Solo

So Yet Again It Comes To This,

A group turned to pairs,

Stood solo, am I,

On the edge of their carnal lust,

My mind is my partner,

I cradle my own hand,

Should I stay to be tormented by them?

Should I leave only to be weaker?

No I must not,

For that only makes them stronger,

So instead I will wait,

The time will come,

When someone will cradle my hand,

And solo I will be not

