The IDEAL?

The thoughts in my head are none, yet remain the same, and indifferent.

Are my thoughts silent? 

Or are they conforming with the calmness of my mind? Always persistent and eager.

Worlds I HAVE MADE from my own product of bubbles. 

This is a part of me-of my own very flesh. 

How I hate this sentimentality. 

This isn’t about me, this is an extension of my being, it can’t be helped.

 I suffer from the noise that has been blared towards my openings. I am tired.

 Weary from the battles of and within self that I contemplate on talking or thinking about.
Why is this such a simplistic struggle, yet complicated? As if a virus had infected my open wound, but there is no cure or medicine to treat it-this.

This is my description. My very own personalized hell. 

I can only wait until the time comes where everything dies around me.

This void desires more-desires more. Never give yourself more than you can admire.

My Future is real. There is no better joy than knowing your future is sealed.

I cannot touch it, feel it-or even see it. 

Foolishness is harvested from the works and craftiness of man.

I crave wisdom. To know and to receive-to not be left behind.

My undying curse will live on even beyond the grave.

The curse-my curse to have to witness a society unfaithful to one another for many years to come. It gets tiring eventually, right?

This pain, this relentless agony-this unquenchable sorrow that produced the same tears it digests and vomits out.

Fulfillment is always near and right around the corner in plain sight, but it flees away from me.

Scoffing and sneering at me every chance it gets. This is unoriginal and uninspiring.

I hate the passing of life as the hypocrite I am who had found it in himself to provoke and release the same hatred-the same buckets of sorrow I have bathed myself with.

If this is the bearing-the inheritance of my curse, what good is it to see the end of it? What shall I relish that makes it so different? 

I AM AS OF THE LIKENESS OF THE FOOLISH.
