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Inexorable











I just give up.
Just give up.

Give.

Up.

Can take it no more; should I have to suffer these pains

When I could blank them out and change my perspective?

No-one should travel through this ever darkening tunnel

Of passages into unknown - because untried - territories.

Excuses glide gracefully, smashing into . . .

Into what, exactly?  All is lost, all is gone,

All hopes wasted in an all-terrain jungle of hazards,

Altercations appearing everywhere, yet no fights anywhere.

Hammers raise pride to the ground exposing foundations:

Foundations inexorably shielded by emotions:

Emotions inevitably unsound yet flawlessly complete:
Complete by others, complemented by compliments.

Is there any point?

Any point at all?

At all?

No.

