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A taste for
Tim Heald

yepaid
g believed in you too much
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Andvou arenotihere
h

a
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Atthe back of the old shelter

In a wooden kerinel
Yortwovearsin

Forhavin
Vourahsence weighs onme

Andthe days aresolong
Inmy kennel without you

Paralysed, rigid

There in front of the chure
Twassocolds

What canchave happened
Sinceon June 16

My body isezhausted
And my heart breaks.
Thaveno taste for anvt
Arnid Thecome sougly
Thatnooneever

Every nightTgotosleep
Iwell remember

Certain that vou will come
Youwhistled vou sang
While faste
Andyouleftmetiedup
Youputmeonacha

How happy you were
Where youlocked

Howeverif you come back

In good heart through the door
That ielike thatofa prison

VETE ey Tin e an vricorablo

Withnothing foeator drink
We will leave fogether

Would want toadoptme.
1Havesleptsoofien

You lefi mefordays




