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“A dream, all a dream, that ends in nothing, and leaves the sleeper where he lay down, but I wish you to know that you inspired it.”


—Charles Dickens, A Tale of Two Cities
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There is nothing quite


so pure in love


as a boy


and a girl


building castles


in the clouds.




As he took her hand


he gave her


all she had been


waiting for—


a shiver


down her spine.
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When it comes to love


we are primates breaking sticks


while pointing to our hearts.




Love


is diving headfirst


into someone else’s confusion


and finding


that it all makes sense.
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I’ll let you into my heart


but wipe your feet at the door.




I think it’s beautiful


the way you sparkle


when you talk about


the things you love.
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We let our lives


mix with our dreams


like two colored paints


until we didn’t know


which was what


and we didn’t care.




I want to be with someone


who dreams of doing everything in life,


and nothing


on a rainy Sunday afternoon.





[image: Images]





MY


ATOMS


LOVE


YOUR


ATOMS,


IT’S


CHEMISTRY.




The beautiful thing


about young love


is the truth


in our hearts that it will last forever.
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“There’s too much risk in loving,”


the young boy said.


“No,”


said the old man,


“there’s too much risk in not.”




I promise


to live a life


so rich of love


that at the end


I will not be


so shy of death.




Love is


throwing yourself into a stormy sea


hoping there are arms to catch you


knowing that without the leap


there is only the safe


and lonely shore.
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Put a girl in


moonlight


and tell only truths


and every man


becomes a poet.




Love


could


be


labeled


poison


and we’d


drink


it


anyways.




Poetry


to me


is stumbling in the dark


searching for


the right words


to describe


the feeling


I get


when she smiles


while she sleeps.




I JUST NEED


YOU


AND


SOME


SUNSETS.




When I look at you


I find it hard to believe


that the whole universe had not conspired


to bring you to life.


I can’t think of a more beautiful reason


for it all to exist


than for you in this day.
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Don’t worry—


you see,


to some you are


magic.
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“If I had all the treasure in the world,


I would follow my dreams,


play with my children,


and spend time with my wife.”


“No,”


said the old man.


“If you followed your dreams,


played with your children,


and spent time with your wife,


you would have all the treasure in the world.”




My sweet darling,


all these tears,


this hurt,


the pain in your heart,


do not fight it anymore,


it is a gift, you see, to feel this much


and even though it’s hard


it means you’re alive


with each of these tearful breaths gasped


your soul awakens,


more alive in the pain


than you were in the numb,


you are coming back to me now, my love,


lucid in this darkness—


so cry aloud,


yell,


and fall,


and I will be here waiting


to catch you


when the waking up is done.




It took me a long time to realize


that I am happiest


not at the parties


or the dinners


or the shows


but at home with you


and just our books


our movies


and our tea.


And wherever we go


for now and forever


we will bring this happy with us


for home lives


inside us now


wherever


together


we go.
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True love comes


when you lose


where you end


and they begin


and the atoms


in your souls


forget where they belong


and slowly you become


pieces of each other


too close now


to ever be apart.




Daughter of mine—


for your smiles,


for your tears,


for your skinned knees,


and your broken hearts,


for the love you give,


and the love you find.


For whatever you become,


or don’t,


it is far too late,


I love you already,


long before


we ever meet.




I looked at my mother


and smiled—


she does


so happily exist


in that moment


of one too many


glasses of wine.




Watch carefully


the magic that occurs


when you give a person


enough comfort


to just be themselves.




Does the sun promise to shine?


No, but it will—


even behind the darkest clouds,


and no promise


will make it shine longer or brighter


for that is its fate,


to burn until it can burn no more.


To love you is not my promise


but my fate—


to burn for you


until I can burn no more.
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And as I sat and looked at her


and the rolling hills she sat upon


I thought, what amazing luck I have


that the world had created


such beautiful things


and given me the eyes to see them.
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The words never meant much


that’s not how I loved,


it was when she stroked my hair


when she thought I was asleep


that I knew she really did.




I will follow you,


my love,


to the edge of all our days,
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