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Morose Silents
Complete this verse, they say to me;

And I complete, with thought for thee.

Lyricise your voice, whisper I to wooden door,

As he agreed and forgot flowing shore.

My voice I range, I cry and yawp;

Your tones do hail, wail, transport;

And, at then, did the heavens open.

And, at then, did dusk settle down.

And, at then, did the words of humanity flit 
And flutter and float to fill empty mouths of 

Morose silents.  

Contort the sun, my friend doth scream,

And I, confused, am lost between;

His blinded sight stares beyond what’s

Mine, and blinks the blood we once forgot.
And, right then, did the clouds disperse.

And, just then, did I free verse.

For it was, at then, that I did once more see

Your tears, their heart; what I’m doing to thee.

Sunset has left, its darkness a friend;

Whilst ‘tis not night whom I contend

With, I walk alone, concern my health,

For ‘twas this night I killed myself.

