Solitude

My heart cries out,

For it has been forsaken.

Grasping at the strings

As the explosion sends,

The pieces to the four corners.

My soul departs my body.

I watch as it kneels,

And waters the ground,

With it’s tears.

All around it spring up,

Fragrant and beautiful flowers,

Sprouted from it’s sorrow.

They are the last trace,

Of the hope it once held.

Just as quickly,

They wither and die.

As does my spirit,

Fading before my eyes.

No thoughts fill my mind,

For it too has ceased to function.

The holy trinity of my being,

Each destroyed,

Gone their own way.

At the brink of completion,

Rejection sent them returning,

To the solitude of their darkness.

My mind could not comprehend,

My heart thrown to the wind,

My spirit wept.

Now I am back,

In Darkness and Dreams.
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