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The moment that I fall
The moment that I shake
The single moment that they use
To take, and take, and take.
The moment that I bleed
Sorrowful memories
The moment that I stop
The moment I don’t see
The moment when demons rip free
I look one last and final time
I breathe through death and grime
And then I see
What they don’t see
I see their memories.
The ancient beings
That cursed and shattered me 
hose vile creatures
That have hunted us for centuries
Now stand before me
As my team pleads
For death to come and to go
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Can you tell
that I haven’t slept all too well
That I have been drowning inside a well
I fall through darkness but see no light
I wait for the blood-
That is if I survive
I fall and fall and nearly drop dead
Because if I wait anymore-
My hands start to shake
For it is very possible that
My worry is no longer fake
It is possible
That jumping inside a well
Was a fatal mistake 
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Blood and death and gore and grime
All remnants of a legal crime
One people thought would bring them pride
So little did they know

It is a mantra that they chant
They wish and pray and hope and stand
For something that they think
Their will alone can grant

A calm beach with no storms
And warm white, peaceful sand on shore
They think their actions alone can atone
For mistakes of people more “grand”

They do not know that this dream of peace
Will be the last of what they ever see

So they close their eyes
Willingly,
Thinking that still, they will dream
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Trees that sit upon grass that is hay
Think they know and have met and seen true dismay
But disappointment is not something they can trust
Because they have never seen grass that is green
Not grey
They believe that what is there to supply them
Is a pile of hay
The trees that sit upon grassy hills though,
Long for flowers that are not frail
They do not know of the trees
That have never seen florals
And think grass is pale
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GONE
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The atmosphere may change a little

The air may colden or dampen or turn strong leaves brittle

The sky may darken and clouds may rumble

But time will not help you stay out of trouble

And whatever you stumbled over in the past

Will still be sitting on your circular path

Unless you try to break free and exit the loop

But how will you exit when you’re still stuck

And won’t stoop, to the level of those who break down that path 

And forge their own,

Or those who dare tread on glass
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Bitter people
Have bitter lips
They speak to other bitters
Chewing squashed cigar sticks
They speak of what they think is right, with rotting brown teeth
And with a nose turned up high, towards what they think may be light
And stare down at people who they think walk beneath,
But really everyone is on the same level
We are people and people aren’t really too different
No matter if you’re bitter or kind or sweet
Everyone’s mind is different but we are of the same kind.
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Drown in self-pity, and take a swig
Then again and another and drink like a pig
Don’t change just dwell on the past when you weren’t right 
If you were never right then why would you change now?
Just drink and swallow and don’t laugh and keep drowning 
Eventually you’ll black out and wake up or swim up
And come out of your pit of self-pity
But by then it might be too late.
What a pity.






















