Five Years, Five NaPoWriMo

By: Neo

A battlefield for one solid month

secluded in the wastes, a mystery unsolved.

Bloodbath, Favors, Aftermath, gone.

Those eyes blind by crimson

still watching as we cower in fear.

Am I still alive?

The snakes pulsing inside

through that venom heart still.

The putrid tar and pure honey

fueling the mind of a God.

Using their hearts, not their brains

as boys prance as princes or queens.

Beautiful men, men we are.

We rule the dungeons and hightown alike

because how we love doesn't change.

I begin to unwrap myself

as I enter the code to my get away.

My clothes sear away in a brilliant light,

music begins to play, pouring into my ears.

Someday, these shoes till take me to a place where I want to stay.

I remember a dear friend talked me into this.

I remember learning all the different styles to express myself.

I remember the satisfaction of peer review and praise for my hard work.

I remember all the hardships I've struggled through, all inspiration.

I remember five years of poetry.

