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Where are you sensibility,
Where are you freedom?
What bells doth ring
In the fall eve’s rain?

Pain brings me your beautiful
Inspiration, bring me to bear.
Allow my soul to sing,
My pen shall keep me sane.

In these dark passageways,
these avenues of ruin,
streetlights host rainfall
clouds beckon doom.

This macabre tune for a jester’s dance,
Their many masks restrain truth.
They jump and spin, laugh and cry.
They jump and spin,
and laugh…
and cry…

Hallowed chambers, concrete squares
consecrated with blood and tears.
These silent screams overflow
as souls beg to know,
to what end, what purpose
doth we go? | CL
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