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My Blooded Wound:
Mary Sundberg

All the love left your heart
Yet, mine lingers
You professed your undying love
And I vowed mine
Now, my days are long and lonely
My nights cold and sleepless
Could you have cut me any deeper?
The words, which were once so sweet,
Cannot be trusted when spoken
And the most pleasurable touch
That touch has become poison
Yet, I feel as if I need you still
My heart was in your hand
It ended up in your teeth
Then chewed down to my naked identity
Did you ever think of me?
Before you forged your excuse for separation
How my very soul would crush
Like an aluminum can under your foot
Was it a devious plan to kill my spirit
At my most vulnerable hour?
My hope is lost, not to mention my sanity
In my dreams are crimson butterflies
In an ocean of bleeding grass
The sun burns red in a jasper sky
Who can save me from this hell?
Is it you?
The beautiful boy I fell for so long ago?
Or the changed, counterfeit bloodsucker I know now?
I suppose I was living in a dream all along
Now reality has set in and I’m bleeding
I’ll bleed you out


