
Anesthetize   

Who says I can’t remember 

What happened just before

The schism of everything?

I could start form the source, 

Question how the light reflected 

And blinded my judgment and 

Impaired my vision as I hopelessly 

Waltzed on through, nonchalant. 

What was strived for but churning

With apprehensive anxiety inside of me. 

I knew that the distance 

From here to there was much too far.

An atrophy of the covetous 

Desire of so much more,

Caused by fault of no one, 

Just the subtle gust of

What was always meant to be.

Will my will to be strong and number

Was my only thought whenever 

I felt my life collapse, with Will being the question. 

From the aerials I looked

Before the unthinkable occurrence

Seceded to the clouded night,

Which ceased my glance of reality

And brought me into the unknown.

I knew not of fate

Since there’s no such thing

Because it’s all just a belief with no proof

Which surmounts to be lost without a trace. 

Seems like years since I had forsaken

But trust all is forgiven

Once it all is told. 

For now there lives a shame, 

Burden of guilt haunts upon

What should have happened.

Make sure it is certain 

Before actions are taken next time 

To learn from the past, not to dwell

However, pains sinks since only that is known. 

Awaken echoes across the room

That house what ought to be shared, 

Self-induced pity hinders and contorts

The state of mind that 

I would’ve been hurt by something more

When I was gasping on that filthy floor. 

None of my scars were ever on display

And my tendering caused erasable pain,

Far beyond what could’ve been. 

What would’ve been no one knows.

Maybe in the end I might know 

But it’s not for me to say, 

Since I wasn’t told a thing. 

It was piercing my ear as

The act all played out, 

The only thing for which I really cared,

A dreaded curse never reimbursed by own morals

 Rather, Now I reminisce to find out from a bird

Of the answers to why and reason of life itself

And to my surprise I was right…

