Rebuke

Stabbed to the core of my naked heart

With a force unseen, yet a gash it makes,

Your unearned displeasure of my written art

Pierces translucent skin to my root that breaks.

Oh, must I go on the next sunrise!

Bringing bitter taste my buds rebuff,

Seeking compliment for a work so wise

I expected your praise my reward as such.

But lo, no wisdom for your enlightenment

Seeking banal over that brighter light,

So to other souls craving enrichment

Leaving your mind to the black of night.
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