She never realized that she had the realest eyes.
If only her soul and her body could re-align, she would shine.
So far from her prime, just a teenager with real anger, but she felt fine.
I tried so hard to shine some light into her darkness.
This is no way to be living for a Goddess.
Stop this insanity, creating tragedy in your own world.
But this isn't just another story, and she's not just another girl.
But then I think to myself; would I have noticed her...
Would I have noticed her without her cleavage being more exposed than a camera?
Would I have noticed her without her make-up reminding me of a Van Gough painting?
Would we have became friends if I didn't have a well in my heart that catches falling tears?
I wonder what type of person she would be if her father didn’t put scars on her back and her boyfriend didn’t make sure that they would always be there.
And I know that I can’t save somebody who doesn’t want to be saved…..but sometimes people don’t know they want to be saved until somebody trie…so I dig.
And when I saw her down again...Like she has been many times before...This is what I told her:
You....are...A rainbow.
You see your arms are red every night, so they call you a cutter.
Instead, I would just imagine that every single night, she relives the days when she was so passionate about theater..
She would let the blades tap dance on her flesh until the blood created flashfloods down her palm’s lifelines….I would dig.
She would lay in the darkness, completely naked, staring into the bathroom mirror and would see those blue and purple bruises.
Instead, I just pieces of the sky trapped underneath her skin.
Her white skin was made from the feathers of angel’s wings
Her black hair would remind me of the river of time turning into a waterfall at the end of the universe.
I use to think her green eyes would match the color of the money that she was chasing…
But now I like to believe that they painted money green just so they can spread the beauty behind her eyes to the rest of the country.
I would watch the yellow sun bouncing off her body like a mother calling her child home, but she just won’t go.
I told her to stop seeing scars on her back, and know that those were just put there for her wings to fit in place.
Stop seeing blood, and start seeing life
Stop seeing darkness when you’re surrounded in light.
You are a beautiful rainbow that inspires everybody who’s lucky enough to witness its beauty…
You are a beautiful rainbow that makes people forget about the pot of gold at the end of it, because compared to your beauty that gold might as well be dust.
As I exhaled and I held her hand…I saw the look in her eyes…
The same look of a child who still believes….
As if my expectations of wanting to save someone were about to be met
I held on to every movement and every word that was breaking free from the prison bars of her lips.
And then she finally looked up to me and said….
'You know what......I think you're right....I am a rainbow...
But it's not because of my colors...It's because nobody sees me, unless it's raining."

So that night….She created a will… and in it ..it said:
“When I die…..bury me near a waterfall….So they can always see me…for what I was.’
