Beyond 


This is more of a long poem rather than a short story, but anyways, here it is...

Over the fields of golden corn,
Onward over the lush, rolling hills,
Further then the repugnant grime of the swamp,
Beyond the meadows where the gazelles and unicorns graze,
Past the babbling brook where the fairies play
And the icicles cascade into roaring cataracts,
There is a castle, where the crisp winter air gently glides by.
The gnats below play songs in minor,
And the delicate willow tree shivers in the frigid air.
Up the ivy wall to the terrace, you are there,
Balancing on the balls of your feet,
Peering over the balcony's rails of ivory.
The crystal stars reflect light off of your lily-white skin.
Your rosy cheeks glow under the beams of the moon.
Your emerald eyes twinkle with delight.
The hem on your ungarnished lace camisole gown slowly begins to fray,
And your woolen shawl is loosely draped about your shoulders.
Wisps of your hair play about your brittle frame.
The ivy vines rise up, and begin to entwine around your torso.
They lift you up into the night air, and penetrate your being and vanity.
They entrap you, and reveal the cancer of your soul.
The mosquitoes nip at your heels.
I watch you from behind the red velvet curtains,
Draped on the golden rods of the canopy.
I relish in the smell of the fresh linen sheets,
And I lay back, creating an everflowing amount of ripples.
I rush for the corridor, scurrying across the marble floor.
The mounted candles on the wall cause
The shadows to flicker across the ceiling,
And they play across my mind.
The moths are lured into the devouring flame.
Lies and deception float about the passages.
I dash past the golden statuettes and busts;
Their eyes follow my every movement.
I chase the complex system of hallways,
But each direction leads to a dead end.
I fear the cry of the banshee,
And I begin to spiral downward.
Everything inanimate drifts by me.
The relics float by my eyes,
And the sweet fragrance of the pansies turn sour and rancid.
The stale stench pries at me, gauging my heart with its bluntness.
My eyes flutter shut, and I become weary and drowsy.
I picture you skipping towards me,
Your chocolate brown locks bounce up and down.
Your feet swiftly sweep across the floor,
And I embrace you.
Your heartbeat is as regular as the ticking of a clock,
And I share my bouquet of words with you.
I once again scour for that specific sliver of you, 
The remembrance of that eve.
My mind is now parched from the yearning to hold you once more.
I want once again to be entangled in your love.
The kind that had made me lame from all of life. 

