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Not all bones need to be gathered, Some are better left lay.
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An Undelivered Message

 

To my grave 

I shall walk 

With the message 

That I could never 

Tell him today. 

 

A heart heavy 

With unsaid hurt 

Will carry me 

Into my own 

Personal hell. 

 

 


Angel Wings

 

Atop the tree 

Staring at me 

Is a dark little 

Thing. 

 

Its wings are spread 

And its missing a head, 

I am wondering where 

That went. 

 


History

 

History is but the past 

haunting the future, 

but history is written by

those who stack the bones. 

 

The ghosts walk through 

the moments when 

the textbooks are written, 

telling us not to do 

what they have done. 

 


Plans 

 

Cast the bones, 

Read the lot... 

You are ready 

Know it or not. 

  

The future is sure 

A plan is made, 

The universe has

it all laid out. 

 

 


Pressure

 

Gravity weighs my soul 

Heavily from the outside, 

Social ideals I am expected to uphold 

Personal expectations of me, 

Add in the professional needs 

And I am struggling to stay upright. 

 

The need to remove the weight 

Constantly battling with the truth, 

The only weight carried 

Comes from inside my own mind. 

 


Prophecy

 

Tell them of what could be 

Give the gift of prophecy, 

See through the veil 

Not into eternity, 

But instead into 

What maybe. 

 

Even with closed eyes 

The visions are more 

Than the average 

Soul can bear. 

 


Red

 

Crimson, 

Dripping across the page. 

 

Does that color ever change? 

Art in a single shade. 

  

Drops so artful splayed, 

Was it planned that way? 
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