The Exhaustion of Love 

Not really taking the matter too seriously. I am exaggerating ​a little; however, no illusions. The fragments – its spanking pace. The ghost of a drag. This, I guess is at our root. The miracle I hankered for did happen. Glory above; glory below. I am trying to describe these things I could not parade. The fragments. I am so tired of being cynical. Mounting fury. I would have known how to handle the situation Imagine me, Reader. No, honey, no. Heart, head everything. Repeat. Repeat. Repeat. Repeat.  Repeat.  Till the page is full. 

