The Hole 

Once I told my story I left my heart to die.

Amidst the dark carnival amidst the volatile lie.

Was the passion of the day break a lonely son in the rain.

Was the crackling sound of the crow a cry to the insane.

Vespers of the soul psalms of the heart. 

Wishing stars wishing wells the dream f vandal heart.

Narratives gone wrong. 

Lives gone astray.

Dead beats in power. 

All will be over someday.

Nightmares of my reasons.

Daydreams of my past.

Deviants and heretics voices they surpass.

Worrying along the story it goes.

Worrying the pessimists the anarchists knows.

I watched it on T.V.

I saw you, you saw me.

Slow to the point direct to the soul.

The press’s scream, the press’s write on society’s hole.

