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For me, creating art is a way to access feelings by giving
them shape, form, colour, texture. It's an intuitive and
body-based process; | don’t know what I’'m going to make
until it’s in front of me.

The covers of this issue are 2 parts of an artwork I've

l('il @theframefanzine
named “Expressions of grief.” | made these pieces to help

process loss and heartbreak that is very alive for me right g @theframefanzine
NOow.

As | look at the shapes in the artwork, a dance unfolds— @theframefanzine

fluid and organic forms mixing with rigid geometric boxes,
suspended seemingly weightless above.

.- e ) , @ theframefanzine.com
Thinking about grief in a more analytical way, I'm drawn

to the contrasting experiences of clinging to facts and
surrendering to feelings, a challenge to navigate when
braving loss. You can see this contrast in the artwork Proud Sponsors Of

through playful colours and straight lines. EnglandFans FC |

| picture the softer, curved spaces as inviting nooks,
sanctuaries where you can linger, self-soothe, and marvel
at the colourful world around us. The artwork becomes a

www.englandfansfe.org

refuge, inviting us to take a moment to explore and find PR B Riplethercl
comfort.
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from the office of the editor

Welcome to the fifth issue of ‘The Frame’.

I'm often asked why I started this magazine. I’'11 answer, honestly, that I have a
passion for mental health and people’s wellbeing, and that in my working experience as
a therapist, it’s often in the sharing of people’s experience that others find the
most healing.

This is true, but not the whole truth.

Some years before I married the person who became my wife, I dragged her from the
uber-hip and to quote her “a bit edgy” Stockwell in South London to the decidedly un-
hip and un-edgy area of North London in which I was 1living at the time. As we moved
around over our years together, a plan began to emerge that would eventually see us
relocate to near her family in Hampshire, a concept I admittedly took some coming
round to.

As the years rolled on, I began to formulate my own plan - including how I would
transport the work I had painstakingly built to our new location. The concept of The
Frame had been in my mind for a while, but it was the ever-approaching potential of
this big life move which gave some momentum to its creation, with an eye on it being
something I could continue to develop regardless of my location.

I was really proud of last year’s issues. Looking back through them, I can see how my
work in understanding how to design them has changed and developed, and the level of
talent in the work featured is absolutely stratospheric. Our 1last issue, on
Neurodiversity, was something of which I’m incredibly proud.

This next issue, originally planned for last year, was going to be about family. It’s
a topic I'd 1like to explore more at another time, but want to thank the insanely
talented Karla Byrne (@duckymomo.65 on Instagram) for her work in creating the cover
for the issue.

However, last year, my personal life was thrown into chaos as my marriage very
suddenly ended, and I was catapulted into a test of my own internal resources unlike
any I have ever known. Time has allowed me to reflect on my actions during this time
and see myself in a way I am not sure I would have articulated or conceptualised
before - with pride, and as a person of integrity, strength, and character. Heartbreak
is not something I’'d recommend, but in that respect, it’s been a gift.
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As I began to piece together the shattered pieces of my 1life, I found an awful lot of
comfort in the experience of others who had been through similar. Their experiences
and their tips and tools accelerated healing, gave me hope and perspective, and
encouraged me to share my own experiences in therapy and with friends and family.

Time passed, and strength beyond just surviving the day or being present for my
clients began to emerge. And The Frame came back into my mind - not as a draw on my
already depleted energy, but as a tool. And that’s where we are now, Issue 5 - all
about love and broken hearts. Issued fittingly, it felt, on Valentine’s Day. (well,
that was the plan anyway)

Loss is something we all experience in different forms, and in the great contradiction
of the human experience, it’'s in the most acute pain that we reflect the most acute
depth of feeling. In looking back at my own experience, I am able to see the depth of
my feelings in loss as a mirror of the depth of my feelings in the life of my
relationship, and while the pain of loss is great, I am thankful for the chance to
have felt it.

Or, as I have said to many since - I wouldn’t want to go through it again, but I'm not
sorry it happened.

Love and loss is not an easy topic to broach, and there are a lot less enthusiastic
voices advocating for experiences of love and loss than there are about neurodiversity
or COVID-I9 or the other topics our issues have covered. But what is contained in
these pages is a rarity in a world coloured by the sanitised experience of social
media or a lack of space in one’s immediate world to reflect and to shape a thought or
a feeling. What is contained in these pages is deeply personal and deeply revealing,
and its entirely understandable that so many contributors wish to remain anonymous.

Thank you, all, for sharing your words and your innermost selves.

Yours exhaustedly,
David

Editor, The Frame
@theframefanzine

www.theframefanzin%.féﬁ
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or infatuation, or something else. Sometimes we don’t
always fully appreciate what a relationship was until
it's over, | think. | suppose if you love someone, there is
something in you that wants to protect them, to want
the best for them, an altruistic urge to support their
happiness. Love doesn’t have to be romantic, and it
isn't always up to us who we love, if we look at the love
for a parent or carer, or for a child, sometimes we can
love someone despite toxic behaviours or even if the
relationship is distanced or estranged. But | think that
if we care about someone strongly, that can be seen as
love.

Do you have any thoughts about how to best build a
strong emotional connection with a partner?

The best way to build a strong emotional connection is
through the quality time you give each other. We are
living in an age with so many distractions, so much
information to scroll through, so many videos to watch,
S0 many people to connect with in our networks. So if
you want to build the connection, make time for them.
Show them you choose them over the distractions. And
make quality time through experiences, meals, talking,
asking questions, trying new things together. Grow
and learn together and share the highs and lows of life
as you make memories.

What are some effective communication strategies
to prevent misunderstandings and conflicts in a
relationship?

| think sometimes even with those closest to us it can
be hard to verbally say how we are feeling when faced
with conflict. One thing that works well for me is wait
until you are in separate spaces, such as at work, and
then to put my feelings into a text or WhatsApp
message instead. It gives me time to think about what
to say and how to say it, instead of in the heat of the
moment saying something | might regret. But the most
effective strategies will be whatever work for you and
your partner; sometimes we can show our love and
loyalty without words- through vyour general
behaviours.

The Frame Fanzine | 4

How do you differentiate between healthy
compromise and sacrificing your own needs?

Oh another good question! Yes compromise is
important; and even more than that is verbalising how
you feel about the compromise. Now it could be
anything, from who picks the next show you binge watch
or the takeaway you order, or something more serious
and meaningful such as where you want to live in the
country when you are looking to move in together; talk
through your choices and reasons and see where the
compromise lies. As long as there is compromise on
both sides at times, and understanding behind the
decisions, it should not feel like a sacrifice. If you are in
a loving relationship, the decision needs to be right for
you both, and should feel as such.

What advice can you give about navigating
challenges like trust issues or insecurities within a
relationship?

The top tip is ‘just ask’. If you are confused by
something your partner says or does, ask for
clarification. They might not be able to give it, but at
least you have asked. Often we communicate through
text, even with those we are in a loving relationship
with; if your partner types something you don't
understand or that upset you, ask them about it and
talk it out, don't just let it simmer away because that
will slowly lead to resentment. Trust issues is a difficult
one, often triggered by past relationships with
someone else, but if your understand each other and
care about each other, hopefully you can build up that
level of trust.

It can also be about just being courteous letting your
partner know where you are or when you'll be home;
this doesn't mean it's controlling, it is just
communicating to avoid those misunderstandings
especially if your partner is insecure.

What are some signs that a relationship might be
experiencing a lack of emotional intimacy, and how
can this be addressed?

Well firstly, | suppose let's check in with that term,
‘emotional intimacy’; this would be different from
intimacy as infact we don’t need to be physically



in—-touch to achieve it. Emotional intimacy means feeling
close to each other, and understood, in a relationship
where feelings are shared and we can feel validated for
who we are.

To help address it? Don't be afraid to be vulnerable or
admit your fears or anxieties; a true connection is built
on something more than just the perfect Instagram-
able moment, it's about being there for each other
through the highs and lows too.

Are there common patterns or behaviours that
contribute to the breakdown of relationships, and
how can these be recognized and addressed?

Yes, and the common pattern is it comes down to the
people in the relationship. It comes down to
communication, or lack of it! If you feel the relationship
isn't meeting your needs, whatever those needs may
be, that's when you may become dissatisfied, angry,
and seek other ways to meet them.

In the face of a breakup, what steps can one take to
heal and rediscover a sense of self-worth?

My best advice? Be honest about what heals you. Is it
meeting up with those people who listen and care and
make you laugh? Or is it being alone to reflect in
solitude? or is it both? But when you feel ready, please
remember there are people that care about you who
can help restore you again. Spend time with the people
who make you happy.

Please remember you are worthy of love, and you are
valuable, and you matter. Don’t let a break up take that
away from you.

Can you tell us something you do to keep your
sense of self topped up?

| end each day looking into the mirror when | brush my
teeth; ok | know that sounds odd, but as a busy mum of
three, brushing my teeth before bed is one of the times |
am truly alone. | look in the mirror and really ‘see’
myself. | ask myself three questions:
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What am | grateful for today?
What am | proud | achieved today?

If I could change one thing about today what would it
be?

Ending my day with these three simple questions
reminds me of all that has been achieved, whilst also
making me acknowledge those things that were not so
smooth, and gives me an idea of what to improve
moving forward.

Do you have anything you’d like to pass on to those
either falling in or out of love?

The most important thing, whether you arein a
relationship or coming out of one, is to stay true to who
you are. The relationship should nourish and nurture
who you are, giving you freedom to be who you want to
be, offering an expansion and further opportunities for
joy in your life and to share that joy with others. If
you're falling in love, question what it is the
relationship brings to your life, and be realistic. If you
find a relationship ending, reflect on what is missing
and remind yourself that there will be other
relationships, friendships as well as personal space
that may better serve us.

Any reading, listening or watching you’d
recommend?

| am a huge fan of true crime or psychological thrillers!
A few things | have been fascinated by lately- the
documentary called the ‘Curious Case of Natalia
Grace’ about an adopted girl in America, and | love ‘24
Hours in Police Custody’ too. | recently watched a
three—part psychological drama called ‘Too Close’
which was haunting... It is fascinating to see how
people respond and act in desperate situations;
sometimes it is heartbreaking to see what people go
through. Books wise, anything escapism and fiction;
but honestly | think reading anything is good for us,
whatever it may be, because reading causes us to
make that space for ourselves, to be quiet with
ourselves and content in that space.



In the tumultuous journey of divorce, loss and
separation, finding a guiding light amidst the
darkness can feel 1like an insurmountable task.
Yet, nestled within the vast expanse of
innumerate podcasts, lies a gem of empathy,
understanding and hope: "The Divorce Podecast,"
led by the insightful and compassionate Kate
Daly.

With a background steeped in psychology and
counseling, Daly brings a unique blend of
professional acumen and her personal story to her
role as host. Her voice, warm and reassuring,
feels 1ike a comforting embrace, inviting

00:00 04:10

listeners to lean into their vulnerabilities and
find strength in their struggles.

What sets "The Divorce Podcast" apart from the
sea of self-help resources is Daly's unwavering
commitment to empowerment. Far from dwelling on

the pain of separation, she encourages her

audience to view divorce as a transformative

journey towards self-discovery and renewal.

Through a curated selection of expert interviews and heartfelt anecdotes, Daly navigates the
multifaceted landscape of divorce with grace and poise. Legal intricacies, co-parenting
dilemmas, and the delicate art of self-care are all explored with equal parts pragmatism and
compassion.

Listeners are not merely passive spectators in this narrative; they are active participants
in their own healing process. Daly's gentle guidance empowers them to reclaim agency over
their lives, fostering a sense of hope and possibility even in the face of uncertainty.
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In the quiet corners of my mind, where
memories linger like shadows of a once
vibrant life, I find myself wrestling with
the weight of regret. It's a heavy burden,
one that has settled in my heart like an
unwelcome guest, refusing to leave. As I
navigate the path of reflection, I can't
help but dwell on the choices that led me
to this point—leaving the one who loved
me unconditionally, and in doing so,
irrevocably altering the course of both
our lives.

that

accompanies the realisation that | didn't

There's an ache in my chest
understand the true value of the life |
had. A life built on the foundation of a
love that was steady, unyielding, and,
unfortunately, unappreciated. As the
words spill onto the pages, I hope that
someone, somewhere, may learn the
lesson from my story; a lesson about the
fragility of love and the irreversible

consequences of taking it for granted.

In the beginning, our relationship and
burgeoning love was a tapestry woven
with threads of laughter, shared dreams,
and a promise to weather life's storms
together. But as time passed, | became
blind to the shifts in
foundation.

subtle
The

imperceptible at first, began to form

our
cracks, almost
beneath the surface. In the monotony of
routine and the demands of daily life, |
failed to see the beauty in the simplicity
of our connection.

It wasn't until I looked into his eyes one
day, long after our end, and saw a
reflection of the hurt I had caused that |
understood the depth of my oversight.
His love, once a constant in my life, had
become strained, burdened by the weight
of my indifference. Sadly, I now see I had
been taking the most precious aspect of
my life for granted, and it is forever lost.

Leaving him was a decision fuelled by a
misguided belief that there was
something more out there—something I
thought would fill the void I felt within
myself. The irony is that, in chasing an
elusive fantasy, | left behind the very
essence of happiness. The silence that
now fills the spaces we once shared
echoes with the haunting reminder of a
love lost and irretrievable.

In the reflective depths of remorse, [ am
haunted by the knowledge that I failed
not only to appreciate the love we shared
but also to support him in his moments
of vulnerability and growth. As he
grappled with life's challenges, | retreated
into my own world, blinded by my selfish
pursuits and misguided resentments. In
my shortsightedness, | failed to recognise
and acknowledge the strength it took for
him to navigate adversity and make
positive changes in himself. Instead of
being a source of encouragement, |
allowed resentment to fester within me, a
poison that tainted the very fabric of our
connection. Now, as | witness the echoes




of his resilience and self-improvement
from a distance, the weight of my regret
intensifies. | have lost not only the love
but also the potential for shared growth
that slipped through my fingers in the
haze of my own shortcomings.

As I find myself navigating the waters of
life alone, I am forced to confront the
stark truth that the grass isn't always
greener on the other side. The love I
once possessed, freely given and
reciprocated, has been replaced by a
hollow substitute. The warmth of his
touch is now a distant memory, replaced
by a longing for the familiarity I once

dismissed as ordinary.

Yes, 1 have ventured into the world of
new connections, hoping to find the
fantasy | sought. Yet, each attempt only
serves to magnify the void left by the
person | once took for granted. Across
candlelit tables and bars and in the
laughter of strangers, | find myself
yearning for the familiarity of his
presence—the warmth of a smile that
once belonged to me. As [ fumble
through
superficial exchanges, | am struck by the
that

desperately seek in others were the very

awkward conversations and

realisation the qualities 1 now
essence of the person I left behind. The
depth of his kindness, the strength of his
character, and the unwavering support
he once offered are qualities | entirely

took for granted until they were

conspicuously absent from my life. Now,
in the harsh light of hindsight, I
comprehend the rarity of a love that held
steadfast through thick and thin, and the
profound emptiness that accompanies
the absence of a love so unconditionally

given.

Regret, a bitter companion, has become a
constant companion to the quiet
moments. It gnaws at the edges of my
consciousness, reminding me of the
irreversible damage I've done. The nights
are the hardest—when the world is
hushed, and the weight of my choices
presses upon me like a heavy quilt of
sorrow. | drink alone, more than |
should.

Knowing that he has found solace in the
arms of another stirs an ache in my
heart—a realisation that someone else is
now experiencing the love | once took for
granted. I hope they see the
extraordinary value of the treasure they
have found—a person who possesses
qualities of compassion, loyalty, and love
that can transcend the complexities of
human relationships. In the dance of my
emotions, my jealousy is tempered by a
genuine hope that he has found
happiness, and that the lessons I've
learned in loss may serve as a catalyst
for their shared journey of love and
understanding. But I confess, in my
dreams there lives hope of
reconciliation; that his sadness at his
own loneliness propels him to return to

me.




[ find myself retracing the steps that led
me away from him, grappling with the
understanding that | was blind to the
richness of our life together. The regret
is not just about losing him; it's about
losing myself in the process, thinking I

was journeying to discovery.

If there's a silver lining in the storm
clouds of regret, it lies in the lessons
learned through pain. | have come (o

understand that love, like a delicate
bloom, requires nurturing, attention, and
gratitude. [ failed to appreciate the

beauty of my love story, but this has
become a catalyst for personal growth
and introspection.

As 1 navigate the complexities of life
without him, I strive to be better—not just
for myself but for those whose lives I
touch. Regret, while a heavy burden, can
be a guidepost for change. It's a
testament to the capacity for human
growth and the resilience of the human

spirit.

In the quiet moments of reflection, I've
come (o accept that the road to healing is
a marathon, not a sprint. Regret may
linger, but it doesn't define me. Instead, it
serves as a reminder to cherish the
present, to acknowledge the beauty in the
ordinary, and to horon the love that once

graced my life.

[f my story serves as a cautionary tale, let
it be a beacon of awareness for those
who may find themselves standing at the
crossroads of love and regret. In the end,
it's my hope that the echoes of my
create

mistakes  can ripples  of

understanding, fostering a  deeper
appreciation for the love that we are
fortunate enough to experience in this

fragile, beautiful existence.

The author of this piece has asked to remain
anonymous,

They encourage readers to accentuate the positives
of their parinerships, and to appreciate the love
they have.
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All good stories have a beginning, so let’s start there.

My mother was one of nine siblings, and it was a tough Scottish household. It is
my understanding that she was never given unconditional love. When my mother
went onto have her own family, she would have a total of seven children and
would repeat her upbringing to some degree.

I was the second oldest of seven, and my Mum and Dad would fight a lot. They
would be physically violent to each other often. Both my sister and I would get
caught in the crossfire from time to time (unintentionally of course), despite my
sister trying her hardest to protect me. I have a vivid memory of being 3 years old,
standing at the top of the stairs hearing my mother and father fighting and
shouting at each other. In my child-like mind, I thought they turned into monsters
when it got dark. It was that scary.

Shortly after this memory, my Mum and Dad divorced. I don’t really remember
much about it, as I was only three years old. My father would stay in our lives, just
not as much as we would have liked. Every other weekend we would see him and
he would take us on fun adventures.

My mother would go on to get married and divorced again, and have some other
short-term relationships, but all these relationships would become violent over
time. As children we always thought it was mum’s partners who were the bad
guys or that she just chose the same kind of people. But in later life I would come
to understand that my mother would bring out the worst in people, especially the
men in her life.

I grew up and settled in a town in Hampshire, making my first long term friend,
John, who would become my best friend. We were as thick as thieves and would
get up to all sorts of trouble, as well has wasting most of our time playing
computer games.

My older sister flew the nest at age 17. I was then the oldest in the house and |
would soon be responsible for my five other siblings some evenings of the week.
Later on, my mother would lean on me to look after them at the weekends. I
remember getting frustrated a lot, as a teenager 1 wanted to go out with my
friends and have fun at the weekends.

I confided in my then long-term boss and his wife from the Market Stall I worked
at. My boss and his wife told me that it wasn't right, and that they were her
children and she should be looking after them. Emboldened by their words, I told
my mother “Enough is enough” and I would no longer babysit at the weekends. |
was given the choice between staying and doing as I was told or leaving the house
there and then.



So, I left home and slept on a few peoples couches for a while, before
settling down in my best friend’s house. I slept on his floor, and got a
job to enable me to survive. | was 16. This was my first taste of being
without a family, and whilst I missed it, I had never felt more free! I'd
been self-sufficient and able to do domestic chores from a young age,
and I took to freedom well.

It would be three months like this, before my mother and I reconciled
and I moved back home. A few months later, my mother moved back
to our old hometown of Bedford and I went back to live with John, this
time with a room and a bed. My mother and I would argue, but my dad
would always mediate and get us talking again. Sadly, in 2007 my
father developed asbestos cancer of the lung and died in 2008.

Just like that, the glue that held the family together was gone.

My mum was left in charge of my father’s estate and things began to
fall apart. Things disappeared, and my mum started to buy
extravagant items. We had our suspicions and ultimately, my oldest
sister and I ended up having to take my mum to court, a case we won
but with a significant price - from that moment on she disowned me.
Whilst being disowned was understandably upsetting and felt more
than a little harsh, it also felt good. The person in my life who has been
the cause of so much of the turmoil and stress in my life was gone, and
her absence left me free from drama and upset. knew this time she
would never talk to me again but with that relief came a sense of guilt,
because knowing this put a smile on my face.

What I see now is how despite their difficulties, all these things
needed to happen to facilitate growth and healing in me, and to allow
me to move on. In a way I wish I had just cut my mother out of my life
sooner. Since then, | have developed a deep meditation practice and
have a stable relationship with my long-term partner. While I continue
to process my trauma, | am leading a much happier life and am a
much happier human being.

I understand now that my mother didn’t have the tools to love us, and
only knew what she had experienced herself as a child. That
experience was passed to me and whilst I am happier without her in
my life and I have forgiven her and still love her, I have had to accept
that I can’t have her in my life. I didn’t know it then, but her disowning
me was the making of me.

If you are reading this and are in this situation or one like it, please
know you are not alone. Crisis can lead to opportunity and growth, and
that’s where | am now. Remember, stepping away or prioritising your
own wellbeing doesn’t need to be forever, and it can give you the space
to heal and allow you to approach building bridges when you're ready.
And most importantly — whoever and wherever you are, you deserve to
feel loved, supported and respected, and if that’s not what you have
then something needs to change.

The author of this piece has chosen to remain anonymous.







tell me why there are so many

cracks in your spirit

watch as light and
flowers fill

those cracks

as I run my love
through

each one.

F
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Freedom came when I stopped trying to what we long for

stop loving you. is a love that

o can destroy us

ety but chooses 1o
save us

instead.

-

And even when I am no
longer in love with vou
my life will still be
marked by a

before you

and after you.

The innocence left her body the way that spring

turned to summer and then autumn.
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For as long as April can remember, Poetry has been her first love. In fact, her very first concept of "love"
came from poetry. As someone who was condemningly sensitive, always on the precipice of feeling too
much to going numb, April found herself following the logical path of studying psychology (in hopes of
healing herself from the condition of always feeling too much, too often, and at extremely inconvenient
times). She received her BA. in psychology from UCLA, only to discover later on in life - through a series
of occurrences and happenings - that poetry is more healing to her than any form of traditional therapy
has ever been. When not writing poetry, April's favorite pastime is slow afternoons with her dog. She
lives in the suburbs of Seattle, which, to her, is the most nourishing city for the poet within her.




Elliot James Fraser

At the end of 2023 Elliot co-wrote and self
published 'Gallus', a Poemzine which is now on
sale in several shops in the UK and is about to
go digital in February 2024. Its main themes are
love and friendship, confusion and melancholy.

() @gallus_words

‘Mental Health Day’

No, | don’t want a mental health day thanks.

i
ar% | do not want it to be just duvet and pillows and ceiling and me.
w Lights off.
A j\’k No, | don’t really have a favourite anxiety,

but I'll conjure one up for you if you wait.

And all my thoughts and feelings will rumble and tumble and roar like some great waterfall.

y And I’d have to shout.
But | haven’t got the Kings lungs today please.

Instead give me a pineapple and tell me he’s my nephew.

Task me to look after him.

I’ll take him to the park and push him on the swings.

I'll talk to him about the planets and all the dinosaurs | can recall.
I’ll flatten his hair and bring him home safe and sound.

And yes of course I'll make sure he sleeps upside down.
Give me task.

Give me responsibility.
| need purpose today.

I don’t want to think about being pan or being poly today,

Because some days it’s just too hard and it’s just so exhausting

and actually, I’'m really not this character we both somehow contrived between us this last year.
And no, I’'m not lonely and no I’'m not really frightened at all thanks,

| just need a hug... but don’t fuckin’ touch me!

| just need to be told tomorrow is coming.
And it’s ok, it’s alright.

And in its light, there is safety.

And in its shadow, that’s where | belong.

So, no | don’t want a mental health day thank you very much.
I’d rather have an argument or a cat or a really big Twix.




1-WA3-30-EXCITED-ABOUT-YOU -

[ WAS 30 EXCITED ABOUT YOU THAT I FORCOT TO NOTICE THAT WE NEVER
WALRED IN 3YNC WITH ONE ANOTHER AND WE DIDNT LIKE HOLDING HANDS
IN THE SAME WAY AND I DIDN'T EVEN NOTICE THAT YOU WOULD BE GONE
FOR A WHOLE YEAR UNTIL YOU LAID IT OUT IN FRONT OF ME AND FORCED
ME TO LOOR AT IT.

[ WAS 30 EXCITED ABOUT YOU.
[ USED A PHOTO OF US HKI33ING A5 A BOOKRMARR 30 THAT I WOULD
ALWAYS THINK OF YOU WHEN READING MY 30PPY ROMANCE NOVELS. I WILL
ALWAYS THINK OF YOU WHEN READING MY SOPPY ROMANCE NOVELS.

I WS 50 EXCITED ABOUT YOU.

THAT I OPENED UP TOO MUCH AND TOO SOON EVEN THOUGH YOU SAID IT
WAS ORAY. I SHOWED YOU EXACTLY WHO I WAS FROM THE FIRST DAY
AND YOU SAID THAT I WASNT TOO MUCH AND I WAS JUST THE RIGHT
AMOUNT FOR YOU.

[ WAS 30 EXCITED ABOUT YOU THAT I LET YOU TEAR DOWN MY WALLS
oFIOWED YOU EVERY SINGLE 3CAR.
CARVED YOU INTO MY HEART.

[ WAS 30 EXCITED ABOUT YOU.

[ REALLY WANTED YOU TO 3TAY.
THE WALLS HAVE TO GO BACK UP.

THEY HAVE TO GO BACK UP.




HERES-TO-MOVING-ON:

HERES TO TARING THE PHOTO OF US OUT OF MY BOOK AND PUTTING IT AT
THE BACK OF A DRAWER

TO LETTING GO, BUT NOT FORGETTING YOU.

[ GUESS EVENTUALLY I1L STOP SEARCHING FOR YOU.

EVENTUALLY MY HEART WILL STOP ACHING FOR YOU.

HERES TO PUTTING YOU IN A BOX, AND LEAVING YOU BEHIND.

TO RETURNING YOUR SWEATSHIRT WITHOUT PUTTING IT ON ONE LAST TIME.

HERES TO PUTTING THE WALLS BACK UP, AND MARING SURE THEY DONT
COME DOWN AGAIN.

HERES TO MAYBE LENDING MY HEART TO ANOTHER.
ONE DAY.

A LONG LONG WAY AWAY.
HERES TO MOVING ON.

HERES TO MENDING BROKEN HEARTS AND BROKEN FENCES AND LEARNING TO
FIX MYSELF.

HERES TO ADDING YOU TO THE GRAVEYARD, AND FINDING A WAY TO MAKE
MY HEART MINE AGAIN.
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