Her hairs not short 

Her hairs not short, unless torn is short,
she bleeds like time when times not taught.

​No selfish lie cloud her eye,
no false loathe make her cold.

Top estate tantrums she ever views,

Bottom feeders upon the concrete shore,

She wont buy no faith,
her faiths an unpaid chore.
She screams inside, inside ostrich cries,

pillows draw her head subside and she lies,

fear is never a plan well made,
the moon is only half a day

In peace contempt takes wings,
Pity dreams of freedom, compassion so sweet,

"Tender, tender, tender ill

tender take me away to still"

In godless days in a box bedroom,
she ponders, obscure those days of Jude,

the meaning, meaningless of ecclesiastes
sudden in truth she short in grasp.
All these days turned so gentle on,

she lays shaded as the sun beats pulsing out,

a window ajar, a half made patio terrace,
half drunk tea and warm cold compress​.

She's a tortoise in a shell suit
Battered lush like old bruised fruit,
vine buckled and bent loose in skin,

knows no possession, owns no the sin

Where's her beau when paramours fail,
her gallant knight in shining foil,
horse for the silent kingdoms trade,

​jousts the spectres, spirits assails​.
A vapour so thick, so thinly strewn,
the strangest bloom blossoms mercy,
warrior flora of sweet release
effervescent she breaths to swollen.

In her mind the romance yearns,
of lovers laughing waltzing turns​,
the sun breaks through her damp cold walls
her knees grow tougher with every fall.

This could be the last time

could be the first for evermore,

her flesh it scratches like old vynil

and skips back in this loop eternal

Her hairs not short unless, unless torn is short

Frets of life they run well worn
there aint no need but still she stills,
never quite feels the love she fills.
