
That feeling. 

It's the only one that keeps you up at night now, in a good way. You know what
it means now. It's a real thing. Sometimes feels like infatuation, but if you can
look past the paranoia and the bullshit you remember your reason for living

again... and it's not like your brain keeps telling you. They're there, you're here,
blood on the sheets and nobody cares. Makes you have twelve orgasms in ten

minutes and you've got a real thing going. Feels like you could die for them,
because nothing matters any more apart from how you feel when you're

around them. The world is collapsing around you but you're safe and sound.
Their hands look like they've been created just for your eyes to watch. They

dance. And you just know that at some point in the future, you'll hear a song
which reminds you of them, you'll get wet eyes and dance on your own in your

bedroom with only the moon and your toy snail you've had since you were
three watching. Just your little secret. You see, it's difficult coming to terms
with the fact that the only person who has made you feel like you truly can
take on the world has to die before you. They just have to. That's the way

things happened. You were born too late and you met them at the right time,
but you just don't have enough of it. It's like when you smoke your last

cigarette, you draw it all in and hold on in hopes that it will last longer... but it
will go out and leave you there with things all up in the air like, questions you

forgot to ask and stories you never heard. It's not so much a depressing feeling,
just a feeling of longing. Get a real sense of what's important once you've

known love like that. 

Sometimes I look at elderly women and wonder if they ever had a real thing
going like that. Maybe with their husbands, or with a face that they can

remember but haven't seen since they were twenty one. Cause you do that
don't you... you move on and find new people... but there's always that one

person you never stop smiling about.


