Echoes of Lost Laughter
Lonely, lost, without laughter—
Silent echoes linger,
Looming in the emptiness
Where joy once lived.
Forgetting, wondering
Where happiness goes,
Loathing the rise or set of sun—
Lamenting the start of joy lapsed.
Lanterns try to show the past—
What was and what should be—
But fears blind the weary soul,
And tears blur what eyes can see.
To gaze into the past is pain,
Yet facing now, the future,
Brings only more remorse—
A heart unsure if joy
Will ever return, or remain lost
Within the silent echoes.



