My Hearts Unemployed

As my mental ambition dreams of lost sounds and forgotten emotions.
It frowns upon the simple sentence that cost me my love and devotion.
I give up!
Three little words that held more value than all 7 Seven Wonders of the World,
precious metals, and stones.
Without my girl, I’ll be embraced by the essence of alone.
The scent that I would wear, the scent of my cologne,
Heartache for Men or
Heartbreak for Boys.
Maybe that’s more suitable.
Even at times it seems so crucial.
Now I’m searching my mind and I cant find anything useful.
No solutions, just confusion.
Not one word has my back.
My own vocabulary is speaking on behalf of how my heart lacks.
All because the journey of my self esteem,
which began in my journal of selfish dreams.
I allowed my imaginations pen to bleed until there was no more ink.
Creating enough words that link, and that
created a life time sentence of judgment.

So relentless its only trouble was trusting its own existence and substance.

No resistance just rubbish.

Twisted and loveless is where I ended up.

If I would have cut this out of my life
like a bad habit.

I would still be happy, instead I’m on the path of a savage.
Living among everything impure controlled by evil.
Insecure of people knowing I’m insecure because of people.
So when conflict conflicts I hate what I don’t understand,
and  an argument will get the upper hand.

Fueling the fire, burning all in its path.
Even love will turn to ash, becoming unrecognizable.
Basically is crucified, will it ever be revived
I don’t know; if

it’s completely over and I’m sorry that my first apology
will be the last dialogue between you and me……..
B Sincere

