
THEISVrrATION

Itdoesn'tinterestmeMiiatyoudo for aliviiig.
1want to knowidiatyou achefor, and ifyoudare to dreamofmeetingyourheart's longing.
It doesn't interest me how oldyon are. Iwant to knowifyou
wQIrisk lookinghke afoolfor love,for your dreams, for the
adventure ofheiog alive.
Itdoesn't interest mewhatplanets are squaringyourmoon.
Iwant to know ifyou havetouched the centerofyourownsorrow,
ifyouhaveheenopenedbylife'sbetrayalsorhavebecome shriveled and
closedfromfearoffurther pain! Iwantto knowifyoucansitwithpain,
mine oryour own,withoutmovingtohide itorfadeitorfixit. Iwant to
knowifyoucanhewithjoy, mineoryour own;ifyoucandancewith
wildness and lettheecstasy fillyou to die tips ofyourfingers and toes
withoutcautioningus to be carefid, he realistic, or to remember the
limitationsofbeingahuman.
Itdoesn'tinterest me ifthestoryyou're tellingme is true.
1ManttoknowIfyoucandisappointanother tobe true toyourself;
ifyoucanbear the accusation ofbetrayalandnothetrayyour ownsoul.
Iwanttoknow ifyou canbe fiuthful and thereforebe trustwordiy.
Iwanttoknowifyoucanseebeautyevenalienit isnotprettyeveryday,andif
youcansourceyourlifefrom its presence. Iwantto know ifyou canlive
withfidhire,yoursandmine,and ~stillstandontheedgeofalakeand
shoutto die <Teatoroflife, "YES!"
It doesn't interestmetoknowidiereyouliveorhowmuchmoncyyouhave.
Iwanttoknowifyoucangetupafrertfaeni^t ofgrief anddespair,wea^andbroi^ tofhe
hone, anddoidiatneeds tohedonefor thechildren.

It doesn't interestmeidioyouare, howyoucametobehere.
Iwanttoknowifyouwillstand inthe centerofthe firewithme and not shriinkback.
Itdo^n't interestmewhereor what or withwhomyouhavestudied.
J wanttoknowwhatsustainsyoufromtheinsidewhen allelsefaUs away.
Iwanttoknowifyoucanbe alone withyourself,and ifyou
trulylikethecompanyyoukeepin theenip^ moments.


