Mother

I watch you steal what’s left away from him

As you drill me on your hell and fire;

While you speak your burden, I see your desire

To feed only greed that dwells within.

As you ignite another suffocating sin,

I suppress the urge to rage and inquire:

Why may you destroy,

Yet draw our cease of fire?

In blissful times before these hollow years,

Lucidity was lush without your lies.

Your prison traps us now, and it appears

You’re bent on keeping your disguise.

Just know, dear mother:

While you may repel my words with tears

I know the blackened past you hide.

