W;;Z/ I g mm@'nj a poem on emotions z'ncfuc[z'nj our

SENSES. &:7/;& smell, taste, touch, and. Feaﬁnj.

The world is my window afl J see is the cold” ﬁoat that has stained
my freart

I fear notﬂnj but the cold wind caffz'nj fér its Jove
Fear enriches the air of‘ the  prison that folds me /fo&ttye
j féef others Jaaz'n as zf‘ it s my own

j am scared that j will never see the fzj/ft (?f‘ Jz{}/ zgaz'n

j smell death; death ﬁom the tfea{}/z'nj bodies ﬁom those who have

jz'Ven n

ﬁut j know the sun will rise and’, j will not give in to the gfaz'n
that folds me
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