The Nothing

There is a darkness within me

For years it has been hidden

Hidden too well it seems

Lost in a maze

Surrounded by a labyrinth

Wrapped in an enigma

But now it has come out

An evil like none before

The worst of all pains

The best of all suffering

Nothing is more pleasurable

Confusion has set in

Like the whip of the wind

Climbing up the back of your shirt

It wasn’t there one moment

And the next it sent a chill up my back

Capturing me completely, never letting go

Sense is made of nothing

Nothing is made of sense

To see is to be deceived

To hear is to be misdirected

Nothing has overcome everything

From the fires within my soul

Comes a burning of centuries of pain

All wrapped into one bundle

Waiting patiently, biding its time

The time is now…
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