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The feeling we all shall at one point suffer from,
That is like Poison, but starts as sweet as rum.
Love... truly, in the end, hurts.
The pain of heart-break is like no other,
It is a pain like losing a brother.
like a thousand blades piercing your body,
like dehydrating in the desserts of Saudi.
A pain you live with every day,
A pain that can happen in more than one way.
A million ways, shall this pain occur,
To not feel this pain i would prefer,
But impossible, this is, i concur.
Oh why, why are we to feel this,
This pain, this madness.
This feeling of your heart crushed into sand,
and blown away in the wind.
As if Someone Crushed your heart in their hand.
It seems as if joy is just thinned and thinned.
Have i sinned?
To deserve this dreadful wind,
bearing the sadness of millions, 
Blowing in my heart?
What have i done?
To deserve this stain,
This stain of bad blood, and endless pain.
I do not wish to play this game.
This game is driving me insane!
Heart-break, has all the fame,
Of bringing this, in any name.
How can one stop this dread?
Without having to cut off his or her head?
Knowledge of an answer that has not been found,
But the question has always been around.
So why?
Why, i ask, has it not been discovered?
Why has the knowledge not been uncovered?
Who bears the curtain over the answer?
The one glimpser.
The one who knows all.
But? when, if ever shall he,
Uncover that which he may see,
Allah, when would that be?
Shall we?
The ones who search,
Ever see?
That which we, 
search for endlessly?
One can only hope.
One can only dream.
One can only wish to tie the seam,
And Finally stitch up those wounds,
in thy heart.
