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01. Solace in Shadows

	In quiet corners, where shadows cling,

	Heart's soft voice whispers, secrets sings.

	Bend your ear, close off the din,

	Let the stillness speak within.

	 

	When last did you truly meet yourself?

	A date lost in a dusty shelf.

	Where laughter, like rain, through teardrops ran,

	That silent storm will find its span.

	 

	Days, like faded ink, on pages lie,

	A scattered history you pass by.

	Listen, lover, let your spirit speak,

	In the hush, where wisdom's echoes leak.

	 

	Though lips may stay unmoving, still,

	Conscience whispers, clear and chill.

	Why the rage that burned so bright?

	The echoes linger in the night.

	 

	"Who are we," you ask, "who were we then?"

	Questions dance, like autumn wind.

	What paths we chose, what choices made,

	The tapestry of self unfrayed.

	 

	We raise the banner, take the field,

	This war between us, now revealed.

	First strike or counter, blow for blow,

	Shields will shatter, shadows grow.

	 

	No mercy given, no retreat held,

	A clash of thunder, stories spelled.

	Victors, vanquished, one and same,

	Defeat unites, fuels the flame.

	 

	So listen, lover, in the hush,

	Where truths ignite, where embers brush.

	Let your heart unfold its tale,

	In solace, where shadows pale. 

	[image: pexels-lisa-fotios-2035214]

	
02. Leave Me 

	 

	The well of answers runs dry, my friend,

	No echoes left for queries to ascend.

	My heart, a tapestry of woven pain,

	Reveal its threads and what will you gain?

	 

	In sun-bleached rooms, the past takes dusty form,

	Half-burnt whispers in letters, a love's cruel storm.

	Petals of memory, like rose leaves caught,

	Madly cling to pages, where joy once fought.

	 

	Down cobbled lanes, where shadows lengthen deep,

	Four tales we spun, where promises could sleep.

	The address blurred, a fading, haunted rhyme,

	Ten echoes whispered, ten ghosts of lost time.

	 

	A phantom ache, a whisper in the night,

	Of paths untrodden, bathed in what-if light.

	Two hands entwined, a family's embrace,

	A dream denied, etched on a tear-stained face.

	 

	Her laughter rings, a hollow, echoing bell,

	Love spurned, a wound no laughter can dispel.

	My foolish heart, a furnace ever bright,

	Where love's embers glow, refusing to take flight.

	 

	So let the past lie fallow, friend, unfurled,

	No answers bloom in this barren, broken world.

	My weary lips whisper a silent plea,

	Leave me to the solace of forget-me-not's sea.
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03. Your absence

	Your absence echoes even within my own soul,

	Aching like a wound refusing to close.

	Love's sorrow claws, leaving me adrift,

	And meeting again holds all the balm I've missed.

	 

	My heart, a child lost in your absence, cries,

	Yearning for solace like a bird for skies.

	It craves your presence, blind to reason's pleas,

	But how can it find you when your path unseen?

	 

	Valleys whisper warnings, "Shun the raven's hue,"

	But our love bloomed before their whispers blew.

	What use to speak of flames that brightly burn,

	When only ashes on the altar turn?

	 

	Faith whispers promise, a sanctuary's call,

	To kneel before the one who knows it all.

	In silent tears, our story shall unfold,

	A prayer etched in absence, more precious than gold.

	 

	If truth resides in every beat my heart,

	Let heaven mend the chasm your absence starts.

	Hand in hand, my soulmate, we'll face the dawn,

	And weave our love's tapestry, until all is known.
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