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Trigger warning


This book contains sensitive content including obsession, mental disorders, suicide, vomit, psychiatric hospital, harassment and other themes that may evoke discomfort for some readers. Please read with caution and if you believe that certain topics could be triggering for you, consider seeking support.
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imagine


an infinite meadow


picking daisies


picking petals


he loves me


he loves me not


and I talk to myself


as if no one can hear me


while I stare at the clouds


the petals fly away in the wind


maybe someone can relate


someone out there


just


anyone


if you read this


it’s just me thinking about the


perfect title


even if I don’t believe in


perfect things


like others don’t believe in magic


firstly


I wanted to call this


he loves me


he loves me not


what if I called it


he loves me not


he loves me


this title idea is stupid


what the hell


I hate the rhythm


but I like the irony


I like turning tables


I like to make the impossible possible


but this one is horrible


unless-


he loves me


let me tell you a story


about love


this is very new for me actually


he loves me not


let me tell you a story


how I used to suppress


all my romantic feelings


I used to judge couples in love


believing they were glued on each other’s hip


as if they were physically dependent


on each other


he loves me


I rolled my eyes


found it disgusting


and yet I ended up having crushes, too


fantasising


making up fake scenarios


before falling asleep


felt like a love sick teenager


got rejected all the time


he loves me not


oh, how embarrassing


I see girls around me


getting into relationships


and I-


‘wake up’, I told myself


‘you are not meant to find love in this life’


as I said


no one loves me


he loves me


I am meant to be independent


I wanted to be that cool rich single aunt


at family dinners who travelled the world


I looked up to rich women on the internet


I wanted to be like them


I think about making money and success


but mostly


success doesn’t think about me


he loves me not


I tasted recognition


I tasted things


others couldn’t dream about


I made the impossible possible


I used to destroy towers


and build castles out of their ashes


with my own hands


sometimes


the future is in your hands


he loves me


I hated rules


even if I was the one


who always followed them


I got a goal and followed a map


he loves me not


love has no rules


no one tells you where to go


what to do


he loves me


isn’t it symbolic?


everything follows a certain pattern


but love actually doesn’t


you can hire scientists


they can explain things


but some things


are meant to be unexplainable


they are just meant to be


there


he loves me not


and I hated that people rationalise it


making love conditional


feels like they combined two things


that can’t work together


whenever I tried to calculate


astrological transits


whenever I tried to predict


when I would find my soulmate


I looked at the dates


I visited places I needed to visit


consulted fortune tellers


tarot card readings


shuffle those cards again, please


I don’t need answers


I need confirmation


if I am on the right path


I left my comfort zone


I tried what I needed to try


I sacrificed my time and energy


for an unknown face


for unknown love


I try to change my fate


I try to change the unchangeable


I trusted the process


I was full of hope


yes, this time it will happen


he loves me


it never happened


he loves me not


and I hate how people


just find each other


not doing anything for it


by accident


by coincidence


it was luck


while I wait and wait


the universe forgot me


and read horoscopes


you make your own luck


so I try to create my own map to find it


I visit places where I expect it the most


if I make my own luck


why doesn’t it work


am I not working hard enough?


I used to blaze


I slowly burn out


he loves me


I love love


I am obsessed with it sometimes


like people are obsessed with the unknown


he loves me not


so who am I to write about something


that everyone knows


and I don’t


how is it possible


if I never knew


how it felt like to love someone


who loves me back


who am I to write


and make art about it?


he loves me


wake up


what are you doing


you need to make money


and be successful


he loves me not


secretly I admired art about love


wishing to create something like this, too


dreaming of a person


who could love me back


believing in the non existent


again I’m hearing:


wake up, this is not for you


he loves me


I hated heart shaped things


I hated infatuated couples


I hated Valentine’s day


I wanted to destroy everything


I felt like vomiting


my dreams burst


but it was me who has the needle


and they made up all those weird terms


situationship


talking stage


like it’s a job interview


girlfriend, boyfriend


sounds like it’s temporary


they killed the magic with rationality


he loves me not


and yet


I feel like nothing else interests me


it’s easy to study and read about it


and on the other hand


I feel this weird feeling in my chest


melancholia and embarrassment


because I could never relate


he loves me


love is the highest emotion


maybe I am not high enough to feel it


maybe those things only happen in movies


and novels


and life is not cinema sadly


he loves me not


I sit at the table listening to stories


of my friends


about work that relationships need


about suffocation and boredom


I talk about my dreams


if you truly love someone


it shouldn’t feel like work


I would do anything for my person


if they ever existed


I used to wear the prettiest masks


I created personalities for everyone


but maybe one day I meet this one person


I can take it off


and I would love their scars and flaws


unconditionally


he loves me


they laugh


wake up


you are living in a fantasy world


who are you to talk about love


if you never experienced it?


he loves me not


but did you forget


I am the magician


I make the impossible possible


he loves me


and one day when I felt lonely


playing he loves me


he loves me not


with a fantasy


I needed an answer


for my question


that doesn’t let me sleep


that makes my heart ache


I am just waiting for a happy end


he loves me not


I opened the window


and I shouted


into the void:


IS THERE SOMEONE OUT


WHO IS LIKE ME


SOMEONE I CAN IDENTIFY MYSELF WITH


SOMEONE I DON’T NEED TO CHANGE FOR


SOMEONE I CAN SHARE MY LIFE WITH


MY DREAMS MY FEARS MY SECRETS


MY LOVE


ANYONE?


he loves me


three days later


like a package I ordered


arrived at the place where I was


in an over-expensive wrapping


dark blue like the night


the design of stars


he loves me not


are you sure?


is this really what I ordered?


probably the wrong address


it’s beautiful


he loves me


but I feel like I didn’t deserve it


what if I am not the perfect match


but he is the perfect match for me


the missing puzzle piece


the universe knows better


but the voices in my head say


wake up


come on wake up
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