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Remember?

Remember that place?
Remember that place where you first fell in love?
The trees tickling arms grabbing and clutching at you

Try to remember
The smell of the dew as you ran over the soft fallen leaves

The sound of the whispering stream, rolling and tripping down the colorful pebbles
The soft dirt, smelling like a bouquet of roses

The birds swooping low, singing joyously 
Each flower, imploring you to taste its sweet scent

Every butterfly whistling through the breeze 

The curious vines all leaning up against you 

Trying to get closer to you
The wind rustling swiftly through the trees, 
But you still felt warm.

Remember how it felt?
To be safe,

And suddenly to be alone no longer

To run through the leaves together

To laugh at the stream, together

Rolling through the dirt

Imitating the birds

Chasing the dancing butterflies

Warmed by the feel of a hand in yours

Remember how it felt?

To be safe, 

And then, suddenly,

To be alone once again.

Remember.

The cold rain biting at your calloused skin,

The stream thundering against the jagged rocks, 
Turning into a raging beast 

Devouring the soft dirt
The gnarled trees clawing at you

Each bird, screaming pitifully

The flowers, shriveling into miserable masses

There are no more joyful butterflies or inquisitive plants

The chilling air has become unbearable,

Has frozen your heart.

The magic of this place has vanished 

Vanished, never to be seen again.

Remember that place?

Remember that place where you first fell in love?
