I Wasn’t Expecting That

No matter how many tears I cry I can’t change the truth of the thing 
Pour rivers headached out my own eyes cannot remove the beesting 

It comes again like it has come before, each day a new dawn to be seen 

But death in it’s silence and dark of unknown rains down on how I have been

I can break me in half like a ripped loaf of bread and still it’s standing up straight

I can run with the wind on horseback or trains and still this thing won’t abate 

I look at my life and I look at others and all I see is the end coming soon

Each moment with them is a second of time that floats like air out the room 

I know it’s not the end, there’s more to be done, all I do is hold in my breath 

I’m letting go now, letting it out, stop piling me up with regret

It’s not what people say, not that letting go, that you do so that you survive

I’ve jumped off the cliff, crashing on rocks and it only makes death more alive 

As hard as a stone, impenetrable wall, moves me like the moon does the sea

I can hate it no more, not because I give in but because it’s much bigger than me

I’ve thrown my whole strength, fought as hard as I could and still I’m a pebble in this

Skimmed on the ocean, I just bump along and don’t make a dent in it’s kiss 

So finally now, I conclude I’m okay, it’s fine to live like it’s easy 

Let the peace come, the willingness water that says this wind is too breezy 

It won’t break my windows or shatter the sills, what’s done is done and to do 

It only rests home in the base of my skull and fits my foot back in my shoe
It’s not superstition, now brought to bear because you said the words “its alright”

Its hug of the sky that I give myself as I lay down in my bed tonight

Inspired by happiness I feel and then watching “I wasn’t expecting that” and getting all depressed. Reminds me again that we only have a short time here and even the things you make the most of will one day be gone. I started crying when I watched it because it reminded me of gran. But I feel that I’ve broken myself enough over my anger with death. It’s okay to cry but sometimes I reach the stage where it’s just pointless and a weight to carry and I don’t think I can do it anymore. I am fairly superstitious and sometimes think that if I’m not angry then I’m just inviting death and bad things into my life. But I don’t think that’s the truth, I think I am just giving my own head a break and not putting myself through something I don’t need to. I feel that the warring with death is coming to an end. Not certain things about death, not sadness and upsettness but the feeling I get where I want to destroy everything in my path, where I want to break down everything that comes into my eyesight. I think that that part of me is coming to an end. It still makes me sad but I don’t think I can fight it anymore. 

