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I’ve been holding dreams of us entwined,
Light tracing throughout the chorus,
Just bracing the onset,
Waiting for love to restore us.
 
We’re a long pause from when the flow had commenced,
A frozen frame in time,
Fingers reaching, hearts convinced,
That love will realign.
 
Picture it—
Me and you,
A canvas painted soft and true,
A moment framed in morning dew.
 
Capture it—
Us entwined,
A thousand hues of golden light,
Pressed beneath the hands of time.
 
We’ll create a vast gallery,
And hang our memories high,
Etch our names in every piece,
So love won’t fade or die.
 
Love is not a mystery,
But habits aren’t a guarantee,
We stumble through familiarity,
Forgetting what love used to be.
 
We’ll make the frame,
Better than last time,
No cracks, no missing edges,
No love left undefined.
 
And it’s wrong—
You will not open,
And it’s right—
I deserve betta.
 
But I know when time arrives,
I’ll be here, still believing,
Filling walls with quiet longing,
With echoes left repeating.
 
Picture it—
Me and you,
A gallery of us renewed,
Memories draped in endless hues.
 
 

