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Ballerina Girl
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I’ve become your pasty-faced doll.

Ballerina girl, I dance when you call.

A painted face to hide my youth,

pigtails and corset to bury the truth.

I dress up, dance, and play the martyr;

for a life I’ve come to barter.

Hide within museums of lies,

this paradox that holds my cries.

I’ve laid the plan, this is the night.

Commanding darkness, make this right.

Into the woods, the time is near,

here I’ll become your greatest fear.

With black tears streaming down my cheek,

I’ll play the role once more my sweet.

But on this night will be the last,

tables will turn to hide my past.

Watch with pride, your precious dancer.

Ax in hand, beg for an answer.

You’ve trapped me in this fantasy.

Your death will grant my sanity.

Blood on dress, young tattered rose.

Blackened heart, my hate exposed.

I’ve lived in silent captivity.

The dance of death has set me free.
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Forever in silence

you’ve become my glory.

I bask in the vision of your grace -

divinely pure,

motionless yet seductive;

eternal - our love.

Speechless I’ve become

still one word pushes forth

as I gaze at your carcass -

beautiful.
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Blessed Illusions
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Our love is alluring to those with blind eyes

cloaked in our facade, absorbed in our lies.

Only those beguiled come to these conclusions,
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