Get Gone

Get gone. At times I felt folded and crumpled like foil, not feeling royal, letting you shadow and plague my soil, my internal temperature reaching a boil. Paralyzed by this overwhelming turmoil, I attempt to stay gentle and loyal- I say nothing, trying to contain the pain and maintain, smile and not complain until I uncoil and once again it’s I who looks insane. These same silly games I’m stuck in with the same rewards. 

Get gone. I’m getting bored reading this smorgasbord of broken cords, praying to The Good Lord to bless and of you possibly rid me, convict me that you will change later but not quickly. Gullibly optimistic but my gut says “are you kidding me?” Patience is a virtue but it's not one I'm fond of. Years flown by like passing doves with kind gestures shoved and unrequited love. 

Get gone. So many pearls before swine- a self-sabotaging crime- words, time, and resources of mine sublimely wasted. Too many bitter tears tasted. Dreams unchased and confidence displaced. Now disgraced, I sat with a dumbfounded face hiding from the world with my manhood in a locked case left to embrace the now-empty space. A decade of chaos and letting the darkness take territory over light. Too scared to live or die in this purgatory full of sighs and now-dry eyes- not gonna lie I’d be at a loss if not for His Story. To God goes all the glory. 

Get gone. I don’t need your unsolicited advice or to tell me what’s wrong with me. For many years you were allowed to ruin my serenity. Shattered and snared, I was too scared to face reality, a fracture in the continuum of causality. Consuming every presented fallacy unquestionably. Bon appetit. Eventually it dawned on me magically that I chose to live unhappily. I look back at the old me and it’s sad to see how many years I lived in apathy. A true tragedy to be a prisoner in my own mind, unrefined and visualizing ways to die. Countless nights letting the booze numb the internal cries not surprised only to wake up to the same inevitable demise at sunrise. I’m no longer in the market to buy your lies. 

Get gone. I don’t need your fake love and kindness. You walked in the dark so long- permanent blindness. I’m done unpleasantly catering to Your Highness. I don’t need anything from you but silence. Perish the thought, I don’t want any tributes. The moment I accept a gift, it becomes a dispute. If I quit giving you ammo you can’t shoot. But I see they’re made for walking- those boots. Not on me anymore, get gone with The Piper and take your flute. That song, that smell and that smile are no longer cute.

 Get gone. I can’t grab the future if I don't let go of the past. We’ve been on this ride full of slips and slides and at the end is a crash. I’m going my own path and don’t want to be rash but It’s quite obvious we clash. For some air I gasp. I am done getting smashed under your unrelenting grasp. I can’t tolerate your debts and insults anymore, lest I collapse. Best to cut and run before my time has elapsed.
