Lost
Lost the grasp on this thing called sanity.

An abyss of twisted empty pain.

Induced heartache otherwise known as tragedy.

Lost the right path to the hope of a passion with no deceit.

Why must it be a strenuous redemption?

Lost my guardian angel, was it given the wrong directions
to the higher plain?

Lost trust has no room on its list for love so in essence it’s lost me.
Lost blessings which leaves me facing a sadistic incrimination.

Lost eyes remain open but all visions
have been reposed and replaced by shadows and oppressed stress.

That is shown by the growth of the depressed.
Lost the ability to the souls language.

Just know the blind and deaf see the words your heart voices.

Lost the right to make choices as the hearts been revoked.

Hatred has strangled and mangled happiness from every angle.

Lost because you’re guilty until proven guilty in this court room of incineration.

Lost can be a question or a statement.

The only thing I want lost to be is what I used to be.

I’m found !
B Sincere

