


everlasting end.
Mother Nature planted a tree with the love I had for you.
She nourished it,
She watched it blossom and grow more than our love ever would.
Ever could. 
Because nature always found a way. 
Cupid promised that every arrow he shot from then on would be in honor of me. 
In honor of the words I wrote about you. 
Every arrow was filled with the same love I had for you, filled with the magic my words were intertwined with. 
He hoped, no, he believed, that one day somebody would value the love I had for you.
He blamed himself for choosing me for you and not the other way around. 
Because love was supposed to be the answer to everything.
Even they couldn’t fix what you did to me.

Bargaining and tarnishing your image of me: Kill me now

Kill me now. 
And when you do it,
Do it slowly,
Intimately,
And make me beg for it. 
Prove to me one last time,
That nobody could do it quite like you.

The climax, the high, the summit, and my tipping point: Set in stone

My love for you is set in stone,
Carved in marble,
Etched in concrete,
Written in the stars,
And a constant topic of conversation among the Gods.
A tale passed on from generation to generation, a love so pure that nobody believes is real.
A fairy tale,
A legend,
A fantasy. 
A love doomed from the start only set to persevere in my dreams and in the words I write about you.
The words that are set in stone,
Carved in marble,
Etched in concrete, 
Written in the stars,
And a constant topic of conversation among the gods.
I’ve never seen two people more made for each other.
We march to the beat of the same drum,
We heard the song the angels hummed,
And the fire inside us burns the same,
We are the only good version of a twin flame. 
But we are both so afraid of what might come next. 
I’m afraid to say I love you, and you’re afraid to hear it from me again.
My ‘I love you’ is encased in stone,
Trapped in marble,
Buried under the concrete,
Hidden behind the stars,
And a secret, never brought up by the Gods.

Depression, well… more like a watered down, misinterpreted version: Living was a mistake

Living was a mistake.
Walking through days like I constantly made a mistake.



Mistakes. 
Breathing in the way that your heart sounded the same
Constant and not meant for me in any way. 
Living was a mistake. 
Fighting the change that I so desperately wanted to make,
But couldn’t because I would without a doubt see your face.
See the way it naturally lit up the whole place.
Searching for a reason the same way I would always search for your face.
Looking in places it wouldn’t be placed,
Feeling stuck in the same space, 
Forgetting space is all we have,
Because living was a mistake.
Living was everything I learned to hate.
And this is where I apologize. 
I’m sorry for wasting your time,
But I must clarify that I meant ‘loving’,
Loving was a mistake.
Loving was a mistake.
Walking through days like I constantly made a mistake.
Mistakes. 
Breathing in the way that your heart sounded the s �eGEew
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And I always thought you looked breathtaking in it.
You knew the only way my love died was if I did too, 
Yet you still put the dagger in my hands.
I guess you never truly had a plan.

Bittersweet end that tastes like lemon and sin: Here’s to the stone we were set in

There’s nothing you can say to convince me that somewhere in the multiverse you and I aren’t together.
I know that we have met in every single one of our past lives.
The love I feel for you is in no way just my own.
For it is too strong,
Too wide,
Too sure of itself,
And too divine.
It is impossible for it to hold only the love f�t o, 
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