11-24
The frozen wind blows across in hate

Inside the icy teenage tundra of waste

The smoke pours visibly from my mouth

I watch it as it dances all about

It’s hard to move hard to move when I feel frozen solid

Looking towards the sky for snowflakes falling

Waiting for the bell to right

To start the day with the same old thing

Bodies walk by of young and old

Cursing about the hellish cold

Behind an icy blue eye

Of a girl passing by

I see a small burning flame

To keep the weak from going insane

I release a sigh and turn around

Leaving a dead cigarette on the ground

I leave my state of mind behind

Hoping to return another time.

~James Sobolewski

