
Knowing me, knowing you

I’m writing a letter I'll never send  
on the first spring day  
When I think I can see everything 

You and I, our relationship,  
the things about it that stick,  
stir a smile, when there is still sadness 

But then spring went away,  
and it was a bad day.  
With no answer, no one reaching out,  
I’m forced to stop the flood  
from ravaging my brain  
Working against everything  
I am and wanted to be  
All again for you, feeling betrayed.

Evolved to an emotionally charged  
Human being,—prideful, and strong,—  
foolishly impulsive, weak and sad

If only I just reach out...I can find you again  
but I lose myself further,  
and I confuse both me and you.  
But love teaches us to do desperate things,

In case this is something that can  
or is meant to be salvaged one day,  
communication is the key  
that unlocks all uncertainties.  
 
The assumptions we make  
Based off anger and guilt and regret,  
off happiness and hate,  
Although, all are fleeting,  
Yet allowed.

At the top of the coaster, looking down  
at what's to come, a calm breeze  
rustles my hair with a feeling I'd never know  
unless on this ride, at this moment

It lasts long enough to take it all in.  
Where we're going, and where we've been.



But I am too high off of the ground  
and everything is worse the more I reach out  
and you're somewhere at the bottom,  
a speck I hardly know,  
because you never liked rides  
and I forced you, fooled thinking  
That I knew you well.

 
The version I could see, that I now doubt,  
as I grow more aware of myself,  
reflecting on what ever you knew  
or saw in me.

I’m not going to get into it now,  
Knowing half baked words  
on deaf ears fall adverse,  
instead allowing myself to believe  
in the power of the universe.

The cart starts to tip over the edge  
And I know I can't blame you, but I soon forget  
Before the inevitable fall,  
reminded of blame  
and that when relationships end,  
it's no one persons fault,  
but it all ends in pain.

And can I still believe in your dreams,  
even if they were never meant for me?  
Speed picks up, and butterflies bat their wings,  
and blurs the thin line between bitter and sweet,

With every hump the ride bubbles over,  
every force of air that dries my watering eyes out,  
My own failures and limitations tumble about.

Thoughts of being raised and living  
like the scared little girl was all we knew  
up until I aspired to be more like you.

my person, my love, a human being  
taught me there's nothing wrong  
with wanting for yourself,  
though on the way down  
is when we truly learn what it means  
to be with someone else.



I'm growing closer to the end,  
to what I'm destined to see  
Building up my confidence and bravery,  
neglecting regret, tossing out everything  
that doesn't serve who I am  
and what I want to be,

Something I so desperately need.


