I Dance With my Eyes Closed

I dance with my eyes closed
yet I hear the pleas of those around me
begging for mercy 
for salvation, for goodness in the face of malice 
 
I dance with my eyes closed
and I waltz to the staccato melodies of the ignorance surrounding me
begging for entertainment
for blindness, for Panem et Circenses in the face of malice
 
I dance with my eyes closed
but I know that the only one who can open them is me
I open my eyes and there is nothing anymore
Ashes sing and a road of bones that leads to the truths I chose to ignore
 
Do I kiss the lips of carelessness?
Do I watch as it crescendos, from unheard retorts into lively, angry cries?
Do I stand in the face of malice, or, like a Fermata, do I allow it to go on for longer than it should?
 
I dance no longer, and I wish with my eyes open
I think back to all those blind steps I took
do I regret not opening them sooner?
Do I stand here, still
in shock?
