








you were the lightening and i was the tree.
and your words were the fire that burmed the best parts of me.
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esigners want me to dress like Spring. in billowing things.
I dloom ¢ fieel like: Spring. | feel like awarm red Autumn,
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L am so tived of feeling like a shattered vase across a slippery Roor and
T am s tired of warching you tip toe around the pieces so you
oy st cut yeurself on me.
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Thar is ever the way, Tis all jeabousy o the bride ancd

guod wishes to the corpse.,
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