Loneliness tonight is Tinitus. 

It extends into infinity

Bounces

Comes back hollow as ever

Darkness turns more impenetrable 

Longing overturns sanity

Bottomless yearning 
womanhood a wail against the wind

It is ghost-time beyond black windows

Inside of houses so long gone

Traces of words, echoes of touch
The loss of love to the beyond

A deep sigh and the shoulders lose their forces

The stare descends and rests nowhere

The night is a long array of shadows

No trace of dawn no release no light
Quiet agony installs its tent on a chest already heavy

Forming a sharp claw against the skin

And crushes into a fist

There is no end to nothingness

