
My Explosion 

 

Your absence wraps me in a box of thorns; 

This blindness is a bullet to my soul. 

Without our smiles, the wild world is pointless. 

Your absence— wraps me— in a box of thorns, 

And your sudden silence explodes our dreams! 

My mirror, without you, reflects a troll; 

Your absence wraps me in a box of thorns; 

This blindness is a bullet to my soul! 
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