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Echoes, words inaudible rose up with the wind as I peered into the dark.
Only I could hear them, for Infact they crept up from the depths of my heart.
It is a dreadful thing; to die.
But what is more dreadful than to lose all that you are?
I can't think of a thing.
I couldn't, not for a time.

My story is not one I'd like to tell.
I wouldn't, since there's nothing to sell.
I can't remember the day I started to lose,
It must've gone on for all the while I thought I could stand tall.
A lingering shadow with nothing to prove,
I just was too stubborn to accept my own fall.

I was a disciple of love,
now it's all just a legend; or so I thought...
Like a child playing in the dirt, I fell.
Now I stand in the dust, picking up my own wares.
I will be back, I never knew when to stop.
Even though it took away a piece of me, everytime
I'd be back right there not hesitating to drop.

An icon I was, in the face of my peers.
it wasn't so long ago I shouldered my fears. 
I had buried them deep in the dark
where no one could hear them, not even a spark.
Now they awaken again seeming to had never known defeat,
I am doomed to wrestle them again for the sake of my peace.

I am a lantern, I am as deep as the Nile
I had shone so bright; my treasures baffled the mind.
The people envied my light and accused me of pride.
They do not know that everytime I burn, I give out a piece of my soul.
My treasures? my life.

It's been so long now, the fires that transforms me still linger and burns.
It is that odd that I fear it may never stop.
When would it all end that I may feel the comfort of an urn?
this gift of rebirth weighs as much as curse!

They say that what doesn't kill you makes you stronger
What if you don't leave unscathed either?
In as much as we take, we have lost.
The journey to reinvention comes at a cost.

Am I loved, am I wanted?
I have no luxury for thoughts for I must rise up by force.
My heart has grown shrewd, my memories haunted
And when the morning comes, I must once again carry my cross.

