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A Rose with Thorns

[image: ]






	
You're pretty like a rose with thorns.


I know your favourite colour is red;

Plus, I can tell you may feel dead;

From the worried expression,

Visible on your face;

I can tell, because I too feel afraid;


Your thorns poke through my skin,

Just like a vaccine;

Into the red blood of my heart within,

The way you heal me;

Your care for me,

Makes my heart beat;

In my chest, faster than caffeine;


You're beautiful like a rose with thorns;

I wish I took time to give,

And help you more;

Back when I had the chance to;

Now I'm left feeling even more blue;


Now I have a much bigger hole in my heart;

I now know what I wish I knew from the start;

Now I'm left feeling even more afraid;

That I'll screw up and make another mistake.
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Sound That Surrounds Me
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Every day when I wake up


I hear birds tweeting and flying

And I hear cars driving

I can hear all kinds of machinery

From kilometres of distance away from me

All around my room outside


I always hear an air vent outside

Grey as the clouds above during a storm

Making a loud but ambient mechanical noise

Just to heat the inside of the other building near me


I sometimes wonder why

It can be expensive

And hard to modify

Some of this technology

That is near me

To reduce this constant loud sound

Even slightly

I want to live on a hill 

Covered in grass 

With more bright green trees

And less sound surrounding me


I can always hear sound everywhere

I almost wish there was nothing there


No wonder I have to take pills at night to sleep

Just to avoid even the smallest noise present at night

Which is the air vent near me


Just one uncontrollable noise can be enough

To push me to the edge


––––––––
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Though it's fascinating

How much sound I can really hear 

Outside and around me

Yet half the time it's all too much

I must distract myself if I can

I could leave and walk up a hill 

With my ears covered

Or just stay in my room and watch TV

On low volume


At this point any of these

Are completely normal to me


Because all this sound always surrounds me

For better or worse


I can’t block out this sound completely 

Even if I really wanted to
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