This Room

When I look around this room,

Is it only the four walls that I see?

Enclosing my being,

Or is it the further box enclosing my mind,

Containing what I have seen,

Can I no make any sense of that, which I have shelved?

Why cannot I see past my own eyes?

This box is so full, so tight, so locked,

I cannot break out,

And if I did, would it all spill forth?

From my mind out into the world,

Secrets unclothed, passions displayed,

The box is a sphere,

And down I roll,

Endless abyss swallowing what I wanted have become,

Have I become what I wanted to become?

Nay, I am what I was meant to become,

Now as I lie on this cold wooden floor,

The heat from within burns at my skin,

Quenching its thirst with its release from my mind,

On it burns, ashes my mind,

Reborn it shall become,

Night into day as surely as I,

Will rise from these ashes,

Beautiful am I,

And turn what I was meant to become,

Into what I have chosen to become,

Settled my mind will be,

As I die 

