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Last Breath

Every last breath I take is every last whisper I say.
Trapped in my own little world of despair.

Feeling the warmth in my body starting to fade.
My body starts to shiver.

Every bone in my body aches.

I lie in my bed untouched and motionless.

Steady and weak.

I inhale my last breath and say my final words to the one I love.
'I love you and good bye my love.'

My heart stops pounding.

My brain stops functioning.

My pulse has no beat.

My last breath is now gone.
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Lonely Girl

Do you see that girl over there?

She sits at that corner with despair.

She cries and cries day and night.

Do you see that girl over there?

She can see the light.

Those wounds in her life keeps all the secrets.
Do you see that girl over there?

She hides from the world.

Her clothes are dark to hide her body.

Do you see that girl over there?

She was the most beautiful girl you've ever seen.
Do you know that girl?

She's that one lonely girl.
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My Light

Surrounded by darkness,

I rise from the ashes.

Awaken by your sweet voice.

Opening my eyes into a hew beginning.
Hearing what once was my own voice.
Feeling your warm touch.

Seeing the very shape of your face.
Kissing your soft lips.

Tugging on tight into reality,

But the chains of reality has been broken.
Slipping away into a world of imagination,
Caught by The arms of my prince.
Starring into the eyes of a dreamer,
Realizing he is mine forever.

What once was a life full of darkness,
Became brighter as you stepped through the front door.
Pain became my suffering.

And darkness over took me.

But you stitched up my scars,

And you brought the sun to rise.
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On The Spot

I will love you till time ends.

I will trust you like we are best friends.
Nothing you can do or say will make me leave.
I know this isn't a fairy tale, just make believe.
Do I put you under pressure?

How does your life measure?

You know I'll wait for you every day.

My heart will hurt if you can't stay.

Looking forward to be face-to-face.

I will do ANYTHING to bend time and space.
All T want is you next me.

I can't let you go and set you free.

Do I put you on the spot just like that?

I'm not your dog that you can just pat.

I see that you're on the spot.

I won't chase that rainbow and see that imaginary pot.
I'll sit around and wait for my luck.

All T know is that my heart won't duck.

My heart will put you on the spot.

Take me or leave me!

But you will never be!

You're on the spot!

Well good luck hunny! I'm on the DOT!
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Skin Deep

My pain and sorrow lurks deep in my skin.

I try to hide it, but the pain thickens every day.
My eyes show full of guilt and sin.

I kneel down beside my bed and pray.
Thinking about tomorrow and what God has prepared for me.
The things I can do are fearful.

Why can’t people just let me be?

Every day, for me, is tearful.

My pain starts at skin deep.

My hand starts to shake.

Tingles start to creep.

Whatever happens, things will break.

Skin deep is all I have to say.

Good night and good day.
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Spirit Free

Sitting on the dark corner, wondering if I'm a loner.
Watching my reflection through a mirror, the reflection of terror.
Deep wounds in my skin tingles.

My body shingles.

A single tear runs down my cheek.

Saying to myself, 'I'm a freak! '

Wondering what would happen if I disappear.
Having this great fear.

Trapped in my own reflection.

What will be my next selection?

I can't hold this spirit anymore.

It needs to be free and soar.

I watch my reflection through that knife.

That was the last glimpse of my life.

Blood gushing out of me.

I let my spirit be free.
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The Vines Of Love

Two spirits lost before the world.

No direction to where it may be lead.
Two souls find two bodies to claim.

But love was not to be found.
Searching the world for soul-less bodies.
But no bodies were found to be loved.
A man and woman meets.

But no words was there to speak.

Both stand face to face.

Two souls have found their pace.

A home for the souls were given upon.
But few were still a lone.

Like leaves on vines, these souls blown.
Still no bodies were to be found.

All alone, these souls are lost.

As the heart beats, they hear a sound.
They wish to follow, but at what cost?
The Vines of Love wraps around.

Two souls connected as one.

Two hearts are intertwined.
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None can break this love.

The Vines of Love are forever.

Two souls meet in between.

Two souls are forever.

Love is eternity.
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Time Is Love

They say time slows down when it comes to love.
They say reach high up above.

Every time I talk to you,

I know the world stops.

My heart completely drops.

I wonder, now and then, how I have you in my life.
Through all the pain through all the strife,

You are my day and my moonlight night,

When I'm with you the world stops turning,

My heart stops yearning and everything's alright.
I think of you every single minute.

Holding my mouth to be mute.

I can't do anything, but love you.

I know we both have fate.

Every night the stars and moon lines,

And when I look at your eyes, it shines.

My heart will always beat because of how you are so sweet.

My whole world has a whole nhew meaning.
My soul was at its cleaning.

Putting a smile on your face,

I just know time isn't at its pace.
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Uncontrollable

You can tell me what to do or where to go.
But I won't follow.

You can put me in a leash.

But ill be a dog and break free.

I might be a person who people can control and trample upon.

But now I'm an individual with a mind of destruction.

You can try to use me.

But what you will get is a bitch!

I can listen to what you say.

But I won't do what you ask.

That puppet on the strings in the past is no longer present.
She has grown into a human being.

I'm the master of destruction.

So you better watch where you're stepping.

I'll be near by watching.
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