Short Scribbles

Days End
Setting here
My room a sanctuary
from this confusing world
Breathe,
Must breathe it all away
Candles flicker
A gleam of hope for peaceful rest
Dust
Clean,
Clean,
Clean,
Why worry?
Eventually I will be the dust
Finally
I am seven,
I hate it when they fight
Momma yelling and crying 
so dramatically like it is the end of the world, she has always been that way
She throws an ashtray at Daddy
Thirteen years together
This "special day"
Forgotten again...
This is their last fight - Thank God
Prediction
He told me we would be together forever
We'd have our two children,
Name them Praise & Glory
Half of his prediction came true
Rain
Loved it when I was a child
Still do
I sleep like a baby in the showers of the twilight sky,
The cleansing drops refresh my soul
When i wake, I am renewed
Vain
Looks nice,
Stylish too, 
Knows designers,
Does happiness live in that vessel?
