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For my parents




Start


I don’t know where to start


And it’s always like this because I have so much to say but nothing comes out and all of a sudden, I forget every single word.


Don’t know what I feel when I see you, can’t describe it.


With frustration I dig deep inside myself to find something, anything.


But there’s nothing.


I have been lying awake since Tuesday night thinking about your words.


Words that appreciated me and your hands which have burned holes in my skin and left an imprint.


Your voice echoes in my head all day, repeating the things you said to me on Tuesday night.


I don’t know what I feel when I see you, can’t put it into words


And don’t want to.




Who am I?


I’m your strength, weaken you


Am being against everything, everyone, and fitting in


Water, burn on the inside


Darkness and light


I am ‘never leave me’ and don’t touch me, ever


Am the gun, take the bullet


Am ‘hate me’


‘love me’


Let me go but don’t leave


I’m a virus, deep breath, passionate kiss


Am the antidote, poison you


The decision to never decide


I am real and kissing illusions


I’m like you, never like them
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