Why? Why does everything have to be this way.  Does

a normal person do this? Over analyze each time they

talk to someone and go crazy.  Does she think I am

pathetic, annoying or just silly that I spilled so

much to her? Why is she so nice to me? In the way she

touches me and talks to me, she could hate me and I

would never know.  But why? Why can’t I have more.  I

want her to call me, I want her to sense this

aloneness, to come by, to ask how I am.  I have waited

all weekend, with each ring of the phone, or the few

knocks on the door. Will that be Susan? When she sees

me she is usually so sensitive to the fact that I need

love. But is that just her? Is she like that with

everyone? I want her to care so much. I want her full

and undivided attention all the time.  And I know that

is unrealistic, but that is what I want.  I want

everything to be normal in my life so I didnt think of

this, but I am so tired of just crying over her.  I

think about her all the time.  Why cant she just give

me what I am asking for? Is it because I am not

asking? But I cant ask! I thought about calling her...

but she has friends. She wouldn’t understnad that this

kid two and a half years younger than her out of all

1700 people on campus is randomly just calling her to

complain about life, even though we have talked.  And

in the same, how can I really expect that she is going

to come and pay attention to me when she has friends,

and 1700 other people she can be with.  But I need for

her to give me attention. I know it isn’t going to be

some great lesbian love affair. I dont need that, and

I dont even know if I would want that. I want a

friend, and I want it to be her.  She is mature, and

she does what none of my friends can do. She can

listen with out bursting out to complain about

herself.  She knows what to do.  I will always hear

her voice in my head.  Her wisdom “no more bad day” 

And she rubs me as I am ready to burst into tears.

“Can I do anything for you?” That was it for me... I

want more. Why cant that be enough? Why cant she just

call... check on me.  Hey, Susan, hun, I’m not ok.  I

want you to know that.  I want you to care because I

have no one in the world who would understand and

care, and my one friend at Gordon I could talk to is

in England for another month.  Help me, come to my

rescue, please.  Why... why can’t I do this.  What

would she think if I were to break... to call her.  I

wouldn’t even want to know.  I am ready to be whipped,

she can command me, I’ll do it, I just need her to pay

attention. I need someone to care for me.  I just

can’t be all alone with all the issues going on my

life, and in my head anymore.  I cant keep wondering

why she wont give me more, or if she will.  I love

her.  I love the way she talks to me.  I just wish

that I had it more.  I wish I had her.

