My once cool heart now burns with the fires of hate.

Consuming all of me, threatening to never abate.

Covering my eyes with a thick detestable haze.

What will become of me as I struggle through these days?

My once cool heart now beats for vengeance.

Longing for days of painful dominance.

Over those that brought me to these insurmountable heights.

What will become of me as I wander through the cold, dark nights?

My once cool heart now pumps blood through my veins,

To feed my body, and fuel my pains,

An eternal flame of putrid desire and enmity.

It threatens my life and has bargained with my sanity.

So long has it burnt that the days of a once cool heart,

Have slipped into oblivion and now form a meager part,

Of a once proud and gentle man,

Who has taken nearly all he can stand.

My once cool heart is a dreamers dream.

A child’s tale, folklore, or legend it would seem.

For my heart burns with an eternal flame.

To light the way for my infinite shame.

