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Part 1




 


"Delusion"
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Omens in times, future worlds.

Quaint realisms of doubt.

Bounded by glory,deadened sights,

Blinded by light in skies darkened

With pagen ritual, clouded

By emotions and sights of you.

 


 



 


Resembalances of clouds, puffy, driven

In solemn skies of violent acts.

Lightning shines in beauty, despair

Of which eye it is seen.

If a love consumes itself, it's not lost,

Merely gone of present;

To continue later in renewance.

Lightning slashes doorways, windows,
faces.
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Pages of tears, searing memories

Take me back, past the morn;

In moments, lifetimes of

Happiness, despair.

If I could love you, I would,

Within that moment, comets pass,

Beginning again.

Loving is a pleasure that

Surely comes with use.

 



 


Journeys of death
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Stirring words, worlds, mixture of life

Standing silently on the paths,

Noises scattering overhead.

A path in a path on a path

Has no direction and everyone,

If standing still, without motion

Is the same as going somewhere.

Where will I be when

Darkness claims this land.

Bursts of fire, dancing light

In the aura moon of morn,

Sleeping is endless, lonely

For he who knows not when

His journey is ended.

 



 


Confessions of doubt

 


Confessions lingered,calling upon
memories,

Dredged from the past, present, now.

Pretense abounds, creating it's death,

Confusing issues with stylish grace.

Standing lonely in doorways, fearing,

Repulsed by thoughts that might not be.

 


Is it doubt about waht pertains or

Random terror from hidden within?

 


The soul cries out;

Astounded;

Raped,

Quiet in thoughts

That shatter, crush the will to survive.

 


If it be confession that motivates

Or merely lust of doubt,

Be what may to the questions in dawn.

 


Tomorrows gathered in crystal glass,

Yesterdays removed from my gaze;

To linger, quiet, remorseful.

Shielding eyes from quaint realisms

Of doubt.

In the quiet hours,

Insomniac ridden dawn.
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