Forlorning

Yesterday is gone,

Tomorrow isn’t here.

We live every day,

Secretly hiding our fear.

Today might be our last,

The one to stop our entity.

Yet, no person will admit,

We deny our mortality.

Fragile as a thought,

Rigid as the oak.

This is the curse of humanity,

It can never be broke.

Time is measured,

A way to keep track.

See how long you can last,

Before the light fades to black.
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