Life

To be loved,

Love is reading like the reading to the soul
when love dies the story dies

same as the soul

oh look there's a chair a nice cozy
chair sitting not alone over there
oh please oh please, please

don’t go that’s too for my little feet to go
she vanishes
sadness overcomes

the chair is silent the story is gone She has gone
in a faraway place where all people go when they
pass through the waters of heaven below

The hospital bed is made

She is no-where to be found

I cry and cry and then fall down

the thickness and quickness of the sickness

that spread to her liveliness

Made her fade

now she's gone

I’m on the floor making a wave of tears
when I hear a voice

from under the curtain

That is not too far from here

I cry and cry and then I stop

looking for a way

to stop this sadness from drumming
my heart deeper and deeper

I shader like a piece of uncleaned glass.



