The Fear

My soul was once full. Full of a light, a light so bright that it would pale a thousand suns and warmth so comforting that even a spear driven to the very center of my heart would not cause me to feel pain.

I once knew where this fullness and comfort came from; it came from Love. 

The love that I felt for another and that she in return felt for me. 

Then as suddenly as I had been filled by this awe inspiring power all in the world went dark and cold.

Darkness consumed my soul and frigid emptiness chilled me to the very center of my heart. 

She was gone.

I once held no fear of any of the ills that plague the world of the living or the world of the dead in my heart.

Now, all I know is fear. 

Fear of being warmed and illuminated by the very same light that once made me abandon all reservation and doubt of the world.

For if I may once again feel comfort such as the light gave me in days past, I fear that I may once again feel the bitter emptiness that has slowly lessened to a dull sense resembling feeling that I have grown to bear.

At times I feel a spark, a spark of light and warmth deep inside my soul.

At first it feels as thought there is nothing I can not surmount, but then I remember the sharp biting cold of loneliness that awaits me if I embrace the light and once again fall victim to its fleeting departure once more. So I push the spark back down into the deepest places of my soul and continue to live in the darkness. 

I want to leave the cold dark place that is currently my souls prison, but the fear I have harbored for this seemingly eternal night will not relent for even a moment so that I might be free of its cold and hateful grasp.

This is the place that I now find to be me!

A baron wasteland filled with ruins of what where once great and towering emotion and feeling.

I often dream that these ruins are awaiting a time that they will be rebuilt and may reign again.

A time when the FEAR is defeated and banished from this place that is me.

