A Writing of My Heart’s Sorrowness

I love fall,

But you love winter,

I sometimes must quit

When time comes to press,

But you never give up, 

Even if it affects you.

I like blue,

But you like yellow.

“It’s alright,” they say to me, 

But to you, “What’s up?”

I stand in the dark

As you stand in the light.

I try to be happy for others, 

It’s too tough for me.

You can smile for them though, 

It’s simple.

I live okay, 

But not the way I want.

You live okay, 

But you accept as is.

Like they say, the glass is

Half empty

Or it’s half full.

For you it’s usually half full,

I try to help it, 

But for me it’s not easy,

It’s half empty.

I was you before a year ago.

Before a year, I was fine, 

Just the me,

That I wanted to be.

But it occurred that day I was me.

After I heard the news, 

I was heartbroken over my father.

He had died.

How he died does not matter, 

But that he is no longer in living

Shape with me, 

But yes he’s here, 

Here in my heart.

What I’ll do next, I do know.

I shall live with energy and brightness, 

But it’s been hard. 

I try to remember the times we had 

Together.

 ………..Together.

…………………..Together.

O, some were fine,

And others sucked.

But I’ll be me 

And grow without you.

You didn’t see my number 13 or 14.

Nor will you see my 15 and up.

When I am up in the age, 

I shall graduate (hopefully),

Proceed to college,

Date many, but find one

To marry.  

And from there, who knows 

What I will do.  

But when I do,

Do something, 

I will look back and

See your face

And do as you would do.

Yes for fall is chilly, 

But falling leaves 

Are always fun to play in.

Winter is cold and numbs the soul, 

But maybe you love the snow.

Sometimes I can’t go on,

That’s because I know 

I’ve suffered enough,

But that will only happen 

When God says so.

My life is ableing, 

But with my father,

My life is the greatest thing ever that I can know of.

Now, you are thinking,

Silly girl, 

Why are you not so sad and crying over for your loss?

I just say back, 

Why waste so much life that you have when you can rejoice?

You can rejoice over crying.

Sometimes when I just do, 

I cry.

I cry for my father,

His decision, 

And his life, 

But I also cry for him back,

It will never happen, 

But I live.

The glass can be half full

Or can be half empty,

Just whatever I do and feel

At the time.

Most times, 

It’s always half full, 

But other’s it’s empty.

I saw you yawn indeed.

I may bore you,

But take in my experience O please,

And pass it on, 

And don’t fear for your loved ones,

But love your loved ones and

Give them all that shall heal.
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