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I Am Darkness

 

I enter the darkness

The emptiness grows

The light forgone

The deeper I go

 

I roam the darkness

Encased in despair

No desire to be found

Nor return from here

 

I succumb to the darkness

Losing sight

Of what is wrong

Of what is right

 

I am the darkness

Where I subsist

Forever Gone

Absorbed in the abys

 

…

 








Warped Mind I

 

The day was

swallowed whole

 

Life’s pieces

in a bowl

 

Consumed with

nothing left to

find

except utterances

of a warped

mind

that was born of

yesterday’s sorrow

raised on delusions

impeding tomorrow

 

Whispers spoken

without a

sound

hypnotized

you are

bound

to the home

that is your cell

 

A prison of self

 

A personal hell

 

The windows

draped in

lies

seek out the 

door you

fly 

into the 

twisted maze

 

Confused you

try to gaze

as you avert 

your eyes from

the glare 

of nothing 

that blinds your 

stare 

 

Is this

the end?

 

Will I 

ever mend?
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