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This person

Seems so familiar

It’s on the tip of my tongue

She has the same tears

That I cry

She bleeds from the cuts I wish

That I made

Why is it

I cry these tears

For this girl

I never knew?

She looks beaten and worn

While I look fresh and new

Do you see this girl?

Can you tell me?

…My other self?

The one I discarded.

The one who cried endlessly?

The one who cut so deep?

With the same blade

Over and over…

I thought

I got rid of her

Like I got rid

Of the one who broke

My heart

The one who hurt

Everything I had

And tore me down.

Now I remember

How I used to be…

The other me

Still inside

Never left

The one who comes out

As seldom as the sun sets

Showing the harvest moon.

