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Last Regrets
Can you hear this melody of oblivion?
I am drowning; drowning in this empty despair of mine.  Listening to this melody of oblivion, I show nothing but apathy.  It is not stubbornness that keeps this façade standing strong.  It is not emotional strength that keeps this aura of apathy surrounding me.  I speak of optimism and perseverance to others; yet, I can not find the strength within me to do so myself.  
     These feelings of mine are not sinful and I know that the chosen fork is indeed the correct one.  It is inevitable that I suffer these consequences when I chose this path which hides in pure darkness.  Of course, I am only human and to choose the path of a true neutral is to carry a heavy burden on oneself.  It is not strength which keeps me standing, for I am as fragile as tinted glass.  I only wish to see them happy; to see those so precious to me, smile with innocence and blissful happiness.

     So why is there hesitation lingering in my heart?  I don this façade of apathy; however, my mind and thoughts are caught in a labyrinth of uncertainty.  I am torn apart by thought and desire.  At times, I wish my destined end would swallow me and let me rest in peace.  I wish to be freed from my own chains and shackles, yet I have buried the key deep within the heart of the earth, as I have buried my love for him deep within my heart.  
     It is hard to keep an iris blooming without a stem, but I suppose, I have kept its essence of happiness alive miraculously.  Behind these pure white drapes, the iris is withering, but its beauty forever remains caught within the mirage which stands between it and the beholder.  As long as this mirage stands, the spirit will forever live, and all will be content.
     I shall not forget his smile, his embrace, or his emerald eyes.  Nor shall I forget her kindness, her laughter, or the memories which sleeps within her azure eyes.  Nay, these will forever burn brightly within my heart; yet duty is what awaits me and it is duty’s call that I answer.  

     Living on the other virtues of life, I shall allow this near fully blossomed iris to wither and die, for, with every ending there is a beginning.  Nothing is forever, as not everything can be in one’s favour.  However, I have chosen this path and with the memories which sleep eternally within me, I pass this dimming torch to Eternity, where it shall forever be kindled by the warmth residing in this never-to-be forgotten realm.
     It is not with bravado that I continue to walk down this path.  However, I know that if I do not meet the valkryies with content and satisfaction, I shall forever stray in Valhalla, never meeting the Vanadies.  These are my last regrets.
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