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To Ivy, Freddy, Spring, and many others I’ve lost over the years.

Love you fur-ever and always.

And to

The new...

To Wisco and To Argus, I'm so very glad to have you little creatures of kindness and occasionally chaos...
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The hands of a goodbye
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They were lovely hands, petting an old sunny disposition of a black rabbit in the house.

Her hands sadly stroking black fur wondering if she would soon be crying or skipping for joy.

Her hands weren’t just lovely hands, they were loving to the black rabbit who surely soon would be passing.

Because sometimes the backyard of a home could be a graveyard of one's past hugging and laughing.

The black rabbit staring up at her with shaky breathing yet somehow still a twinkle in her eye.

Her hands somehow didn’t tremble until she started crying and letting go of the sunny lifeless soul of the black rabbit.

They were lovely hands, but were now full of sadness and exhaustion, filling in on her with a case of careless madness.

Sadly, her hands had to let go of a friend her lovely hands had often known.

Too exhausted to carry her away, her mother came and sent Springtime on her way.
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Folded memories
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Every time I step through the door,

I expect to see you still there staring at the floor. Your memories fold over me,


like origami.


Creating a swan of you trapped in my mind, swimming around in circles, unfolding into a question game

and begging, you to tell

me why you had to go.
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A new friend
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Dear new friend, I don’t know you very well. I am scared to love you, I have loved others before, when I was naive, to how long I would live without you.


gentle and soft you,


One day you will also be gone. I somehow must love a new friend while I think of you constantly.


Dear new friend, please spare me your love.

But it is addicting, isn’t it?


The idea of a creature, thinking the world of you and nothing else?


Dear new friend, you don’t care about bad grades or greasy hair.

You know hopping and cheering, I know one day you will also know fear.


When you do, I will hold you in my arms just as I did for the rest of them.


I will say goodbye one day, I will as I bid you adieu.

But for now, I say. Hello, I'm Anna. It's nice to meet you.
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Evolution

[image: image]



want to evolve but how can I evolve without you Tangled in my emotions?

How come you can't come back down to earth, I know the answer.


Maybe it's a gift I didn't have to deal with death when I was younger...

However, this also means I am forgetting that I am young because I've seen creatures go on and become like the stars in the sky long before you...


How can I evolve into something better when you are gone? And when I don't sometimes want to admit that...


You were so intertwined into the back of my mind, imprinted. Tattooed, glued, and stamped like a letter off to my frontal cortex.

I'm not sure how to even exist without you, how can I exist loudly without you? How do I evolve now that you are gone, with love or with hate?


With Hope or with faith?


Why do you go before I do?

Why do you go before I do?


Out the front door, rushing, Or are you running from the pain? Such a little thing-a-life, coming to an




end.

But why rush it, was it not worth buying into?

All your new shoes?


Running out the door they carry your feet, going before I do...

Always and sadly, out the back door, rushing off the red scratched porch.


Such a little thing a life, coming to an end.


It happens and then it’s over, out the door and through the yard.

going before I do, yet there I was once rushing off to find you by the old shed my dad built all those years ago.

I was rushing off to you, and you were begging for me to rush to and for you...
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Our jungle of wounds
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miss the woods, jumping over logs, and fallen trees that thought they wood stand forever. I miss the woods,

iridescent sky lighting as a daydream about being anywhere


but the woods.


A getaway car taking a drift up to the moon, and I continue

to float as I put my rainbow flag down on a small crater.

(What was I doing) I miss the woods


when she would cry for me, and I would answer her call with a soft meow back.

I miss the woods, I miss when he would trustfully follow me around.


I miss thinking that we would all have a picnic in the woods. I miss you, but most importantly I miss myself.


And it's stupid, it makes me want to go out to the woods and scream.


I almost miss who I thought I was when I was with you...

But nostalgia is a bitch, and so were you...

But not them...


Not the soft purrs or the distance barks, they never once called me a narcissist, they never called me such lies.

All they knew was love from me and my family, and love from the calm of our backwoods.

You need constant attention, you need to be seen, maybe it's because you are so small?


Maybe you are scared you won't be cared for, and...

maybe you are trying to remind yourself that, that is absurd.

And... not to recolor myself...

but maybe, that is why we bonded pretty quickly.


A string in
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