und so fa llrtomyearsgitlin

and nearing a corner
e labyrinth | see another possible exit

emerges

The fear of taking a new path surfaces

Will it lead to my successful outlet?

snow falling in a cold storm in winter

The pain from the sting of the stitches
Alternating in colour like a soldier lined
up for war. Bedridden and not relaxed.
Feeling constrained and trapped, in a
maze sharp scissoring aches. run across
my soft skin.
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