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Cynicism Tinted Reality
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One
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No One’s Ready To Not Mourn And Relish
When I'll Kiss The Sky

The Sun Again Is Put To A New Start
Dark
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CYNICISM TINTED REALITY
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The seasons of haze have flew,
So have the symphonies of mellow idealism,
Have faded the gleeful summer skies,
Of the astral graces that glinted as a prism.

The trail of gaiety, it seems, is done,

Like the divine dawn of the blmdfolded acumen,
Leaving behind a sober sad soul,
Desperately losing his fellow crewmen,
Making his way into each [fragment
In search of soothing idealistic aids
Exhausted with a few,

Of a universe of realism’s cynical shades.



CARPE DIEM
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Nowhere far is the moment, the day,
when would be you left with a body cold,
hymns willing your peace and the pyre of yours,
and the last words being retold.

“Carpe diem”, they said,
“seize the day”
and emboss your glorious deeds,
all over the way.

For today isn’t returning,
Neither is the opportune,
you are to pitch your notes,
no later but soon.

Carve your glorious arcs of holy deeds,
that would gain the whole’s glance,
worthless is the life of the being,
that couldn’t even seek considerance.



TO SUCK THE MARROW
OF LIFE
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To suck your marrow,
I'm dead set on,
With great passion and firmness,
And feelings, all stubborn.

To unveil your true face,
Even to the blind,

To trace your true aspect,
I am determined.

To analyse your reality,
To my last breathe, I'll fight,
And strive so hard,
In the name of that idealistic delight.

I'll wait for the day,
When I can boast, I fought,
And realised life,
was never what we thought.
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