear brown eyes
open and friendly that shine 2
welcome more sincere than any

smoothness.
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you further from me is like & separate

dagger thrust in my side.

1 have 2 secret daydream- pavid,

which 1'm §© ashamed of but 1 must

ghare !t with you

That sun-kissed V

proken Some dreadful illne

> left you 2 anc
desert. .lt hurts

t that chestnut head of
e right length, S
¢o shining. 1’d gwe anythin

y fingers slowly through ak, it 18

1t’s not that sad
seldom leaves your
ver before seen Suc

moum:\in
t. We talk

by piece
dy the world

t is toO late.
ou for

Oh, an find enough
compassion in the depths of your
heart O forgive such cruelty? Must
you hate m¢ for wishing your down-
fall? You know 1 couldn’t blame
ou if you did.

1’1l be there, David - - - i

ome hcrcA to
hough, you
diamonds,

a good visit herd
at, Tl make Yo'
bac

¢ spare @

il die a little until you
Records are Jike mother’s
David. They make
but they don’t T€@

[ don't know
me feel the way

Maybe 11l never know, but w
1 feel this way 1 don’t hear
p'mcrﬂpuucr on the window P
nearly sO Joud or nearly sO ofte

YOUR EVER-LOV\NG ]

It's not your fame 1 love you for.
your populanty, in fact 1
was one of the first

ow so many




