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Lifeless
My mind rests half-awake; alone, it waits
For your return, amidst my empty heart.

My sense smells subtle changes in the air;

My toes freeze cold in time with your harsh breath.
Closing my eyes I see your face right here:

Right now, your hair shines golden in the moon.

But then, when you had left me standing still,
Your scalp burned harsh flames incessantly.

Listening for your tones tonight, my ears

Open in eager anticipation.

The anticipation never fulfilled,
For angels never explain themselves, no.

Half-dead, I stand.  Half-dead, you left.  Alfred

Would have told this story of me and you.

But why?  We still could live together and warm and

Free.  You, alone, must choose this for us, yes.

