Exhume 

I’m breaking my skin 

With the beauty within 

Like a petal opening out a fold 

Inside me is pure gold 

Like angel ore or fields of glass

This is something built to last 

No torture could ever near 

The way this thing is crystal clear 

No shadow play across the sky 

Can dim the brightness where I lie 

So if I must go down to pain 

Then I’ll go down to it in vain 

And be renewed in surging force 

When the worst has run its course 

Battle ships that weary die 

Back into the way birds fly 

Black will finally succumb

To the white that leaves me numb 

In ease and in gentle sleep 

It gives me something I can keep 

