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MON AMI

Threedaysof love,

growing sweeter by theminute.
Threeeternal days,

wenever should have had.
Threedayswe d never change,

even givenachance.

We'redl lookingfor love,

yet, no one knowswhereto |ook.

| could have changeditdl,

with just threewords.

Threewords, everyonelookstofind,
grew up tofast, nothing last.

Tryingto grow backwardsto catch up,
why was| born to soon?

A pattern?Destiny...

Destiny! Looking for an excuse, blaming destiny,
arefugefor our shortcomings.
Loveistoeasy, that’swhy itisso hard,
it'sjustagameweplay.

Tryingto convinceourselves,
there’ssomething moretolivefor.
Looking for ananswer,

whenwedon’t even know the question.



