Beloved

I can’t imagine being so without hope

all crime

all sadness

murder

are all that’s left when hope is gone

the darkest of places is bearable

if there is but a flicker of light

a tiny recognition that things

cannot remain the same

and all must change

insanity 

there’s no way out

there’s no way in

only this horrible present

I cannot accept

 I strike out in action

horrific passion

against the hopeless heart that holds me

binding me to this wretched place

a hopeless mind

from which there seems no escape

from pain

and death would be salvation

a dot of hope is all the heart needs

to rise above the gravest hell

to stare at the insurmountable

hovering above 

and gaze up with wonder

that you can relax at the foot of the mountain

and not dread the present

or the hill

Beloved

