Third Time’s the Charm

By Briana Ambrosic

The tears run down as I’ve said before

And I know I can’t take it any more

As blood runs down once again

My final attempts will come to an end.

I’m sick of trying, ready to succeed,

To stop watching a tortured soul bleed

From lack of love, trust, and glory,

But find itself in a repetitious story.

My soul will soar for just a moment in time

And then crashes down with loss of the divine.

I’m torn up inside, but no one knows 

For when I’m around them my smile glows.

I hide it away so none can tell

That I’m locked away in an empty cell.

My third try was my final charm

So now my soul is at last free of harm.
