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Death. Undoubtedly, everyone knows the feelings we have when we lose a person very close to us...

Plunged in mourning, we are sad that someone who was important to us will never come back. We're crying, keep missing him or her, we regret that we couldn't prevent that kind of situation. As the time goes by, we are trying to come back to normality so our lives won't be humdrum or empty anymore and a smile can come back to our faces. When we achieve that on our own, we are able to start living each day, but unfortunately not everyone has that strength to bounce back after that kind of loss. Declining our sense of life is the worst thing that can happen to us on our own path of life. Then we lose ourselves. We are FORFEITED.

28.07.2016

Every day when I realise how much did I hurt you last month, it makes me feel like a heartless person. You were a delicate, kind person, who was living at my home for a while when your mom was absent. You were only sixteen years old and you had your whole life ahead of you and I ruined it. Just at the beginning you wanted a good relationship between us. You helped me when I after another stunning party, I felt asleep on a bench in a park where you found me with a cut eyebrow. I was a lot heavier than you, despite that you took me home and also took care of my wounds. I didn't say even thank you. I was a JERK.

02.08.2016

I hate the first day when I hurt you. You were sitting that day in the arts classroom, painting and I was looking at you through a window and thinking with one of my friends what kind of punishment you deserve. I was angry when my mom took my keys to the car just because I didn't want to give you a lift to school. I had to take a bus to school and I didn't feel comfortable doing that but I had no other choice. When we went inside the class where you were sitting alone, you didn't even know what was going to happen. I saw that you were crying after I destroyed your work and spilled a gallon of green paint on you. For the first time, I said that you looked like a whale although you didn't. I started making your life miserable. I was an IDIOT.

06.08.2016

Every day I heard you while you were going outside to run. I always looked at that time through the window at you when you were going to the park near my house. I didn't know why you were doing this. I started to understand when I noticed that you were eating less and started to wear long sleeved shirts. I didn't know that when I said those words the other day, you would think they were true. Every time when I was joking that you were fat and ugly and no one would like a fat pig like you I didn't know that you would take it that personally. You wanted to lose weight and be pretty. For me you were beautiful but my huge ego didn't want you to be happy. I was an ASSHOLE.

13.08.2016

I never understood why you were crying in your room that often. You thought that no one heard when you were crying. Well… I did and I didn't know that you were doing that because of me. Now when I'm thinking about that I even want to cry myself. You stopped doing that when by my affair Jack started to talk with you. I saw you walking with a smile on your face, when he asked you to go to cinema with him. You didn't know that he was only supposed to pretend that he wanted to spend time with you. All of this was to fulfill our revenge plan. That was so stupid but when I saw a lot of time smiles on your face, my heart started to get soft. I started to like you, maybe even too much. I didn't want to show you that because I thought you would start laughing at that but you weren't like that. You were different. I was the person who was BLIND.

15.08.2016

I loved your smile. Even though you never gave me a smile always when I saw it I started falling in love with you even more. I ordered a pizza with your favorite ingredients. I bought some movies that you were watching lately a lot of times. When I went to your room to ask if you wanted to watch some movies with me, I was so excited but you didn't even want to talk to me. You preferred to sit in your room, reading a book. You didn't even want to look at me. I collapsed. You didn't see that when I was going downstairs where everything was prepared I started to cry. That was the first time for several years when I last cried. Even my grandmother's death didn't make me cry but I just couldn't stop crying. I was DEVASTATED.

20.08.2016

From the moment you found out, that Jack was only playing when you thought that was love I was suffering. Many times I wanted to tell you the truth about the revenge, that I love you but either I didn't have that courage to do that or you didn't want to listen to me. For a few days when I was bullying your person, you started to hate me like no one else. Thanks to my friend, you started coming back to life. You were happy about every day avoiding me on every step. You didn't want me to come close to you because you were afraid of suffering. I understood you because I was also in pain. If I could turn back the time, for sure I would start our relationship differently but it is too late. I hurt your feelings. You didn't want to know me. I was for you NOBODY.

27.08.2016

I didn't know that my friend is a jerk. I forbade him to hurt you but he didn't listen. He started to laugh that I was a wimp and he didn't even know what would happen after. When you were preparing yourself to your boyfriend's birthday party I wanted to warn you about him but he claimed that I was an asshole who was trying not allow you to be happy. You didn't know what would happen there. How you could even know about that? I stayed at home. I couldn't make it that he has you and I don't. I didn't go because I thought that Jack would listen to me and hurt you. I was wrong. Around midnight I went to his house to check if you were ok but you were nowhere. I searched everywhere in his house until I found you in the basement. You were naked, tied up to an old bed and also you weren't alone. There were around five boys that in turns were raping you. You were crying. Jack was also there too and he was only looking at you with a smile on his face when another guy was hurting you. I couldn't look at this. I had to help you. I wasn't thinking when I was beating up a guy who was the closest one to you. The only person that was the most important for me was you and the thought that I had to take you from this place. When they left, I gave you my favorite black sweater to put on and took you out from that cursed house. You nestled up to me when I was carrying you to my car to take you to the hospital. Until this day I remember how I got so scared when you lost your consciousness. Before that happened, you said I was your hero but I didn't feel like that. I wasn't your HERO.

07.09.2016

You never woke up. Every day I was sitting near your bed waiting for you to wake up to say how much I love you. When everyone started losing hope that you would wake up, I still believed that a miracle would happen. I believed that you would wake up and I would be yours and you would be mine. The only thing that was important for me was you. I didn't even show up at school to write the exams that would allow me to finish it. I wanted to spend all my time with you. I wanted to be the first person your eyes would see when you wake up. That never happened because you died. You left me alone without a goodbye. I was ALONE.

13.09.2016

I killed them. I couldn't look at their fake faces when I was walking near them in the street and they were smiling stupidly. They thought that they could get away but they were wrong. Maybe their families saved them from going to jail but there was no escape from me. I was killing everyone one by one leaving at the end the person who I thought was my best friend. To this day I keep smiling when I remember how scared they were. They were begging for mercy that they didn't give to you. I was VICIOUS.

16.09.2016

When your funeral was ending the police handcuffed me. I was happy that at least they allowed me for the last time to say goodbye to you. That meant a lot for me. Now when I'm writing this, I realize how fragile is our life. We hurt each other not knowing what kind of effects will appear from that in our future. When I loved you, you were in love with someone else. When you died, you took my heart and without you I can't love somebody else. At least I know one thing. I was and I am YOURS.

