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A

Weird sense of irony, sitting here now,

Started out here see, happy memories.A

Wilting now, slowly they drift away, alone; A

Sitting on the edge of a bed, wer e she lay,

Saddened by the memories of times gone by.

Although my growth has been long and hard, | am living; A

| told my inner self to stop grieving, it listened

| asked onethingto bedonein return,

Help meregain my happiness, by sending some out. A
Winter descends on usall, colder now, inspired,
Childrend€™s laughter helps as Christmaslooms,

M emories of forbidden moments, creating voids; A

Imagery of shallow demises, bellowing fondness,
Showing me how | begun the age old jour ney.
Freeing my spirit to be at onewith my soul; A

A Happier now, even for writing thistale,
Rhymed code, asif to throw the scent off;

Onlookers and readers alike knowing me,
Reading me,

Passing judgements of me,

Telling friends of me,

Wildly assuming about me,

Alive and in hope alongside me,

Craving more and more creativity,
Bleeding linesfrom their soulsjust like me,
Telling their talesunder no security,
Frowned upon, by their own insecurities. A
Needlessto say, Questioning their own insanity,
Freely,

Concisdly,

Precisely,

Examining their prosperity, endlessly.




Searching for truthsnot told of me;

Passing time by sitting reading me.

Rhythms of life unfold and passions consume me,
For | am me, me alone, Aloneisme. A
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