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I know little to nothing

Of truth and reality

I play their games

But lose the bets

In a world where nothing seems right

And feels so wrong

Upon the earth I feel chained

As if something is holding me back

Keeping me tethered to this unholy place

My mind screams.

I sit here now

A pen in my hand

Tears on my face

Tears on my face

I look to you for answers

And find not but one

I breathe in deeply

The sickening scent of illusion

I let the words flow

Despite my rage and hurt

They fall like rain

Telling a story

With windows plastered with dust

The sun beginning to set

Tuck away the paper

Tuck away everything

For they will come

And all will be lost.

Go on…

Stare through me

You know something’s wrong

So I give you

The benefit of the doubt

As more words spill

Like lovely blood

Oozing for the vampire’s gee

These insane letters

I blame myself

Leave me be

To let them fly

And watch them die.

