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Everyone smiles

Everyone laughs

At me

They drive off

With trees of wealth in their grasp

I weep by myself

My doubts overtaking my soul

My heart aching

Please Goddess

Let it end

Tears stream down my cheeks

Laying upon the cold floor

Closing off my energy

Sweeping my selfish hate

Under the rug;

Yet it sits there

As I am clueless

To everything around me

My body trembles

My hate flies

Through broken windows

Argument after fight

You hurt what’s left of my pride

You bath in my sadness

In my tears

You cause me to shed

You place curses upon many

Causing more hate

Emitting from the rug 

