White Lilium – Love.Paper.Portrait.Grave
time melts 
as I stare at this portrait for hours

her apathetic eyes 
burning a hole into my conscience 

voices softly whisper

they know about my mess 

pretending trust and warmth

they block the last step to redemption   

do you remember the name 
of this ingenious painter?

I hold your face inside my hands
can I really hear you breathing?
Someone told me "don't wake the dead"  
but in this moment 
I'd do anything to free you 
out of this drawing (out of this chaos)
into my reality

voices softly whisper

they know about my mess

this perfect picture is your grave 

you're confined to this piece of paper
and this perfect picture could be your grave
and you’re confined to this piece of paper
do you remember the name of this ingenious painter?

(maybe it was even me)

it was even me
he painted trust and warmth

why did he cage her in a piece of paper? 
(maybe it was even me)
