Sirsai

My shattered illusions,

My world of miscreants,

My frosted portion of frozen tundra,

It is my own isolation.

Drifting like the endless sea,

An ever wavering phantasm.

I struggle to grab hold of it,

Yet it eludes me every time.

An assisting hand is offered,

I refuse to receive it.

Like a mirage it wanders my sight,

Not taking it into consideration.

Why should I believe that the world may not be so heartless

But only with trust will you gain friendship.

If faith is given,

How will I know you won’t deceive?

A different kind of innocence,

My burning flames of chaos.

The heart’s greatest desire,

Is of what? 

Let me live my life the way I want to live

My pitiful excuse for existence.

My never ending story,

It is my immortality.

