vibrant pale

Pale autumn

In

A

Spring,

As she

Rolled over to tell her sweetheart

What

A

Nice ring

It would 

Be

If the phone never rang again .. 

New life

In a dense

Metamorphosis

As

The boy

Looks up to his father

And

Asks

Him

Where

Innocence came from .. 

Nothing left in 

Everything that

Chirps

Through 

The day,

A young woman screams into the 

Phone through a cup of tears

Wanting to know 

Where

Love

Goes 

And

Why it ever visited them

In

The

First place .. 

Just vibrant

In all the pales .. 

