My dearest mind, 

The memories you hold are ceasing to feel real to me anymore. 
I need them back. 

With tender love, 
Heart

--- 

my heart, 

attached are all of the ones i can find. they're battered and slightly broken. 

apologies for the disrepair, 
mind. 

p.s. i'm still looking for the ones i've forgotten. it's just i buried them so deep, and it aches to believe they're real. 

--- 

Darling mind, 

I recently received our broken memories. I decided you can have them back. 

Sincerely Heart 

--- 

my dear heart, 

i'm going to pretend they were lost in the mail. the cracks scream tears to my eyes and i simply can't stand it. 

once broken beauty never shines love again. 

much saddened, 
your loving mind 

--- 

Mind 

I regret to be the source of such cheerlessness. Please be aware of my most ardent condolences and my deepest desire for us to be hands instead of heart and mind so that I might hold you to ease the pain. 

Perhaps in the event that it might distract you, could you possibly inform me as to where I might find the dreams I gave up so long ago? It seems I’ve forgotten them.

Your forever beating Heart 

--- 

oh heart, 

your words do much to ease my thoughts, and just the imagined caress of your embrace goes far toward warming my soul. 

hands may hold each other, but mind and heart are bound more tightly than two appendages of flesh may ever be. i take joy in your comfort, and please know that you need only need ask anything of me and i shall respond with all haste. 

regarding your dreams, i've long since framed them and hung them by the window in the event you might care to recall them. 

with love 
mind 

--- 

Sweet thoughtful mind, 

I do appreciate the measures you have made to preserve the aspirations and goals I valued before love tore me to pieces. These dreams might fill the holes it caused, where no thread and needle can draw me fully back together. 

Perhaps along with these dreams I'll request a piece of you, Mind. A piece to etch into myself so such misgivings may never befall my tender, fragile being again.

Passionately yours, 
Heart 

--- 

heart, 

dreams looked on as lost do nothing for any but sadness. take care to see them as hope and to be indulgent with them-they're young and cannot know better. 

hope is the strongest bandage, although nothing may ever solve a puzzle with the pieces missing. 

i've sent you a small bit of myself, and as i don't know who i am, you might be able to mold it to fit one of the holes left by failed love. 

forever
mind. 

--- 

Sweet Mind, 

The eyes have spotted something recently that I never thought to warn them about.

It seems as though love at first sight has afflicted them, and every time they befall that dangerous man, I am set to pounding and fluttering. And the butterflies long dead in our stomach are alive once more; they flutter so high they tickle even me! 

I thought I might inform you in order to ascertain your position on the matter. After all, a heart can only be broken so many times before there are not enough pieces left to put back together. 

And what of my dreams? 

Quizzically yours, 
Heart 

--- 

dearest heart, 

keep your dreams near, don't let them go. they will serve well to ward off the pretend futures that new love brings. 

time heals all wounds, and if a heart is not to beat for love, then what is its purpose at all? the butterflies are free once more, and so should you be. i beg of you not to let the past's wrongs affect so precious a thing such as love. be young again once more heart, for without your young exuberance, i should fear that together we'll grow old. 

but don't worry my heart. i shall do enough of that for the both of us. 

caring always 
mind. 

