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Beginning.

Poem one

––––––––
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You See?

Love is complex...

You see, it's difficult to detect...

But easy to misinterpret...

Isn't that right...?

Yes it is.

Love is an emotion.

With many different forms.

As well as levels.

Someone may have all that you need.

But that isn't what love is meant to be.

You see?

Love is truly about one's own feelings.

What they want isn't necessarily what they need.

Sure they have whatever you want but you won't be truly happy.

You see?

So long as they both try their hardest they'll sleep peacefully.

You see?

Love is Love.

No one can truly understand it.

But all can feel it.

You see...?

Love is far too complex...

It's hard to find its real meaning....

But with the right person you won't need any answers....

Because you'll be happy...

You see...?

Poem Two

––––––––
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For Years

For years there's been this thought.

Months it's been since it last came.

Days since I've been convinced.

For years it's changed.

Months it's been away.

Days since I've came so close.

For years they've talked.

Months they've been quite.

Days since their last words.

For years they've spoken riddles

Months they've been clearer.

Days since they've been straight.

For years they've been cryptic.

Months they've been clearer.

Days since they've understood.

For years I've been confused, always thinking.

Months I've been depressed, always quite.

Days have truly put me to the test, always struggling.

For years I've never changed.

Months have never been the same.

Days I believed my mind was made.

For years I was confused.

Months i was beginning to clear.

Days I was lost almost for good.

For years darkness ruled.

Months it never changed.

Days this weight is falling.

For years a pessimist.

Months no different.

Days trying to change.

For years the thought lingered.

Months it's gotten stronger.

Days it's at it's strongest.

For years it's been easy.

Months it's been complicated.

Days it's been hard.

For years, months, days, hours, minutes, seconds. Any form of time you can find.

The thought has been the same .

There may be slight variations, but at it's core it's death.

Simple yes.

Hard to get out of its set.

Pawn who's nearly used up.

Funny how another will spawn and take my place.

It's my choice to see how long it'll take.

For years, months, days, minutes, seconds.

I've a number of anchors holding me down.

Should I fall, I'll land hard for sure.

But the things that'll fall harder are their tears.

It'll hurt should I fall, pain will befall them more.

One outcome might not hurt you, but it can affect others.

It may be quick, but can last lifetimes on others.

Years, months, days, hours, seconds.

Pain is forever.

Pain is temporary.

Life is limited.

Life, a life can live for eternity.

Leave a mark that'll last for years.

One that'll last forever.

Poem Three

Thoughts

––––––––
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Worth it?

Continue?

To bleed or not?

To live or not?

To love or not?

To tell or not?

Am I worth it or not?

Should I continue or not?

Will it help if I'd bleed...or not?

Fight.

Strength.

Power.

Will.

Force.

Unstoppable.

Untameable.

Undeniable.

Impossible.

Imagine.

Heart.

Mind.

Soul.

Kill.

Die.

Death.

Coffin.

Ashes.

Urn.

End.

Run.

Try.

Go.

Continue.

Fighting.

Prove.

Yourself.

Relentless.

Strong.
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