sunset and clouds

He knew

He hand to get out

When the voice 

Began getting louder within .. 

Loving her with everything her

Was worth,

She gave him more

Than he had ever imagined .. 

Yet,

His time had already ran out on

The sandy clock

Giving the world a good jolt

Every time

A

Moment had occurred.

As hard as 

The parting and ensuing time from there

Would be,

The soul was intact

And 

It was always easier than

Tucking away a twirl of an eye lash

In 

An environment he couldn’t

Bear any longer.

Now,

Out among the peoples

And

Women that make the world seem

Fresh,

He

Ponders the mystery of himself more

And

Those emotional creatures

That paint sunsets

And 

Whimper about the clouds.

