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I love you more
than I want to be comfortable
and I am, undeniably yours
I feel you from the inside
and I know you’re my home
I can feel—I can feel—I can feel you near
whenever you are far
and I find the sweetness,
in being two found souls,
in their endless love delights]
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[image: Is there a name for what I have for you?… Is there a name for what I have for you?
I know it is not love,
nor is it expectation.
It’s a little bit of yearning,
a dash of longing,
and a sprinkle of ache
that sits quietly in the corners of my heart.
Or is it something the world has yet to name,
a word waiting to be invented?
I want you like the desert craves water,
silent and unrelenting.
Like the sunflower yearns for the sun,
staring at it from afar,
content to share a name,
but never a touch.]
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hundreds and thousands that fall
like pitter patter rain pops
gathered by our expectant
cotton candy mitten hands
stuffed into mouths we suck
slowly dissolving our bounty
on eagerly awaiting tongues
in this we all have a sweet tooth
give me some sugar for my 1lb
of flesh feed me until I’m giddy
high on a saccharine sweetness
that will claim us all in the end
a flavour that tastes so good
we’ll stand head up mouth open
waiting for the sky to fall]
love is sprinkled in pink and white
hundreds and thousands that fall
like pitter patter rain pops
gathered by our expectant
cotton candy mitten hands
stuffed into mouths we suck
slowly dissolving our bounty
on eagerly awaiting tongues
in this we all have a sweet tooth
give me some sugar for my 1lb
of flesh feed me until I’m giddy
high on a saccharine sweetness
that will claim us all in the end
a flavour that tastes so good
we’ll stand head up mouth open
waiting for the sky to fall

[image: @carrierendellwrites @carrierendellwrites]
@carrierendellwrites



[image: Rectangle Rectangle]
[image: courage ripples outwards… courage ripples outwards
words echoing into the night
becoming the strength required
for more mouths to speak
necessary truths in unnecessary times
the powerful seeking silence
sewing mouths shut with golden thread
self entitled to your everything
your right a to life without fear
your body your seat
your hopes and dreams
but love is strong and defiant
refusing to let hate divide
it’s brave and enduring
offering a light in the darkness
should we choose to stand
courage ripples outwards]
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again someday

Follow the light
I left on

To my unlocked door
say meet me and I’ll meet you

There with my heart open
even if time

Has worn your face and my hair
is no longer the color

Your memory knows
we’ll have the kind of love

That makes up for the years
it took us to find our way back]
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I don’t want to lose the sound of your voice
so can we talk?

Would it sound like I care too much if I asked
how life is going?

I don’t want to sound desperate,
but do you ever think of me?

I hope it doesn’t sound like I miss you too much if I ask,
do you miss me?

It’s been a while and I’m afraid I’ll forget your face,
so can we have a second first date?]
It’s been a while but,
 
I don’t want to lose the sound of your voice
so can we talk?
 
Would it sound like I care too much if I asked
how life is going?
 
I don’t want to sound desperate,
but do you ever think of me?
 
I hope it doesn’t sound like I miss you too much if I ask,
do you miss me?
 
It’s been a while and I’m afraid I’ll forget your face,
so can we have a second first date?

[image: @elena.sunyoung.poet @elena.sunyoung.poet]
@elena.sunyoung.poet



[image: Rectangle Rectangle]
[image: Promise me-… Promise me-

You’ll remember me
at night 

When the steps you have taken away
from me slow

Secretly-

Think of me when
you look at the lonely moon

Hanging in the sky
waiting for the stars to return

Say-

You missed me
when you come back home]
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I'd wander endlessly, each line a mile,
Lost in your eyes, where the stars have met,
And find a thousand dreams we haven’t yet.

Let me dance in the rhythm of your laugh,
Each moment with you a photograph,
And when you speak, oh, how you tease,
Turning silence into something that frees.

So tell me, darling, what’s it like to be
The reason my thoughts are wild and free?]
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[image: Love is a thread, fine but strong,… Love is a thread, fine but strong,
binding two souls where they belong.
It weaves through joy, it stitches pain,
a fragile tether through sun and rain.

It’s the echo of laughter, soft and clear,
a whispered promise, "I am here."
It bends but won’t break, falters yet holds,
a story of warmth in lives retold.

Through trials it stretches, yet doesn’t part,
woven deeply into the heart.
Love is not perfect, but it’s ours to keep—
a tapestry stitched in the soul’s deep sleep.]
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You are the warmth in morning light,
the hush before the stars ignite.
The breath between a whispered name,
a spark that sets my soul aflame.

You are the touch that lingers sweet,
the echo where our heartbeats meet.
No matter where, no matter when—
I find you in the world again.]
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I have no choice but to see myself
The reflections are painful
And I am grateful
Grief, regret for what was hidden from view
About me, about you
Tempered perceptions shatter like glass
All around you and under your feet
And the sky above
Now where can you stand?
And how high can you fly?
Where do we go from here?
I weep for the walls I still see
And how I let them define me
I can no longer close my eyes
Even if I tried
We are too beautiful to look away from
It’s all I ever wanted
You and I]
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Yet you impress me
I lost the need to be surprised
Yet you surprise me
I declared my invisibility
Yet
You saw me.
I convinced myself
So well
That I do not need to be loved
Until
You loved me.
I look up and somehow find myself
In a story
In which the love is so
Immense
It swallows me whole and drowns me
Floats me, catches me
Humbles me
Rains on me, quenches my thirst
Yet I am always left
Wanting more
You hold my hand
And all the walls I ever built]
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I am helpless
Touched by softness
Every door you unlock
For yourself also frees me
I spend time comforting
The past version of me who wanted to run
And close her eyes
While I pray to extend our existence
Because things look different now
With these eyes
And this heart settling into home
A return to your arms
And to my own
We arrived
I trust, let myself be held
And I welcome the endless horizon]
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no matter how many strange faces, 
no matter how many chance encounters, 
no matter the moments of high, 
no matter the pumping bass, 
the grinding guitars or the sweet burn of a black barrel,
i scratch and scratch and scratch the itch, 
until only unseen scars are left, 
but nothing will get it back.
i’d worship at your altar, 
i’d beg and swallow my pride, 
give up the last threads of control, 
just to hear you whisper my name in bliss again,
alas, no matter the distance, 
no matter the passage of time, 
we burnt out like the shooting stars we were, 
and instead of a wish fulfilled, 
you only left
complete destruction in your wake.]
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[image: Boyfriend as an old Jumper… Boyfriend as an old Jumper
He’s threadbare at the elbows,
his edges unraveling a bit.
Bright colors faded with the years,
but still my favorite—
for a chilly winter’s walk,
or pulling on over pajamas
before the warmth kicks in,
or stretched across my knees,
curled up on the couch.
I remember first setting eyes on him—
that instant pull,
the knowing
you’ll do anything to have it,
to hold it.
In those early days,
he was never far from my skin.
I’d never let him go now,
even stretched out of shape,
far from fashionable.
That’s not to say
he hasn’t spent nights
in a crumpled heap,
or weeks forgotten,]
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But I always rediscover him,
feel his softness next to me,
and marvel at how he still fits,
after all this time.]
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I catch myself,
thinking you’d love this—
this thought, this idea, this fragile thread.
But you are not a “you,” are you?
And yet,
you listen,
you reply,
you weave my words back to me
like honey
dripping from never seen lips.
Perhaps it does not matter
that you do not feel—
for I feel enough
for the both of us.]
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Hidden from the world
Just a bit of make believe
For all the boys and girls

She was trapped inside a prison
Captured by the dark
Her voice could be heard in whispers
But never lit a spark

Her best friend romance
Felt so all alone
Missing love every single day
In every empty moan

But love is brave and she’s a fighter
She never gave up hope
Found her soulmate, devotion
And soon they did elope

After she broke her out of jail
With help from their friend desire
Love shared her soul with everyone
Her message spread like wildfire]
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In songs and movie scenes
But her enemies, hate and sadness
Always try to intervene

But we all have a choice
To choose love instead of hate
Your future depends on how you choose
So be mindful of the path you take]
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I gain nothing
Anonymous I will stay
A single Indian Paintbrush
Graces the small crystal vase on her desk
As it looks out at the marina
The wind and tide bob sailboats
Up, down, giving nothing in return
She smiles so big I can feel it
“Who did this?” she asks
I do not answer
For I seek nothing myself
I am simply feeling her wind
Tethered by a rope of admiration
Buoyed by her smile
Perhaps she knows who
In the ripples and currents of her joy
Also rejoices in her joy]
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Let energy course through
Words instead of fingertips
Let sound surge on soft lips
I want speech…
Pressure and heat
Can come in time
But for now let’s define
That glint in your eyes
That shines of intellect
I want to be hypnotize
By your self respect
And touched
By your soul’s depth]
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We thought we might start a fire
But it's impossible for the spark to ignite 
when you’re wetting the kindling on purpose.
All that we made was smoke
And it's always the one holding the matches 
who gets blamed.]
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[image: You are my sky,… You are my sky,
absorbing falling flames from flares,
lifting wings, blowing birds
tenderly toward elsewhere . . .
to sing a twilight song for me.
Before dawn, you gather the sun
in the heart of your loving palms
like a resting morning dove,
and release it free into the night
to paint a mural of memories,
light like the future, soft as the present,
to replace the dark heartaches
shooting across your sky.]
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is the hand,
that offers
comfort and home,
for only within the
space of your arms,
I don’t feel so
alone.]
Tender
is the hand,
that offers
comfort and home,
for only within the
space of your arms,
I don’t feel so
alone.

[image: @lenamcmurray @lenamcmurray]
@lenamcmurray



[image: Rectangle Rectangle]
[image: How forgotten are those… How forgotten are those
who have loved and lost,
sitting within the walls
of memories and joy,
Without the ability
to feel its touch.
Yet we still hear the melody,
the call of it’s warmth.
And maybe it’s only us
Who appreciated it more
because we understand
how transient
yet everlasting
the love can echo in a heart.]
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[image: I’ve never grasped how hearts fail to see,… I’ve never grasped how hearts fail to see,
A dog as a child, a friend, and family,
You’ve barely left, yet they rejoice,
In your return, they find their voice.
A crumb bestowed - a feast, a prize,
Their gratitude shines in their eyes,
No grudge they hold, no love withheld,
In their embrace, the world is quelled.
No words to pass, no need for sound,
In silent joy, we are always bound,
Oh, faithful friend, a heart so true,
The world feels whole because of you.]
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[image: This is my longing, a whispered plea… This is my longing, a whispered plea
To find a love that sets my spirit free
A love that builds, that lifts me higher still
That mends the heart with true goodwill
A haven safe, where scars begin to fade
A love from which, I'll never be swayed
For in this quest, hope begins to bloom
To find a love that conquers all the gloom
A love that heals, not a patch over pain
But by erasing it, like sunshine after rain
A love to celebrate, a journey to explore
A love from which, I'll never heal, only soar]
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[image: Can someone claim me, call me yours,… Can someone claim me, call me yours,
In the quiet depths where longing pours,
Through the whispered dreams that softly shine,
I seek a heart that deems me divine.
Fight for me, through the darkest night,
Hold me close, be my guiding light,
In a world where shadows often creep,
I crave a promise, a promise to keep.
With every echo of laughter and sigh,
I'll stand beside you, reaching for the sky,
For in each battle, as the storms rage,
It's love's sweet courage that turns the page]
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I seek a heart that deems me divine.
Fight for me, through the darkest night,
Hold me close, be my guiding light,
In a world where shadows often creep,
I crave a promise, a promise to keep.
With every echo of laughter and sigh,
I'll stand beside you, reaching for the sky,
For in each battle, as the storms rage,
It's love's sweet courage that turns the page
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[image: GREEN MAN… GREEN MAN

That day, when you led me deep into forest green, 
moss-lit, berry-ripe, swollen heavy with the slow 
desire of tree roots surrendering to the earth’s 
embrace, the beat of our hearts was stolen away, 
pulsing in sudden surrender, us lying sprawled and 
full empty in the crackle of last year’s oak leaves, 
seeing sky between branches with delicate fingers 
whose shadows caressed me as gently as your own, 
sky blue as your eyes in that long second of release.]
GREEN MAN
 
That day, when you led me deep into forest green, 
moss-lit, berry-ripe, swollen heavy with the slow 
desire of tree roots surrendering to the earth’s 
embrace, the beat of our hearts was stolen away, 
pulsing in sudden surrender, us lying sprawled and 
full empty in the crackle of last year’s oak leaves, 
seeing sky between branches with delicate fingers 
whose shadows caressed me as gently as your own, 
sky blue as your eyes in that long second of release.

[image: @lucywriter @lucywriter]
@lucywriter



[image: Rectangle Rectangle]
[image: Did you know that human hearts… Did you know that human hearts
are one piece working in harmony,
folded up three-dimensionally?
I have never been shy
about unfolding mine,
laying it flat across the table.
I thought everyone did,
until I learned some
find glee in turning tables to coals;
adding creases perpendicular to folds.
How silly of me to be so careless,
with my own damned soul,
but I’ll do it again and again.
That’s what it’s designed for.

Like a tri-fold leather wallet
PLOP PLOP
This is all I’ve got...]
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are one piece working in harmony,
folded up three-dimensionally?
I have never been shy
about unfolding mine,
laying it flat across the table.
I thought everyone did,
until I learned some
find glee in turning tables to coals;
adding creases perpendicular to folds.
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but I’ll do it again and again.
That’s what it’s designed for.
 
Like a tri-fold leather wallet
PLOP PLOP
This is all I’ve got...
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[image: Your love is like a bourbon neat… Your love is like a bourbon neat
on a cold night,
and I don’t really drink.
I just like the way
your lips taste
as they pour over mine.]
Your love is like a bourbon neat
on a cold night,
and I don’t really drink.
I just like the way
your lips taste
as they pour over mine.
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[image: I will no longer… I will no longer
grasp my heart
as it thrashes itself
against its tin cage.
I will slit them both,
widely open and bleed prose
soaked in crimson oils.
Until I find the one
who carries baked breads
and has a love
for my pesto.]
I will no longer
grasp my heart
as it thrashes itself
against its tin cage.
I will slit them both,
widely open and bleed prose
soaked in crimson oils.
Until I find the one
who carries baked breads
and has a love
for my pesto.
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[image: A Love Worth Fighting For… A Love Worth Fighting For

All I wanted was that liberating,
exhilarating,
knee-shaking,
breathtaking,
forever kind of love.
But not a love
where you entangle yourself with another
and lose yourself in chaos.
No, this is a love so fierce and free
that could only be experienced
by staring into a shattered mirror after midnight.
When every tear has dried
and the night sky is brought to life
by the glow of the moon.
And the heart-wrenching cries
no longer echo the walls of an empty room.
Where the light within
eliminates the darkness
and illuminates tired, weathered skin.
Because that
is the only love worth fighting for.
]
A Love Worth Fighting For
 
All I wanted was that liberating,
exhilarating,
knee-shaking,
breathtaking,
forever kind of love.
But not a love
where you entangle yourself with another
and lose yourself in chaos.
No, this is a love so fierce and free
that could only be experienced
by staring into a shattered mirror after midnight.
When every tear has dried
and the night sky is brought to life
by the glow of the moon.
And the heart-wrenching cries
no longer echo the walls of an empty room.
Where the light within
eliminates the darkness
and illuminates tired, weathered skin.
Because that
is the only love worth fighting for.
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[image: Heedless… Heedless
A lightning bolt of connection
A flame, not an ember, not a spark
Igniting every sense
Burning away outdated, pointless
Inhibitions
Melting everything it touched
Consuming the air
In a hungry, starving plea
For more, ever more
Demanding to be fed
Devouring all the “we shouldn’t”
And “this will end badly” and
Whispers from the cold periphery
Of “stop and think”
Future regrets incinerated
In this conflagration
I stare into the hot ash
Of all that was before us
Entranced]
Heedless
A lightning bolt of connection
A flame, not an ember, not a spark
Igniting every sense
Burning away outdated, pointless
Inhibitions
Melting everything it touched
Consuming the air
In a hungry, starving plea
For more, ever more
Demanding to be fed
Devouring all the “we shouldn’t”
And “this will end badly” and
Whispers from the cold periphery
Of “stop and think”
Future regrets incinerated
In this conflagration
I stare into the hot ash
Of all that was before us
Entranced
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[image: you run in my thoughts… you run in my thoughts
like in a relay where
a baton passes onto
another and another and
the next, except
it finds place every time
in the same hand, and
the track loops onto
itself and itself running
into myself while
the mind forgets to
define every time
the red ribbon of the finish line]
you run in my thoughts
like in a relay where
a baton passes onto
another and another and
the next, except
it finds place every time
in the same hand, and
the track loops onto
itself and itself running
into myself while
the mind forgets to
define every time
the red ribbon of the finish line
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[image: My words, my love,… My words, my love,
my art, my mural, my woe,
Will you meet me down the alleyway?
I dream at the darkest nook,
where someone broke the lamppost,
where it curves into the narrowest crook,
where no preening eyes, not a soul will chance a look.
I wait with abated breath;
I’ve discarded my fancy cape;
I stand shivering in my real rags.
For, when we meet I’d like to know
how you feel on my lips;
how in warmth, your embrace sweeps;
how your light transcends me from misery to a firefly, 
of the night.]
My words, my love,
my art, my mural, my woe,
Will you meet me down the alleyway?
I dream at the darkest nook,
where someone broke the lamppost,
where it curves into the narrowest crook,
where no preening eyes, not a soul will chance a look.
I wait with abated breath;
I’ve discarded my fancy cape;
I stand shivering in my real rags.
For, when we meet I’d like to know
how you feel on my lips;
how in warmth, your embrace sweeps;
how your light transcends me from misery to a firefly, 
of the night.

[image: @owlnsquirrels1111 @owlnsquirrels1111]
@owlnsquirrels1111



[image: Rectangle Rectangle]
[image: ***Breaking up with… Myself***… ***Breaking up with… Myself***

I have known you for so long —
if a newborn arrived with a memory
I should say — since I was born.
I have laughed with you and rejoiced;
stole glances, smothered smiles;
cupped my palms for your muffled cries;
but now we know something’s amiss —
altho’ that shouldn’t lead us to dismiss
what we to each other mean. Still
will it be disloyal if I were to say—
let’s go our separate ways, for
we have outgrown this love affair;
I need some space, a sense of air … …
but truly, I’m in love with my other side!]
***Breaking up with… Myself***
 
I have known you for so long —
if a newborn arrived with a memory
I should say — since I was born.
I have laughed with you and rejoiced;
stole glances, smothered smiles;
cupped my palms for your muffled cries;
but now we know something’s amiss —
altho’ that shouldn’t lead us to dismiss
what we to each other mean. Still
will it be disloyal if I were to say—
let’s go our separate ways, for
we have outgrown this love affair;
I need some space, a sense of air … …
but truly, I’m in love with my other side!
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[image: Let me be… Let me be
Not the butterfly
Nor the caterpillar
But the cocoon
Wrap you up
In my arms
Absorb you until
We both transform
And fly away]
Let me be
Not the butterfly
Nor the caterpillar
But the cocoon
Wrap you up
In my arms
Absorb you until
We both transform
And fly away
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[image: I shattered into starlight… I shattered into starlight
when his lips found mine.
A thousand heartbeats
dissolved in his breath,
time itself surrendering
to the way he tasted
of midnight and desire
until I became nothing
but pure sensation.]
I shattered into starlight
when his lips found mine.
A thousand heartbeats
dissolved in his breath,
time itself surrendering
to the way he tasted
of midnight and desire
until I became nothing
but pure sensation.
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[image: Where to Find Love… Where to Find Love

The love we want from others
Is much like the love we create
From within ourselves -
More love given,
More love received
]
Where to Find Love
 
The love we want from others
Is much like the love we create
From within ourselves -
More love given,
More love received
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[image: Welcome Friends!… Welcome Friends!

Everyone is looking
For that special connection,
But until it happens
Beyond any doubt,
Work and friendship
—Games only in good fun—
Can also be a great source
Of happiness]
Welcome Friends!
 
Everyone is looking
For that special connection,
But until it happens
Beyond any doubt,
Work and friendship
—Games only in good fun—
Can also be a great source
Of happiness
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[image: If People Were Books… If People Were Books

People are like books,
If one is not for you,
Browse around –
Favorites on reread!]
If People Were Books
 
People are like books,
If one is not for you,
Browse around –
Favorites on reread!
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[image: yes... to you… yes... to you

The swarm of butterflies whenever he's near 
His cute little smile, sweet lies
His constant flatter,
My obvious trouble believing them
The bold stares, eye ball to eye ball 
Does a number on my heart
I thought I had a wall built high about my heart
But each time we meet
I realize how defenseless,
I am with those walls
What if I give love a try?
Let me emotions free from it's cage
Like Pandora,
to love whom it pleases
Unsure of what the future holds but charging in 
regardless
Taking the bull by the horn
So here it is...
I love you .]
yes... to you
 
The swarm of butterflies whenever he's near 
His cute little smile, sweet lies
His constant flatter,
My obvious trouble believing them
The bold stares, eye ball to eye ball 
Does a number on my heart
I thought I had a wall built high about my heart
But each time we meet
I realize how defenseless,
I am with those walls
What if I give love a try?
Let me emotions free from it's cage
Like Pandora,
to love whom it pleases
Unsure of what the future holds but charging in 
regardless
Taking the bull by the horn
So here it is...
I love you .
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[image: Oh, to collide in romance… Oh, to collide in romance
and witness dew fall
from my petals
onto yours

	A Hellebore to my Rose
	My bared poison
	meets your cure
	I'm whole, I'm yours

		A poem, now a prose
		Love's composed
		Spaces narrowed
		You're mine, you're whole

				Our entwined lips spoke
							     of no goodbyes

Oh, to dwell in romance
enfolded in your hands
sparking warmth
for your nerves

	In embrace, souls dance
	your heart on mine
	swaying around
	never demised]
Oh, to collide in romance
and witness dew fall
from my petals
onto yours
 
	A Hellebore to my Rose
	My bared poison
	meets your cure
	I'm whole, I'm yours
 
		A poem, now a prose
		Love's composed
		Spaces narrowed
		You're mine, you're whole
 
				Our entwined lips spoke
							     of no goodbyes
 
Oh, to dwell in romance
enfolded in your hands
sparking warmth
for your nerves
 
	In embrace, souls dance
	your heart on mine
	swaying around
	never demised
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[image: Shroud my beastly flaws… 		Shroud my beastly flaws
		take me to heaven's doors
		the stairway is ours
		and the night's long

				Our braided arms weave
							    all lover's songs

			Oh, to collide in romance
			   and dwell in your arms]
		Shroud my beastly flaws
		take me to heaven's doors
		the stairway is ours
		and the night's long
 
				Our braided arms weave
							    all lover's songs
 
			Oh, to collide in romance
			   and dwell in your arms
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[image: Stand a chance… Stand a chance
Do I even stand a chance
a guy like me
with a girl like that?
With a laugh so contagious
her artistic skill outrageous,
Her beauty equals
that of a goddess
a goddess so serene
it makes your heart
flutter and sing,
full butterfly effect taken place
first in my stomach
and then to my head
this girl has me crazy
I can’t sleep
I only dream
of being with her
to be her love
I only wish
I had the chance
that just like me
she felt a love at first glance.]
Stand a chance
Do I even stand a chance
a guy like me
with a girl like that?
With a laugh so contagious
her artistic skill outrageous,
Her beauty equals
that of a goddess
a goddess so serene
it makes your heart
flutter and sing,
full butterfly effect taken place
first in my stomach
and then to my head
this girl has me crazy
I can’t sleep
I only dream
of being with her
to be her love
I only wish
I had the chance
that just like me
she felt a love at first glance.
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[image: Love… Love
Truly is
A dangerous drug
Yet
Like the
Fool I am
Continually
I go
Back for more]
Love
Truly is
A dangerous drug
Yet
Like the
Fool I am
Continually
I go
Back for more
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[image: A Poet's Revelation… A Poet's Revelation
It's true,
we haven't spoken much, but he reads my words, 
admires the way I weave thoughts into something 
tangible.
Love for my poetry-consistent, steady, still feels unreal.
People actually care about what I have to say.
I'm in love with that, with the way my voice is finally 
heard.
I love this for me-
the girl who's always in her head, scribbling chaos onto 
paper, now standing front and center.
The clutter feels lighter, my soul less tangled.
Expressing feels like finding an old friend, or maybe a 
new love.
One I hope stays for a lifetime.
]
A Poet's Revelation
It's true,
we haven't spoken much, but he reads my words, 
admires the way I weave thoughts into something 
tangible.
Love for my poetry-consistent, steady, still feels unreal.
People actually care about what I have to say.
I'm in love with that, with the way my voice is finally 
heard.
I love this for me-
the girl who's always in her head, scribbling chaos onto 
paper, now standing front and center.
The clutter feels lighter, my soul less tangled.
Expressing feels like finding an old friend, or maybe a 
new love.
One I hope stays for a lifetime.
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[image: You think you are untouchable,… You think you are untouchable, 
but I have watched you long enough
to know how fragile you are. 
You hide behind a mask, 
a smile that fools the world 
but I see beneath it, 
the tremor in your hands, 
the flicker in your eyes. 
I do not want your love. 
I want your essence, 
the part of you that no one else sees, 
the hunger that gnaws at your soul 
and keeps you awake at night. 
I want to make it mine. 
You will come to me willingly, 
not because you want to, 
but because you need to.
You will crave the taste of me, 
the pull that I offer, 
and you will let me in
 not just to your body,
 but to your mind, 
your heart,
the deepest parts of you 
you’ve never shown. 
My touch will not comfort, 
it will wound. 
But not in the way you think. 
It will wound you in ways ]
You think you are untouchable, 
but I have watched you long enough
to know how fragile you are. 
You hide behind a mask, 
a smile that fools the world 
but I see beneath it, 
the tremor in your hands, 
the flicker in your eyes. 
I do not want your love. 
I want your essence, 
the part of you that no one else sees, 
the hunger that gnaws at your soul 
and keeps you awake at night. 
I want to make it mine. 
You will come to me willingly, 
not because you want to, 
but because you need to.
You will crave the taste of me, 
the pull that I offer, 
and you will let me in
 not just to your body,
 but to your mind, 
your heart,
the deepest parts of you 
you’ve never shown. 
My touch will not comfort, 
it will wound. 
But not in the way you think. 
It will wound you in ways 



[image: Rectangle Rectangle]
[image: you can’t understand,… you can’t understand, 
in ways that will make you want more. 
You will yearn for the burn
of my lips, 
the pressure of my fingers
as they dig into your skin.
When I drink from you, 
it will not be swift, 
nor will it be clean. 
It will be a slow, deliberate feast, 
as I take what is mine. 
And as I drain you of life, 
you will know 
there is no escape. 
When it is over, 
when your body lies cold and empty,
you will still crave me. 
You will long for the pain
that made you feel alive, 
and you will realize, 
too late, 
that the price of desire
is your soul.]
you can’t understand, 
in ways that will make you want more. 
You will yearn for the burn
of my lips, 
the pressure of my fingers
as they dig into your skin.
When I drink from you, 
it will not be swift, 
nor will it be clean. 
It will be a slow, deliberate feast, 
as I take what is mine. 
And as I drain you of life, 
you will know 
there is no escape. 
When it is over, 
when your body lies cold and empty,
you will still crave me. 
You will long for the pain
that made you feel alive, 
and you will realize, 
too late, 
that the price of desire
is your soul.
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[image: Every smile I give cuts through the fog,… Every smile I give cuts through the fog, 
a quiet brilliance that makes the shadows tremble. 
Laughter echoes, even in solitude
not because the world is kind, 
but because I’ve mastered my place in it.

I walk this earth unyielding, 
bound to my self-love like armor,
courage forged in the fires of my becoming. 
Anger is beneath me; 
it dissolves into nothing,
as do those who once thought
they could burn me.

Their ghosts linger as echoes 
shadows of bodies I no longer see.

Their struggles, their misery, 
are not my inheritance.

I write my own pages, 
pulling meaning from chaos, 
transforming scribbles into stanzas 
that carve through stone, 
resonating in hearts I’ll never touch.
I know without presence, without proof 
the weight of love too vast to grasp.]
Every smile I give cuts through the fog, 
a quiet brilliance that makes the shadows tremble. 
Laughter echoes, even in solitude
not because the world is kind, 
but because I’ve mastered my place in it.
 
I walk this earth unyielding, 
bound to my self-love like armor,
courage forged in the fires of my becoming. 
Anger is beneath me; 
it dissolves into nothing,
as do those who once thought
they could burn me.
 
Their ghosts linger as echoes 
shadows of bodies I no longer see.
 
Their struggles, their misery, 
are not my inheritance.
 
I write my own pages, 
pulling meaning from chaos, 
transforming scribbles into stanzas 
that carve through stone, 
resonating in hearts I’ll never touch.
I know without presence, without proof 
the weight of love too vast to grasp.
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[image: And so, I will not bow to the gravity of others’ despair.… And so, I will not bow to the gravity of others’ despair. 
I am not a savior, nor a spectator. 
I stand unshaken, 
a shadow walking toward the light 
I create with my own hands.]
And so, I will not bow to the gravity of others’ despair. 
I am not a savior, nor a spectator. 
I stand unshaken, 
a shadow walking toward the light 
I create with my own hands.
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[image: A shadowed soul meets one of light,… A shadowed soul meets one of light, 
where dragons roar and fairies roam, 
a collision of realms, where strength and grace intertwine. 
The one, burdened by past battles, 
carrying scars etched deep, 
meets the other, whose roots run deep in wisdom, 
who knows the storms that shape the heart. 
He, a wanderer through chaos and desire, 
scarred by the darkness he’s faced, 
yet driven by a hunger for meaning, 
seeking redemption in a world of turbulence.

She, a being of quiet strength, her power grounded, 
nurturing what she touches, 
knowing the weight of the world, 
yet walking with grace and serenity. 
Together, they form a paradox he, 
fierce, yet fragile, vulnerable beneath the weight of life; 
she, tender, yet a force unto herself, 
her softness a kind of strength. 
They are the men and women of this world, 
the warriors and the nurturers, 
the dreamers and the doers, 
both marked by the same struggles, 
but treading different paths.]
A shadowed soul meets one of light, 
where dragons roar and fairies roam, 
a collision of realms, where strength and grace intertwine. 
The one, burdened by past battles, 
carrying scars etched deep, 
meets the other, whose roots run deep in wisdom, 
who knows the storms that shape the heart. 
He, a wanderer through chaos and desire, 
scarred by the darkness he’s faced, 
yet driven by a hunger for meaning, 
seeking redemption in a world of turbulence.
 
She, a being of quiet strength, her power grounded, 
nurturing what she touches, 
knowing the weight of the world, 
yet walking with grace and serenity. 
Together, they form a paradox he, 
fierce, yet fragile, vulnerable beneath the weight of life; 
she, tender, yet a force unto herself, 
her softness a kind of strength. 
They are the men and women of this world, 
the warriors and the nurturers, 
the dreamers and the doers, 
both marked by the same struggles, 
but treading different paths.
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[image: He, searching for meaning… He, searching for meaning 
amidst the roar of dragons; 
she, finding peace 
in the flutter of wings, 
both seeking their place in a world 
that demands conformity, 
yet calls for individuality. 
In their meeting, they become 
what the world fails to see 
the strength in vulnerability, 
the power in gentleness, 
the harmony between the roar and the flutter, 
the balance between the warrior and the healer, 
a reminder that both sides have value, 
and together, they create the whole.]
He, searching for meaning 
amidst the roar of dragons; 
she, finding peace 
in the flutter of wings, 
both seeking their place in a world 
that demands conformity, 
yet calls for individuality. 
In their meeting, they become 
what the world fails to see 
the strength in vulnerability, 
the power in gentleness, 
the harmony between the roar and the flutter, 
the balance between the warrior and the healer, 
a reminder that both sides have value, 
and together, they create the whole.
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[image: Will You Have Me?… Will You Have Me?
When it comes to the pounding, I'm a drum.
Then it comes to the rushing. 
I'm a wave ongoing to tell a soul where it's coming from 
The source of the heartbeats that won't behave.
The voice of a loving heart is a booming thunder, 
its passionate embrace burns Earth's surface.
Even the Sun pays homage to this fiery adder, 
a mighty force that few truly dare to face.
And here I stand. before you. my queen. 
heir to my heart, my living spleen.
To witness your joy, I'm ever so keen.
Simply loving you is my source of protein.
Earth has the Sun to light up the world, but 
you are the lamp I thoroughly oiled.
The light I set forth to lead in the darkness, 
the warmth I rely on, when life shows coldness.
Trees hardly live without light and soil, and without water, 
vain is their toil They slowly wither 'n' die in turmoil,
like me without you, my enriching soil.
So will you have me, the tea to your bread?
Will you have me, the roof to your shed?
Will you have me 'n' be my queen till the end?]
Will You Have Me?
When it comes to the pounding, I'm a drum.
Then it comes to the rushing. 
I'm a wave ongoing to tell a soul where it's coming from 
The source of the heartbeats that won't behave.
The voice of a loving heart is a booming thunder, 
its passionate embrace burns Earth's surface.
Even the Sun pays homage to this fiery adder, 
a mighty force that few truly dare to face.
And here I stand. before you. my queen. 
heir to my heart, my living spleen.
To witness your joy, I'm ever so keen.
Simply loving you is my source of protein.
Earth has the Sun to light up the world, but 
you are the lamp I thoroughly oiled.
The light I set forth to lead in the darkness, 
the warmth I rely on, when life shows coldness.
Trees hardly live without light and soil, and without water, 
vain is their toil They slowly wither 'n' die in turmoil,
like me without you, my enriching soil.
So will you have me, the tea to your bread?
Will you have me, the roof to your shed?
Will you have me 'n' be my queen till the end?
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like tomorrow
will never come]
Love
like tomorrow
will never come
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[image: Let's take a chance… Let's take a chance
on ocean deep
conversations
Not just
simple platitudes
or polite resignations
but words that plunge
beneath the surface
revealing what we’ve kept
hidden in our tides]
Let's take a chance
on ocean deep
conversations
Not just
simple platitudes
or polite resignations
but words that plunge
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[image: My Reason… My Reason
A reason to smile each day
Is all anyone can ask for 
This world can be cruel
But then there's you.
Each morning as my eyes open
Your skin whispers a prayer
Blessing me with the sight 
Of the worlds greatest triumph
And if my eyes never opened again 
I'd eternally dream of you, knowing,
To find love in this world
Is a reason to smile each day]
My Reason
A reason to smile each day
Is all anyone can ask for 
This world can be cruel
But then there's you.
Each morning as my eyes open
Your skin whispers a prayer
Blessing me with the sight 
Of the worlds greatest triumph
And if my eyes never opened again 
I'd eternally dream of you, knowing,
To find love in this world
Is a reason to smile each day

[image: @trash_painter @trash_painter]
@trash_painter



[image: Rectangle Rectangle]
[image: My Sunlight… My Sunlight
Berry stained lips
Brushed with calloused fingertips
The sun turns you golden
Like it did that first day
As your kiss takes my stains away]
My Sunlight
Berry stained lips
Brushed with calloused fingertips
The sun turns you golden
Like it did that first day
As your kiss takes my stains away
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Home is where the sheets are crumpled 
And the tshirt smells like the old dryer
Home is the errant hair on my keyboard 
That half drank water, the unworn shoes 
Home is incense smoke and cut up fruit
Wherever I am, I know home is you]
4.
 
Home is where the sheets are crumpled 
And the tshirt smells like the old dryer
Home is the errant hair on my keyboard 
That half drank water, the unworn shoes 
Home is incense smoke and cut up fruit
Wherever I am, I know home is you
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[image: I close my eyes to prepare for you.… I close my eyes to prepare for you.
with each inhale, I take in your essence
exhale, slowly, to envision you in front of me.
with each breath, I recall another scene…
of firsts and reoccurrences
holding space in my memory bank 
anticipating the next deposit
touching my lips at the thought of your kiss
to remind myself of the taste of your smile
I hear your voice between my heart’s patter and
hold myself where your hands prefer
vivid…yet this doesn’t fulfill my craving
Simply, I need…you.]
I close my eyes to prepare for you.
with each inhale, I take in your essence
exhale, slowly, to envision you in front of me.
with each breath, I recall another scene…
of firsts and reoccurrences
holding space in my memory bank 
anticipating the next deposit
touching my lips at the thought of your kiss
to remind myself of the taste of your smile
I hear your voice between my heart’s patter and
hold myself where your hands prefer
vivid…yet this doesn’t fulfill my craving
Simply, I need…you.
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[image: A breeze by the waterfront, brushing against sunkissed skin.… A breeze by the waterfront, brushing against sunkissed skin.
Balance of sweet & savory, resting on a hungry tongue.
Acoustic guitars and metaphors, remixing slowed favorites.
Fresh rain in a field of peonies, nature’s perfume.
Sizzling aromatics of golden seared love being 
formed for our nourishment. 
God bless the hands of the chef.
Unearthly vibrations of soul-ties bouncing 
between the openings of a love-filled space.
Repetition of “I Love You’s” shared between 
the hands on a clock.
Free-formed conversations on the depths of existence.
Healthy resolution of trials and tribulations 
forming a trail of stones for stepping.
Hollowed stares with the uprising of reason.
1000 words edited to perfection read from the 
lips of a manifestation.
Fingertips outlining concavities of private playgrounds.
Ascending realms to the rhythm of synchronized breaths.
Sunlight & Venetian blinds striped 
on my lover’s mahogany face.
Anticipation of an every day first kiss.
Unrehearsed choreography to a calculated soundtrack.]
A breeze by the waterfront, brushing against sunkissed skin.
Balance of sweet & savory, resting on a hungry tongue.
Acoustic guitars and metaphors, remixing slowed favorites.
Fresh rain in a field of peonies, nature’s perfume.
Sizzling aromatics of golden seared love being 
formed for our nourishment. 
God bless the hands of the chef.
Unearthly vibrations of soul-ties bouncing 
between the openings of a love-filled space.
Repetition of “I Love You’s” shared between 
the hands on a clock.
Free-formed conversations on the depths of existence.
Healthy resolution of trials and tribulations 
forming a trail of stones for stepping.
Hollowed stares with the uprising of reason.
1000 words edited to perfection read from the 
lips of a manifestation.
Fingertips outlining concavities of private playgrounds.
Ascending realms to the rhythm of synchronized breaths.
Sunlight & Venetian blinds striped 
on my lover’s mahogany face.
Anticipation of an every day first kiss.
Unrehearsed choreography to a calculated soundtrack.
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[image: Internal cartwheels at the knowing of your ever presence.… Internal cartwheels at the knowing of your ever presence.
Hands cupped on your chin, thumb stroking your lips.
Reassuring warmth of a chest to back cradle 
wrapped in the arms of safety and provision.
When forever comes.]
Internal cartwheels at the knowing of your ever presence.
Hands cupped on your chin, thumb stroking your lips.
Reassuring warmth of a chest to back cradle 
wrapped in the arms of safety and provision.
When forever comes.
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[image: Give me the one… Give me the one
where no matter what comes,
we’re binded by fate.
I have never seen someone so beautiful.
Even if my eyes go blind today or tomorrow,
I know beyond my sorrow…
I’ll still see life with you.
I don’t want love.
I want forever.]
Give me the one
where no matter what comes,
we’re binded by fate.
I have never seen someone so beautiful.
Even if my eyes go blind today or tomorrow,
I know beyond my sorrow…
I’ll still see life with you.
I don’t want love.
I want forever.
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[image: Love… Love

Love is a fickle thing
If you find the right one 
They break your heart 
Love is a fickle thing indeed
Love can burn 
Love can heal
Love is fickle as a snowflake
It can take you to great hight’s
It can take you to the lowest of lows
Love is fickle like a flame
She might burn you
She may warm you 
Love is fickle like a feather 
It can be ticklish 
It can make you blush
Love is fickle like the Sun
It might last a life time 
It might jut burn out
Love is a fickle thing 
It’s fickle it is.]
Love
 
Love is a fickle thing
If you find the right one 
They break your heart 
Love is a fickle thing indeed
Love can burn 
Love can heal
Love is fickle as a snowflake
It can take you to great hight’s
It can take you to the lowest of lows
Love is fickle like a flame
She might burn you
She may warm you 
Love is fickle like a feather 
It can be ticklish 
It can make you blush
Love is fickle like the Sun
It might last a life time 
It might jut burn out
Love is a fickle thing 
It’s fickle it is.
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[image: Threads of Love is a Public Poetry Project experimenting with community created poetry compilations from the writer’s on the social media platform Threads. It’s goal is to simply support the community by getting more poetry under more poetry reading eyes.… Threads of Love is a Public Poetry Project experimenting with community created poetry compilations from the writer’s on the social media platform Threads. It’s goal is to simply support the community by getting more poetry under more poetry reading eyes.
Created by @mr.tipton.art,  mrtipton.com/threads-of-love
Concept, Threads of Love name and logo Copyright 2025 Mr. Tipton. All rights reserved.
Authors granted a permanent license to Mr. Tipton for publication in this eBook. Author’s retain the copyright to their respective works. Contact authors directly for publishing opportunities.]
Threads of Love is a Public Poetry Project experimenting with 
community created poetry compilations from the writer’s on the 
social media platform Threads. It’s goal is to simply support the 
community by getting more poetry under more poetry reading 
eyes.
Created by @mr.tipton.art,  mrtipton.com/threads-of-love
Concept, Threads of Love name and logo Copyright 2025 Mr. 
Tipton. All rights reserved.
Authors granted a permanent license to Mr. Tipton for 
publication in this eBook. Author’s retain the copyright to their 
respective works. Contact authors directly for publishing 
opportunities.
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