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Dedicated to all the miserable souls who wonder if I’m


writing about their cruelties.


I truly am.




Foreword


Poetry isn’t born with the intention of one specific meaning, it


rather gets it through being interpreted.


It is a form of storytelling, that gives readers a chance to put


their own thoughts and feelings into it.


Just like music, but the beat is your own pace while reading.


Please feel free to give my work a meaning.




I. IMMORTAL’S DEATH


From the ashes the eagle spreads his wings.


The very last riddle to be solved,


the riddle of the sphinx.


Mists of centuries, it had evolved.


Mysterious creature bathing in darkness,


while the cage was filled with a guiding light.


Out of the cage there sparkles,


the riddles solving knight.


Teardrops of ice on his arm.


The sphinx reared up in front of him.


Reared up and growled »He will do harm,


he who is the king.


Has never been born,


and will never die.


Tell me without your words being torn,


who is he? I don’t accept a lie.«


But the knight didn’t fear the threat.


He was there to die, not to pass the test.


Shouted the words, shook his head,


and put his hand up to his chest.


»Surrender will have us released.


Yes, I believe the flowers will bloom,


the man you’re looking for, is the sun in the east,


the grave has been built, who’s to be entombed?«




II. THE DROUGHT


River, river wild and blue,


I’ll be the only one for you.


Take me to your stormy grave,


past the ruins of your shapeless wave.


River, river cruel and cold,


you took away my golden blood,


my strength, my warmth, my soul.


Made me yours in eternity, we are whole.


Oh River, river softened stones,


share with me your silver throne.


There will never be more sorrow,


than when I’ll just be drowning, tomorrow.


River, river take my bones,


wash my sins to make me yours.


Lost my love inside your arms,


please, let me be within your charms.


Lovely River, River dead heartbeat,


murdered quick the peaceful fleet.


Stole the radiance of my daydream,


desperately trying to warm your cold bloodstream.


Yet River, river, wild and blue,
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