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All I Wanted
 
All I wanted
was a little bit of you
for all of me,
but you were never mine;
and maybe
you never will be.
I wouldn't stop you, ever
for only if
I loved you
a little less,
I would'nt have let you go
to find something
you loved,
a little more.
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Choose Her Over Me
 
Choose the one with the perfect smile,
the one with glistening eyes.
Choose the one who likes you a lot,
maybe the one you love the most.
 
Choose her over me,
anyday;
and I swear,
I swear on all the letters
I wrote but couldn't send,
I would never stop you.
 
Choose her,
if only
all of her can
Ever,
love you more than
whatever is left
of me.
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Her
 
She had an art
even the way she flipped her clothes
on the floor,
and I felt like a mere voyeur
as I saw the masterpiece, walk around
hiding the world
in her sheer nakedness.
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I Promise
 
When I walk through the door
I will make your heart skip a beat,
when I laugh through the night
I will make you fall for me neat,
I am gonna be the smell
that feels home,
I am gonna be everything
you wished for and more.
 
I will be the woman
who once
conquered
and ruled you heart.
 
If I can't be the one
who gets to grow old with you,
I am gonna be the one
you'll wish your girl to turn into.
I promise.
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Make Me Fall Out Of Love
 
Can you make me
Fall out of love?
Please.
 
Make me forget
All the things we shared
The skin
Our talks
Our soul.
Can you make me
Forget all the memories?
Please.
 
Make me believe
Every time we kissed
It was for pure pleassure
Of the body
And not the heart, ever.
Can you make me
Believe that there was nothing
Ever?
Please.
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The Dark Inside Me
 
The days are fine
But the nights make me crazy.
The darkness outside
Reminds me of the black
Inside my soul.
I ran away from it.
I ran to get rid of it
Still it grows
With each passing day
With each passing night.
You're afraid of my madness
My craziness
But believe me that's what has kept me alive.
You pretend to like me to love me,
So that you keep getting my body
You're afraid of my soul.
Because you know that it is dark
But is pure.
You have a good body,
But you forget you're a soul.
We all are souls
Wrapped in this temporary thing
That we decorate too seriously.
Look beyond it once,
It is just clay
It'll shed.
Look into my soul,
The darkness
Is crazy but it'll keep you alive.
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The Dream
 
He held my hand,
His fingers
Wrapped my body
Like nobody else's
Ever could,
He caught my gaze
And stared
Into the nothingness
Of my existence
And made it beautiful
Just my looking
At it.
I blushed
And he smiled back
Making mine
Turn into magic.
He came close
And whispered
You beautiful thing,
I love you
For all that you are
And everything
That made you.
My heart
Skipped a beat,
And
I woke up
Because of the thrust.
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The Night Sky
 
When I see
the night sky
I see us,
I am the darkness
you being
the bright stars
spread across
like little lights
of hope
in the
black canvas
of my soul.
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The Sweet Melancholy
 
I don't know
What it is,
That hurts so much
When I think of you,
About what we are
And what we cannot be.
 
I don't know what it is
Whether my heart
Or the soul
That cries out
The sweet melancholy.
 
It literally hurts me
Not in the left or the right,
But in between.
I think that's where my heart is,
It maybe the soul.
I really don't know.
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What I Feel For You
 
I sat down waiting for words
to churn out of me and spill
on the paper, empty and white;
so that the world could know
How I feel of you.
 
But I waited long and
the sheet remained empty still
somehow depicting
my feelings in the best way,
For what I feel for you
whatever it is;
Is beyond words,
It is beyond worlds.
 
Christine Angelica

11www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Words
 
Words,
there's magic in them
that take me to you.
every word, every letter
is a gateway to you.
you're with me when i read
you're with me when i write.
you're the only place i want to be
but i am the only place you avoid.
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