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Passing my fingers

Over this texture

Changing horizons

At the sight of a cleft

These built for them

In tortured darkness

When cries and screams

Took over my nights

Bleeding over my eyes

Water rushes

Now wear a disguise

No one will notice

No concern

Of what has happened 

My return

Meant nothing to them

Empty and frail

Allowing the rejection

Conserving those words

Silent from their voices

Sensitive hearing

To the incoherent sounds

Conceiving a play

Of their declarations

Imagination persuading

The thoughts they hold

They spurt the lies

You speak the truth

They look at me

With ignorant eyes

My return

Meant nothing to them

Happiness reigns

Inside my eyes

Before they close

Out of exhaustion

Then flutter the thoughts

Emerging from myself

Unexplained resentment

The hate settles in

Conceiving which

I thought was true

A forgotten existence

Created by time

As I came back

They left me dying

My return

Meant nothing to them

