
Hello, my friend.
It’s me, Sadness.
I’m visiting again.

It doesn’t have to be gloomy or gray.
I might stop by on a beautiful day.
You feel hurt or confused, and that’s why I’m here.
You’d rather be brave. You wish I’d disappear.



I know, I get it . . . You don’t want me around. 
Last time I came, You made sniffling sounds.


