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An open letter
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The rain

| envy the rain. The way it falls and touches your skin. your smile,
each time it happens. The way you dance under it. Worries and
vexations, forgotten.

Is it possible to be the rain? even if | were to be one drop of it, Ill
live everyday hopeful for the moment it lands on you. Desperate?
I don’t care anymore.

Is it possible to be the rain? to be the one who makes you happy?
The one you dance with and takes all your pain away.

It hurts to see you holding back your tears, until it rains, you pour
it all out. Because What'’s the difference between your tears and
rain drops, right?

It seems that you trust the rain more than most people and
maybe that’s the main reason why | envied it in the first place.
Hadeel Altaraifi.
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An open letter

| am inverted emotions. The result of fragile

lungs coughing up timid tries at conversations.

My heart gets caught on my sleeve too frequently.
Your scar is not at all hard to miss, but | savor

solemn nights by missing you to death.

(praying I will miss you for life.)

| thought | saw you, but | know that you are

merely glassed over my eyes. Maybe you have walked
through walls | have dedicated my half-existence

to building.

It seems so cruel, that roses bloom and decay so fast
while I’'m stretched over a life span too extensive to be
my own.

Ice is dry and has felt my fingertips

Splintered.

You were so cold.

Please,

Wake up
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