An anger

Deep, looming, intense, overwhelming, consuming,

burning

Look into my eyes, and you will see hate, ever

dwelling, 

A breach of trust, a crushed heart

The rage subsides in locked jaw, tense biceps

Scowls to crumble concrete, flowing living rage

Exhaust of the rage escapes the eyes, 

The fuel pumps in the heart, 

Lungs condense and inflate with heavy, murky, heated,

hated and passionate air

Thoughts of him do not subside, but grow, ooze and

expand in increased kinetic energy

Strong visions come to my head, visions of recoil from

hurt, revenge tastes in blood, 

Inside I yell long and hard for all my life, for every

pain and suffering,  everything that he has done. 

Inside I yell from the top of my lungs, I am living in

breathing hatred for him and for him alone, he is my

only hatred, because he is the thing that I fight in

every step of my life, he is everything he has raised

me not to be, every dishonest thing that he has said

in love, he has said it from the ground, the tongue

fell from his mouth long ago, now it speaks from the

dirt, the fires of damned hell, and all I can do is

yell

Yell

Yell

Tears of fury streaming, 

I can see hell

We stand on common ground

Common ground of peace breached

Trust lost

Broken

Lived but viciously slaughtered in front of its owner,

like a loyal seeing eye dog slaughtered, its neck

slit, its whole body mangled, tattered, crushed, all

the while crying in agony, yelps that cut the sound of

the murder, and all this done by the husband of a

blind woman who has suddenly regained vision.  Her

dog, her guiding life as she knew it

GONE!

Nothing brings it back, the memory is forever, the

memory of all her other memories being ripped from her

existence in a harsh realization that a doctor has

given her sight to see that her husband holds lies as

life.  He has lost Gods guidance.

And I wonder if there is any possibility that he could

ever see, because he is blind in a much different way.

 His eyes fall out, and lay with his tongue on the

ground, so that his body speaks without his essential

speaking organs, it’s just a body

So inside of me the anger is calm, but for that man,

it grows every time at the single thought of him, his

existence, his evil existence.

So if I concentrate on him, my mind takes the form of

rage.  Fires of my mind swell up, and inside, I am

living in the fire.  Body tense, legs slightly more

than shoulder width apart, knees slightly bent, back

straight and erect, sinew on the neck almost bursting,

as my entire torso moves up and down in as each fiery

breath is another burst of hatred that surges inside

my lungs and pumps blood of hatred all over my body. 

I sweat hatred in hot steaming droplets, streams,

rivers, my arms held tight away from my sides, palms

open, my fingers grasping and gripping, holding tight

in each palm a great surge of hatred, anger and fury,

and each is reflected in the eyes that focus only on

the thought of that man.  That man of destruction. 

Jaw clenched, teeth bared, and eyes of such

determinacy that an innocent must close them to stop

me, else the poor bystander be flung in single surge

of energy by the power, raw rage, raw anger, raw hurt,

pain and suffering all together,  the fire expands,

the breathing deeper, faster, the heart faster harder,

and in a slow motion, a breath is drawn and all the

pure air that once grace the air that all need, the

air that gives life, is drawn in all at once, slowly,

and then consumed, transformed, and spent, as it

passes the tongue, teeth, and lips in hot agonizing

anger

In once all consuming cry held for the body’s limit

The body relaxes, and realizes the energy spent

It collapses, and sleeps a deep slumber to be cared

for and attended to by God, and God alone

He has taken a knife to the soul and watched it bleed,

but God comes forth to heal

I sleep on, waiting for the wound to scar and create a

new soul, where truth survives

