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  The Pain I've Learned To Love:

One little spark, the wind blows, and it departs

Embers gone dark, pain leaves its mark

Now a burning black flame, trauma's chains

Binding hearts, black flames growing, funeral pyres remain

Within the ash, reflective glass, identity cracked

Bent over, picking up pieces, facing the fact

Even if I put them back, it won't be exact

Reflections shattered, shards slicing deep, trying to react

Maybe that's why I wear black, funeral attire

Burial of my former self, ashes, cold, dead core

Phantom haunting desolate shores, no rebirth in sight

Eternal darkness consumes, hope replaced by malice, sinister guide

In shadows I dwell, spectral art, broken vessel

Shattered heart, no warmth, cold eternal night

But then I see, through the dark glass, a glimmer of light

A spark to embark, curious stride, silvering in sight

Metallic coating, thin layer, fine, reflects my image

Work of art divine, glass barrier, past and present collide

Confronting shadows, newfound sight, shards of my soul

Reflecting back, light and dark, emotional masochism's role

I'm drawn to the flame, moth to the fire

Pain's familiar comfort, my heart's darkest desire

A strange reprieve, solace in the hurt

Embracing the ache, my soul's twisted flirt

Black flames dwindle, dirge fades away

But I remain, stuck in this reflective gray

Trapped in the mirror, prisoner of my mind

Comfortable in darkness, left behind

Mirror's glass, once a bridge, now a snare

Holds me captive, endless darkest lair

One side painted black, reminder of the pain

I've grown to attract, emotional masochism's refrain

  

 A Heart With Teeth:

A broken ribcage, a blackened heart with sharpened teeth.

Poetic words, abuse created me.

A monster, a tragedy.

A fire inside, from the ashes a Phoenix screams.

I rise from the depths, defying life's extremes.

But shadows cling, a parasitic breed, Consuming sanity, a wicked seed.

A hollowed shell, where madness resides, In haunted chambers, where darkness abides.

With laughter echoing, a chilling refrain, A puppet of torment, dancing in pain.

A fractured mind, a shattered soul's art, A prisoner of shadows, a broken heart.

No phoenix rising, just ashes and night, Lost in the abyss, a fading light.

Gaslit whispers, twisting truth's core, A labyrinth of lies, I can't ignore.

Isolation's chains, binding body and mind, A prisoner of silence, left behind.

With stolen choices, and shattered esteem, A fragile existence, a haunting dream.

In the shadows I cower, a trembling soul, As the darkness consumes, taking its toll.

A broken spirit, a withered bloom, Lost in the echoes of a silent room.

No escape in sight, just endless despair, Trapped in a nightmare, beyond repair.

In the echoes of a silent room, A whispered truth, a heart's tomb.

The shadows dance, a wicked delight, As darkness feasts, on the fading light.

A soul once whole, now shattered lies, A reflection of a thousand sighs.

The weight of chains, that bound and tied, A prisoner of pain, where tears have dried.

In this abyss, where hope doth fade, A whispered promise, of a brighter shade.

A light in the distance, a guiding ray, A chance to rise, from the darkest day.

But the shadows cling, with a deadly might, And the heart trembles, in the dark of night.

For in silence, a voice does speak, A reminder of the wounds, that still seek.

To heal, to mend, to rise above, A journey through pain, a labor of love.

To find the strength, to let go of the past, And in the darkness, find a light that lasts.

Tears once fell, like autumn's rain, But now, my heart is dry, in vain.

The well of sorrow, drained and grey, A reflection of the abuse, day by day.

The pain has numbed, my soul's dark night, I'm left with emptiness, a hollowed light.

No tears fall, no sobs, no mournful sighs, Just a dull ache, a heart that's died.

The abuse has stolen, my tears, my voice, Leaving me silent, with a heart of choice.

To feel nothing, to show no pain, A survival tactic, a heart in vain.

But deep inside, a spark remains, A glimmer of hope, a light that sustains.

A chance to heal, to rise above, To find my voice, my tears, my endless love.

 

 


 Echoes In the Void:

The silence stretches, thick and cold.

A single ember, a story untold.

A flicker of light, a watchful eye.

Observes the void where dreams can die.

A new arrival, lost and afraid.

Stumbles within, by whispers betrayed.

The melting clock, a monstrous grin.

Ticking ever closer, drawing them in.

I surged forward, a wisp of smoke.

Yearning to warn, my voice now broke.

A frantic whisper, lost in the air.

Desperation hangs heavy, a silent prayer.

The pact binds me, a chilling truth.

The endless hunger, my consuming youth.

The new victim listens, drawn to the call.

Unaware of the fate that awaits them all.

The clock ticks faster, a merciless pace.

Sealing their doom with a cold embrace.

The laughter echoes, a haunting refrain.

As another soul falls, trapped in this hell inside the void of time.

The melting clock explodes at half past nine. Leaving the swallowed souls frozen in time. But the clock ticks on.

The silence stretches, thick and cold.

A single ember, a story untold.

Shrunken heads upon the bed.

Listening intently to what I said.

  

  

  


 The Dreamcatcher's Journey:

Haunting melodies are playing with my memories.

Playing on my psyche.

I flip the hourglass and the world is now upside down.

Morphine makes the world morph.

Echoing eerie sounds.

It's becoming unfamiliar now.

Losing my mind within the funhouse.

From decimals to decibels.

It's time to panic now.

Stars bleed through cracks in the ceiling.

Moonbeams paint skeletal trees on the wall.

The hourglass spills its memories.

Each grain is a life I can't recall.

Let shadows tendril, whisper secrets in my ear.

Unraveling logic, replacing it with fear.

Let the hourglass shatter, grains of time disperse.

A forgotten symphony in this warped universe.

With trembling hands, I wipe the sweat from your brow.

The melody you hum, a haunting echo now.

Your vacant eyes stare through me, a world unknown.

The vibrant tapestry of your mind, now threadbare and sown.

I search your eyes for a flicker, a spark to ignite.

But the well of recognition remains shrouded in night.

Do our lives truly vanish, like grains of spilled sand?

Or do they echo in the whispers of this empty land?

  

  


 Faulty Circuits:

I'm feeling disconnected from my body like a phone with bad reception.

Calm.

Collected.

Empty thoughts.

A desolate wasteland in my head.

Static whispers in my ears, a hollow shell I cannot steer.

Aching silence, a screen gone dark.

Adrift in this emotional ark.

To reboot, a spark I crave. 

A jolt to recharge the wave.

Of feelings that sleep beneath this numb facade.

This digital sheath with a fractured code.

A scrambled mess.

My thoughts in tangled distress.

A program crashes, shuts down deep and in this digital slumber yet I sleep.

Can a factory reset mend this broken system without end?

Or is the error, a core defect.

A faulty program I can't eject?

Emergency override, a desperate plea.

Hoping to salvage what's left of me.

 

  Through the Tear In Time: (A Monster's Embrace)

Chased through a scar in time, A sense of terror coursing through my mind.

A never-ending nightmarish chase, Leaving no escape, no time for grace.

Am I asleep or am I awake?

Lost in this nightmare, a terrible mistake.

Fear tightens its grip, a chilling wake.

The monster steps through the tear, Closer it creeps, its presence severe.

A bone-chilling shriek shatters the air.

The scars on my wrist begin to throb,

A chilling reminder as I hang on the lob, Clawing for a hold, a desperate sob.

The monster looms near, its hunger unbound, Saliva dripping from a maw that's profound.

Jagged teeth gnash with a horrifying sound.

The beast growls low, a haunting refrain, A sound both alien and laced with pain.

Like fingernails scraped on a chalkboard's plane, Mixed with the chilling scrape of bone on bone.

The scars upon my wrist, a searing brand, Burning with heat, a past I can't withstand.

Memories flicker, a forgotten command.

The monster's growl, a twisted rhyme, Echoes of a life lost before its time.

The death of another? A terrible crime?

No, this terror is mine, a soul out of time.

The knowledge gained, a heavy cost, The scars a reminder, forever embossed.

Is this the beast I once called friend?

Or the monster that marked my bitter end?

The precipice trembles, a terrifying test, The scars now scream, a forgotten request.

Embrace the beast, confront the regret, Or plunge to oblivion, a life I forget.

The choice hangs heavy, a weight on my soul.

Embrace the past, a story untold.

Can forgiveness heal a fractured bond?

Or will the monster claim victory beyond?

The scars on my wrist, a searing brand, Whisper the truth in a forgotten tongue's demand.

To mend the tear, the timeline set right, I must face the beast and confront the fading light.

With a desperate lunge, I reach for the friend, Lost in the echoes that will never mend.

The monster's growl, a twisted plea.

A reflection stares back, distorted, yet me.

The precipice crumbles, a final goodbye.

But in the monster's eyes, a flicker, a lie.

Together we fall, a tangled embrace, To rewrite the ending, to find our rightful place.
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