Underwater

I am singular, I go with nothing else
I don’t blame you for breaking my delft 

I am a flower to rise to the sky 

My petals my own, my leaves lifting high 

I can’t bow my head, I won’t break my soul 

I can’t play at lead when I know I am gold 

I can’t trod leaves on a path that is worn 

I make my own road with my heaviness shorn 

I can’t lie under the roof that you make 

I can’t burden me with things that are fake 

That time is long passed and fades into the hills 

I turn into a lake and its upward it fills

Reflecting the sky a sheen of blue white 

But deep down and dark beneath skin tonight 

As seabed I rest, it’s seabed I lay 

I can breathe here with nothing to say 
