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The smell of burning paper, always
been one of my favourite smells. It

brought me back to the late nights we

Being committed was the most fright-
ening experience in my life. I struggled

with depression since I was a teenager.

“Keats kept flowers at his feet

but mine are woven in my ribcage.

sent outside. Our families laughing, the Daffodils and daisies meet

on a mound of dirt.”
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think I remember a time when Emmy’s
life was good. I knew things had been

fine when we become friends, but I was

ewan. I was away from my friends, my
family, and everything I had ever known.

too young to remember.
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“I write love lettets to you in my head like prayers to the creator, a
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