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The Breakup 
 

 
 

when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  

when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  
when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  

when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  
when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  

when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  

when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  
when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  

when every single day ends I celebrate that it’s finished  
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soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  

soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  

soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  
soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  

soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  
soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  

soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  

soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  
soon as I climb out of bed I want to slip beneath the covers again  
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remembering the sensation of his hands, my spine shivers  

remembering the sensation of his hands, my spine shivers  

remembering the sensation of his hands, my spine shivers  
remembering the sensation of his hands, my spine shivers  

remembering the sensation of his hands, my spine shivers  
remembering the sensation of his hands, my spine shivers  

remembering the sensation of his hands, my spine shivers  

remembering the sensation of his hands, my spine shivers  
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another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  

another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  

another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  
another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  

another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  
another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  

another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  

another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  
another rather dismal night passes just holding a pillow  
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sun bleaches the names and vibrant colors off my books  

sun bleaches the names and vibrant colors off my books  

sun bleaches the names and vibrant colors off my books  
sun bleaches the names and vibrant colors off my books  

sun bleaches the names and vibrant colors off my books  
sun bleaches the names and vibrant colors off my books  

 

 
 

 
 

 filled with stones 

 
 

 


