I have scars on my hands�from the people I've touched�my open face breathes shards of glass�while in my womb hides the sun�Tell my lover that the moon has pulled at my salted skin�and called me to the seas of lunacy.�I've cast my last spell on this landscape�Now I begin this turmoil anew.�None will notice the absence of my shadow here�I've drifted too close to oblivion�and cannot return�so I turn my blackened eyes�from the hated sun �and follow my old footsteps�into the frightening wood.�





