“Disease”
Tonight is a sad, tragic night. Tonight there are no stars, no moonlight to glimmer off my tears. This love which is my strength, my divine power, has broken my soul and ripped fresh scars upon my heart. It has driven me to the fire, pressing hard against the terrors which lie prowling in my shadow. I have grown twisted and addicted to those fiery eyes, those crystal tears of joy forever dried into my shirt. Your sweet honey has seized me in a steel grasp, unbroken and unchallenged in its supreme power, a grasp from which I fear escape. There is no freedom I seek from this hold, only a paralyzing surrender. You are that paralyzing surrender. For so long I’ve sought this poison you’ve given me, this toxic affection that’s bled me dry of all vigor and all passion for anything outside your eyes. In you I found that pain I daily crave, that torment which tears away at me outside your arms. I can’t live without you, so what am I supposed to do about it? I can’t press on without this affliction you’ve given me; there is nothing without you. I know I’m sick, and I know the world can see it. They warn me to keep my distance, to run, to hide from this love you’ve etched on my soul. But this I cannot do. I want this pestilence to swallow me whole, I want this plague to devour the tatters of my persona, I want this disease. You are my disease.
