Caramel Oblivion

He sat at the bar, drink in hand
Waiting for her to come around.
He slowly sipped the caramel color
Diluted from the melting rocks of ice.

She walked in, hesitated for a moment
Then crossed the worn wooden floor.
He set the glass down as she approached
And waited for the words he knew by heart.

His life had become a senseless cliché.
Trying to escape the memories of life
In the bottom of a cocktail glass.
The only way to get through the night,

She would track him down each night
Begging him to stop and get help,
To return to the man she had raised
Before he left to go to war in the desert.

He was beyond caring anymore.
The man she had raised had died
Long ago on a bloody battlefield
In a place where life had no value.

As she turned and walked away,
He signaled for another shot of oblivion.
For a moment he saw her in the mirror,
Wearily heading for the world outside.

His only solace now was in a glass of
Caramel colored liquid that burned as it
Traveled down his throat on its way to
Giving him peace and a numbing death.

