
Holy Relics
False Spring



There is an emptiness in my chest
It has grown since I tried to fill it with you

When eyes closed

I am the one
Who is stupid.
Why does
My heart hurt so bad?
You feel so far away
Even next to me
But it's me who
Isn't present.






A bit of mercy
January sunshine 
A hoodie and shorts
Hidden arms-
Ripped jean tan lines
Sometimes things get better
Before they get worse
And better again

Because of this
I refuse to follow the seasons
I will cry in the summer
I will be calm in the spring
And I will look at winter
With rose tinted glasses
- A coat - A ring



There are no words
Only hands and hearts

He is the mountain I have to climb
You are the sun in my eyes

And she is at the top
Waiting to rest by my side



A hole in the shape of a hand
A heart in the shape of a hole
A lie in the shape of a heart
A promise in the shape
of the truth you stole

God doesn't know when things end or start
My heart only mimics it's internal clock



Love is like a season
Let it change
Don't cry about the cold
It'll only hurt more
With tears froze to your face
Don't complain about the heat
We all miss the sun at the end of the day
The moon isn't much company
Even sometimes she goes away

I'm sorry that sometimes I have to go away
Lately I've been in a silent phase
Where there's no light to show or love to share
Clouds cover my light like my face behind hair
But don't let them tell you it isn't there
Don't let the shadows hide the truth
The truth that I care

And when the sun comes around and I'm out of sight
Don't forget the confessions you made last night
I won't tell you you're wrong, won't insist that I'm right
But in love there is truth, and in truth there is light



I spent hours walking in a circle. I watched you live, and
decided I couldn't stand it. So I closed my eyes, but still felt
you like the morning tide. I got lost in you, lost in how it felt
when it was just us two. 
I wanted to weave your life in mine, but I think it's better if
we're connected by a single line. I've never been more proud to
have someone in my life, but now I think keeping you a secret
would be fine. So you can be yourself when you step outside, so
my shadow isn't where you live and hide. 
So you can be the ocean, not only the tide.



Keep me 
like a dried flower

Pressed
in between the pages of

a book you don't read anymore











I'm dead
and dry

Just a whisper of color
Just a whisper of life

A good memory
you can't let go of

Even though it's stopped
growing and started fading

But don't forget
that the seeds of a dead flower

can plant a garden 



Even from a distance
The sun loves the moon

He shines his light
on her every night



Just like how I

Have always loved you
and hoped things

were getting better
without ever being

close enough to
know what's wrong





