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Cotirerine,

Yow werenlt home tordgiht, so- | slipped s note, along
witiv the dirawing, under yowr door. | lhope yowre well,
anol yowl fund Hhem soon.

| kinow- yowve already seen my painting | created of
yow and Vineent: | sensed yowr joy, and your
confusion. Some Hungy shhould remain wneyxploned.
But yes, | had that sketch of yow | did wiren we had
coffee at Caft Arpegglo: But Vincents face came so- clear
from my memory.

Yow botiv went to- that old wawrehowse, and founo all
my works: | kinew- yow were Hrere, and U pleased me. So-
muche o, I've taken up Hhe brushes again: Mr Smytire




tolerates me bangung abpouwt uv iy shop attic space,
setting wp my studio: | must strive to- be guieter during
e day. He scolds me for wpsetting his customery witiv
my *ghostly™ notses!

Yow hanve no- Ldea lhow muciv (F means to- me to- e
pointing, agoin. My handy are nesver stll, and my
brain w exploding witiv new- wleas: There arenwt
enouglv howry to- comumit ot all fo- canwas.

AW becawnse of yow: Yow ypired me, withv your beaunty
ondl yowur secrets: And yowr Love.

| wished yow hadwlt sent Vincent awoy that wight, but
| wnderstood wivy yow did. To- protect him from those
wiro- would seek to- hanrt v | wouddlve done the same
for yow, and him. But | meant i no- hharm.

His inceredible foce v burned deep intfo- my memory.
And iy voice. He reads so- beantifully. | conldlve stood
and Lstened to- hvim all night: | canct sleep nows for
thinking about He two- of yow What a beauntiful
cowple yow make. Remember, | told yow all abowt
BotticeUl? Lorenzo and Sumonetta were iy muses, as
yowre mine.

But, Cotiverine, | must ask yow agoin... What century
Aol Vinecent wolk owt of? Wihat storybook? What aren't




yow telling me? Are there otiver worlds of wiic 'm
wnowore? | wont to- kinow!

Sometimes, v my dureamsy, I've troaelled to- a magical
place, full of cones and converns, lantferns and
candlelight: I've had Hie wrge to- comumit tHhus place to-
cowas, but sometiving stoysy my hand.
I (

ve seen Vincent there, along wibv otrersy. Once Hrere
Wwyframg&, young man withv flashdighty shung on
W He wuay so- guirky, he made me langlt Do
‘ people truly only exist i my overworkeo
[ hawve so- many guestiony that go- unanswered. | trnly
amv large, and | do- contain multitudes! Maybe that
te ondy ansgmwer | con fund. ’

Ga;H/»wa/ we wlll meet again, yow and me. | kinow-
M'vf—woﬁwbwg else. One day soon, yow may need to-
rWMr Smuytire, at e 777 booksihop, seeking to-

fund anotiver furst addition. UL be waifing...

Untl then..

Your friend,

Krufopirer




