Slow

The people are few who I’ve let inside to know me,

But lately the thought of you occupies my time,

You’ve been growing on me, and you know, I don’t mean slowly.

It’s the fear of crashing that gives me fear of flying,
A couple of crashes have made me slow to take wing,

But I feel myself starting to soar, and without half trying.

So somehow I have to say so,
Somehow I have to let you know,

Somehow it’s growing easy to let it show.

Now the time has come, and I will let you through,

Years of waiting and wondering come to an end,

So look and see, I am here, and I do mean close to you.
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