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There is nothing more to say. 
Nothing more to do. 
Nothing. Nothing. 

 
How can you be dead? 

Your life taken so cruelly. 
Gone. Gone. 

 
I loved you.  

Oh, how I loved you. 
I loved you. I love you. 

 
There is no more life in your fingers. 

No more breath in you. 
Nothing. Nothing. 

 
But I will never let go.  


