Friday the First

I sit here alone tonight

A blank page

Empty, without rage or passion

Hollow, Alone

Far away from a familiar home 

Which I’ve never known

Calmness, disappointment

Lonely again

People walk in and out of my life

No one stays 

They’re all too afraid

They know I’m complex

And never simple

A mind that wonders

Heart that strays

Empty yet full

You laugh and snicker 

Cuz I fell in love with an Internet kicker

But he fucked me over and over and over again

This is why I’m alone tonight

Live the life of a single trite

A girl alone with no familiar home

With a heart that loves to roam

Through unsuspecting souls

Lost lovers float

In a sea of unconscious melodies

In a heart that needs a kick-start

Alone again

With no familiar home

And a heart that can’t help but roam

So I sit here at the lotus cup

Writing and writing meaningless stuff

