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                        In the darkest corners of my mind
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

  


    

      
In
the darkest corners of my mind,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  Where
  shadows dance and secrets hide,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  I
  delve into the depths of despair,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  In
  search of solace, but find only snare.
    
  




  
  


  



  

  
  
      
  The
  night unfolds its ebony wings,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  As
  melancholy melodies the darkness sings,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  symphony of sorrow, a mournful tune,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  An
  elegy for a soul lost too soon.
    
  




  
  


  



  

  
  
      
  In
  this labyrinth of twisted thoughts,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  Where
  pain resides and hope is naught,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  I
  navigate the corridors of my soul,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  Haunted
  by memories that take their toll.
    
  




  
  


  



  

  
  
      
  The
  ink spills like blood upon the page,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  Words
  become daggers, my heart the stage,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  I
  bleed emotions, a crimson cascade,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  Aching
  wounds that will never fade.
    
  




  
  


  



  

  
  
      
  The
  moon weeps silver tears above,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  witness to this tragic love,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  love that consumes, a love that kills,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  love that suffocates, a love that chills.
    
  




  
  


  



  

  
  
      
  In
  the mirror's reflection, a hollow face,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  Eyes
  devoid of light, a vacant space,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  fragile vessel, cracked and worn,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  fragile mind, shattered and torn.
    
  




  
  


  



  

  
  
      
  Oh,
  darkness, my constant companion,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  Embrace
  me in your arms, the abyss I summon,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  For
  in this realm of shadows and pain,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  I
  find solace, and I am whole again.
    
  




  
  


  



  

  
  
      
  But
  in the depths, a flicker of light,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  glimmer of hope, a fleeting respite,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  For
  even in darkness, there lies a spark,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  chance to heal, a chance to embark.
    
  




  
  


  



  

  
  
      
  So
  I write these verses, these words of woe,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  To
  purge my demons, to let them go,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  In
  the darkness, I find my voice,
    
  



  

  
  
      
  A
  poet's soul, forever my choice.
    
  



  

    

      


    
  


 



                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        ​In realms of shadow, where despair is born
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    

  


    
In realms of shadow, where despair is
born,
  



  

    

      
I dwell, a captive to my thoughts
forlorn.
    
  



  

    

      
A voiceless scream echoes deep within,
    
  



  

    

      
A labyrinth of anguish, where I've
been.
    
  



  




  

    

      
The moon, a shard of silver, cuts the
sky,
    
  



  

    

      
As darkness creeps, a lover drawing
nigh.
    
  



  

    

      
My heart, a shattered vessel, bleeds in
verse,
    
  



  

    

      
In ink-stained tears, my soul's eternal
curse.
    
  



  




  

    

      
Through cobwebbed dreams, I chase elusive
light,
    
  



  

    

      
But find no solace in the starless
night.
    
  



  

    

      
In desolation's grip, I slowly fade,
    
  



  

    

      
Like whispers lost in winds of endless
shade.
    
  



  




  

    

      
Within these words, my demons find
release,
    
  



  

    

      
Their gnarled claws, my torment, never
cease.
    
  



  

    

      
Oh, wretched soul, caught in this web of
gloom,
    
  



  

    

      
I yearn for peace, an end to this dire
tomb.
    
  



  




  

    

      
A dance with shadows, a symphony of
pain,
    
  



  

    

      
Each line I write, a thread to keep me
sane.
    
  



  

    

      
Yet in this darkness, a glimmer still
remains,
    
  



  

    

      
A fragile hope, a candle's feeble
flames.
    
  



  




  

    

      
But as I tread the path that Plath has
known,
    
  



  

    

      
I fear my voice shall echo hers alone.
    
  



  

    

      
For in her depths, her darkness forged a
name,
    
  



  

    

      
A legacy of sorrow, eternal fame.
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