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Joy is an everyday thing. Not silly, or
waste: it is a great way to live!

 








Let the time to
organize things

Healing the wounds

Heal the wounds

And other avenues open to us both.



It is so much better than

Why would not complicate things

And most everything is spoiled

Unbearable to live.



So we did everything live

And we stopped doing

For maybe one day

Return to live together.



But until that day arrives

Better stand back

Live our lives

Trying to pretend that nothing happened

To live better.





















One step is progress, it
is the courage you had to go
forward, dare little.



One step is not in
vain, unless it is on the brink.



One
step is a start for something, good or
bad.



A last step is for any and all activities,
staff or work.



A step can confirm a glory or
failure.



One step always is and always will
be something solid, standing on the
floor, heading for some direction.



























 










I'm a dreamer, so what?

I am no more than anyone.

I'm only one behind a dream

That is so far in vision

But very near the heart.



Dream to live

Not to deceive.

If I were then only deluding
myself with dreams that I do
not agree

I would not be so dreamy.



Dreaming is not just for children.

Adult also dreams, and is not childish.



Dreams are only what we stubbornly insist

Wanting to have that, and nothing more.

The dream is just that.

It is one of the acts more
human than you might think

Because this is, as it arises.

 








Forgetting you is not easy.



It's the kind of thing that is hard
to get the head of a man smitten by
love.



It seems that everything I had with
someone, get to you.



But then, all I had gone and found
myself with nothing.



Not so good to stay all the time,
which could otherwise be enjoying, even
loving someone if I could.



But you just doing this to me, that still
does not leave me anymore, and I
insisted on controlling me every day.



I do not know why I promise to love
you until the sun goes out,
because who am I deleted it without your
love.



If this does end up dying on
me, so better, why not, I will despair,
running after you, to try again to
love.








These pains afflicting the soul

 

And hurt my heart deeply

 

And the tears are all expressing an
unusual moment of pain

 

It's all that we already feel.

 

 

 

Everybody reacts dead

 

Without wanting to live

 

And do not feel anything.

 

Just being there, quiet

 

Closing the door that never
opens.

 

 

 

The reaction is weird facial

 

But miserable, decadent

 

Coming to the point of
self-abasement

 

In a sense he does not want out
there

 

Inside you.

 

 

 

All around is the most
insignificant

 

And plurality unserviceable

 

That for nothing

 

That only is there a space occupying
any.

 

 

 

Nothing else is legal.

 

It's just something in life

 

That came just to entertain

 

Fill the void with anything else.

 

Empty.

 








I always had this, to always want
to play outside, laugh at things
that I scarcely knew. But
even so, I lived it
all, everything that made me feel good.



At my birth, and the doctor,
my mother surprised me and said this
boy will have a beautiful
destination, and God will help it a
lot.



I grew up,
playing and learning to be people. But anyway, I only
wanted to enjoy life, nothing more.



Sometimes exaggerated, passed the
bill, and my father spoke,
“for boy taken with it, or give
you a good spanking.” But I did not
know what life was
like. Was innocent, little
people, but human.



Other times, smiles tore at my simple
way, shy at times, but I was
only a boy, living in the
fantasy that gave me some really nice stuff.



He played with the car, football, hides and
seeks, and was all smiles.



So I was happy, at one time they did
not have to worry about anything, not stress
myself with others. I was Just happy.

 









Walls continue separating hearts



That has nothing to do



With such divisions as brutal as it
applied



That just ruined love



They did not let happiness bloom.





The walls serve only to this:



Dividing the unconditional love.



Loves it could be lived without separating the
parties



What could be happy.



But no.



Are separated.



The walls.





That vision of crude solid that separates links




Only increase further



The anguish of two loves



Who just wanted
to live and share the happiness



Which is separated by walls.

 








If life asks of you a bit calmer, you must obey, because if you
do not, it does for you.

 

This is not instinct is the law of life that God created a so
wise, who barely know what it really means.

 

We can escape it all, but we can never escape it because it is
in every one who has it.

 

It behaves according to our attitudes: if we are good,
everything will be roses. If we run, the sky closes and everything
is terrible.

 

We must never grumble or complain, because it is so.

 

And there is nothing that negates that.

 








 

 

 

 


One life to live, I
will not miss.



Another life?



Only in fairy tales.



Life begins now, without fear or flattery.




That's got to be, to not be just one
more life.

 








How can



Me and you?



So close, plus so far.



Hearts tight, more so in love.





Thoughts on each other



Bodies and mouths distant



Low temperature



But a hot love







You see me in some photo I gave you



And I see you in the
letters that you sent me.



When we hear that song.



When that place where I used to go.



Everything is connecting our hearts.







Do not know if this will bear away



Not for awhile



Because I wanted to see you and feel
you again



To make it all again.

 








 

 

Unlike the match



The finish is very good



That relieves the pain of longing



What makes the heart jump for joy




Turning it into a gesture



The hug



That defines all



That restarts a new life from now on.

 








I'm not sure what to say or what to
say.



Just
know that I'm living, feeling that life behind me.




I cannot play hard.



But I live at my own pace,
without haste, because the speed is this:
simple and Brenda.








We are only human



In the theater of existence



Far from perfect



But so close to stupidity







Nothing calms us



But all of us to be



What we never thought



But we must do.









The soul weighs



The God does not exist



And inside we were stunned



Not knowing where to go.







If they want to live



Have died without knowing



That the world is not made
of things dense, you can grab with the
hand



But it is also made of other things



From the heart.

 








 






















Boredom is so foolish, I feel disgusted. I do not know
why I feel, as it only serves to make me boring, sort of
unbearable.




It just brings me what I do not want to be, not
what I want to have.




I am not knowing what to do, and that there is not
money: it is unpleasant.




If I am thus not produce or use. Only abuse of my time
with him beside me, watching time, the souls pass, and the wind
take it all.




I get a statue of a taper killed by a period,
the force that binds me this link.




I am the ugly face, yawning, without the
slightest want to raise, to act to my world.




It's hard to get rid of that nuisance pleasure, which
only weakens me, speeding up my aging.




But then it passes, just scream: I'm free.














































 








In my sleep



Walk in a amazing depth.



Everything goes dark



Without that I do nothing



And in a moment it appears.









Coincidence or not



I have dreams



Very familiar



Involving common things to me.





Everything unfolds a little confused



But that just getting all logical



Instead.







And when all is well



Come on



To wake us
up from a dream in which dulled.

 








 























  I am so far from you




To live all those moments that I lived next to
you.




I am so close




Listening to my heart




That tells me you are my big love.













Loneliness eats me whole




Leaves me baffled




Not really knowing where to go




Or how to find you




To cure-all this solitude




Who lives here with me.













We are so far




But I feel very close




Inside my heart




That this suffering without you.
















































 








 

Every day I do not live

Die a little.

Every minute that I feel

Hill a little more.

Every split second that still does
not pass

Morro more.



The pain is excruciating

Tearing me up inside

Leaving everything I had into crumbs

Just rest it will never recover.



I got a heart full of pain that does
not listen.

I have a soul too heavy to live

And tears too dense to cry

And I still have a life that can
not live.

 










Call me



Cause I'm lonely.



Need to see you



In this gray day



Empty like my heart.









The rain makes me uneasy



Wondering where you will be



Do not you come see me.









I want to go to you



So they could keep me warm in your arms



And taste the sweetness of your kisses.









Today, only wanted just that.



Your love.



You do not know where this



To bring you joy



I heart this hot



And this way your so sweet and
sincere.



Just wanted it.








John

 

I hope you get well

 

Learn to run less

 

And do not be more wrong

 

The bends of the road of life.

 

 

I cheer for him to have learned

 

The meaning and the value of
things

 

And you can be better

 

Then you were before.

 

 

Wish you good

 

Lest he fall into decay, pain and
tears

 

And you have no evil

 

And that heaven of his life continues
to shine

 

In this life that God gave you.

 








 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The kiss that tastes
better and has been replaced with eyes a
thousand times before reaching your mouth!!








I'm doing not know any that make the
perfect rhyme.

I'm just a seed

In the midst of millions of
grains

That is far ahead

From a guy like me.

 

I am a discrete point

Amid this crowd that wants to stand
out.

I'm only one you see every day

Waiting for the school bus

Alone.

 

I'm the guy who listens to learn

And learn to live

And lives to survive this flood

Of ego and ignorance.

 

I am so

Not liking to anyone

Nor do I play the scene.

I'm normal

I'm a human being

I am one.

 








One more heart broke

Without even asking for
forgiveness

A wound that opens

In the breast of one who loved and
now feel the pain.

 

A cry of pain

A tear spilled

Blood dripping from a broken
heart

Sad, abandoned

That day was a happy

And today the dry swallows all the
pain he feels.

 

This is the suffering of an empty
heart

Party by the disillusionment of
love

What could have been forever

But eventually a nuisance

That broke a marriage

And one more ravaged heart

 








I do not have a gun

And do not know why I have it.

My hands and my brain is more
efficient

Do something where you can insert
objects of danger

To kill. (Eco)

 

What I use to have power to fire

If my hands without it, just become
objects of touch?

What advances kill me?

If my hand will deny anything?

 

Cannot be with a design weight
vulnerable

On my hands

For my prints will still be there

To dial, and affirm

That one day was brutal too

To get all this love I have inside
me.

 








 

 

 

 

 

 

so am I

be inappropriate as a people?

no, I'm not

they do not agree with me I am.

then let this fear

and live my life.








 

 

 

 

 

 


to live like that so sad?

is so good to
live happy

your tooth to become more beautiful

and you, it looks better than it
already is.








 

 

 

 

 

 

 

to my story does
not end here

who put this final
point is God.
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