





Bleeding
As I lay here in bed,

You’re all I can think about.

These thoughts filling my head,

Are dying to be let out.

So I rip my heart open

And let it bleed onto this page.

The drops of blood turn to words,

And form this aching verse

As the blood drips from my open heart

I wish that you could witness it.

And see the way that it bleeds for you 

And let the blood roll down your tongue,

And taste my lasting love for you.

If you were here I’d rip your heart out,

Hoping that it comes out bleeding.

Wishing that I could drink it all in,

And longing to taste your love.

As the blood is drained from my veins,

And I slowly start to die.

My organs fail and my body sags,

As I slowly wither away.

I need to drink in the blood.

I hope is dripping from your heart.

So I can fill me heart with blood,

And make the blood loss stop.

But if your heart is pumping healthy,

And the drops of blood are not falling.

Here I sit and breathe my last,

As the last drop of blood in my body,

Is spilled upon this crimson page.


