Black


In dark times of depression and utter bleakness I find shelter and undying love and comfort in black. Black is the answer, the place I turn for solitude and peace. But with black arises a problem, black is the great alienator and with its since of comfort and peace comes loneliness and dark, bleak hopelessness, times of fear that I’d rather not deal with, so I flee further within black, ever lost, ever hopeless, a shell of a man eaten away inside by his feelings, by the loss of people he thought cared, but no one does, only black and with the joy of black comes fear and hopelessness..

And thus it begins anew, this vicious cycle that I have come to call life.

