
Addendum	

David	F.	Freschi	

	

You	left	this	life	

Just	a	child,	my	lips	on	yours	

My	breath	worthless	

You	followed	me	through	my	days.	

I	ran	from	you,	driving,	or	trying	to,	

You	from	my	dreams-	futile	effort	

Till	that	day	I	stopped	

And	looked	upon	your	face	

Felt	the	smile,	you	knew	

My	best,	not	enough	but	my	best	

And	I	allowed	your	touch	and	

You	are	with	me	still,	an	angel	

	


