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Pride
I hope, I wish that you are proud of me.

I want to believe that I can feel your
Lingering smile burn happiness above

Into my forehead.  My eyes bleed

With this thought; my throat ceases to

Work.  Though my metal is valueless

In this mountain of gold, it is still mine and

Its covering is blood red; I did this:

For me, for him and Him, for you

And us.  I hope, I wish that you are

Proud of me.
