Little world

Lost in myself, my safe world.

I close my eyes, the doors to my soul.

No one enters, no one leaves.

The world around me forces a need for solitude.

I run from my past.

I dodge my future.

The present remains unknown.

It is so much better here.

In my own little world.

No hurt, no pain.

Just a faithful blue sky.

A room of wonders.

I could get lost here.

I am lost here.

I am happy here.

My own little world where all is good.

People love me, and I love myself.

I am perfect here. Never hurt a soul.

Yet…..I feel an urge.

Something pulls at me

NO! I don’t want to go back.

Faint slits of light beckon.

The world, real world.

The world of danger and hurt

The world of experience and loss

The world I hide from

Reality versus fantasy

I must face it.

3 souls demand it.

The world of light

Where we still discover hope

Yes, it hurts. Hurts so good.

