Done

Maybe you will find another but I never will 
You are the one for me and you will be until 

I go from this earth, die, pass away 

My dedication and devotion is not meant to sway 

A loner, by myself, is who I will be 

Until the day, until the time, you come back to me 

It may not be on Earth, it may not be til death 

But you have pierced my heart and I cannot forget 

So solitary, quiet, is a fit I learn to wear 

And whenever you come looking I will still be there 

Even if it’s on the other side of life 

I am your partner, this doesn’t happen twice

Just writing this about meeting someone you know is so right for you and separating from them. Thinking about the idea of being with someone else who you love as much but in a different way and just realising that it will never be me. I will be on my own rather than settling for something less than this. I can never hold a lesser love than this. I can never live for comfort. I don’t ever want to live in a house for satisfaction. I want to wait for what is coming to me. I know full well that he may never be with me. That we may never meet again. But something I know is is that I was made for him. My bones, my body was made for him. My soul was made to meet his soul and even if we are dead I feel so certain that this will happen. I feel that it is a matter of time before we are reunited. I don’t feel that we can exist without being part of one another. 






And right now it is killing me that he is moving away. He is leaving me for someone else, or something else. And I may have to watch him fall in love with other people. I might have to watch him get married to someone else and have a life and a family and know that that is his choice. But my love is already done. It is already complete and it is for him. It is solely for him and it is unwavering. I am not to love another man. I am his and whether he realises it or not, he is mine. On some level, he will always be. In some corner of his mind, he knows this. He knows it as well as I do. But he also knows that this love is freedom and he is free to be whoever he wants to be. He is free to make mistakes and find out what he needs to find out. He is free to do whatever he wants to do, to choose whoever he wants to choose. He is free to leave me, indefinitely. But I am done. It is only hedonism to think I can be with someone else. It takes too much effort to care and it is only pretence. If I was with someone, it would be for his benefit. It would be to distract me from him, or to make him jealous. It wouldn’t be for me and it wouldn’t make me happy. It was decided the day we met, even though I didn’t know it then. It took me a long, long time to learn and I made as many mistakes as it was possible to make, but now it has become clear and it is there and there and all; that I will be here, for him, always. 
