Grievances Towards the

‘Unknown

By Nailea L.R.




A collection of short poems that examine the
paradox of the human body. Its perceived
insignificance in the vastness of the
universe, contrasted with its profound role in
shaping personal identity and our

understanding of existence.
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Beyond Beilng

Beyond Being

Above all yet lost

Victim to its omnipotence

Faults originating from the desire for
Balance

A futile goal

Destroying all virtue

Dearth of morality

Left with wickedness

Malice

Casting a misconstrued interpretation of truth

Blackened Being




Universe Answers Nothing

I've existed through an infinity of lifetimes
Humankind’s entire existence is nothing to me
An inconceivable fraction of breath I take

Any secrets I tell wont last in a way that matters




Damned Creation

Twisted rearward does the misshapen husk

Awkward in its idle

Contortion mutilates tendons unveils tusk

Wallowed head in lament




Mr. Inevitable

It is here

The inevitable is here
Oh won’t you leave me?
I have done nothing

I have done no thing

To deserve this

Why come for me?

Why ask of me?

All I want is to leave here,

Mr. Inevitable




Even Now

Why has it betrayed me
My body defied the natural order
My mind is captive to this broken vessel

Why do I must suffer




Bogged Mind

It cleanses a bogged mind
Expression turns dreary
Visions fog

Doubts disembogue
Emotions clog

Yet to brood takes time

There is never nearly enough time




Be Warned

I am one to be feared

I would bite and bite until be gums touch flesh

I would scream and scream until my throat gags dry
I would scratch and scratch until my nails 1ift

I would make it hurt

I would make it ugly

And T won’t leave until I’m satisfied




Wad of Unliving Meat

Its crown was fraught with mice and maggots
They croon in a dreadfully drowned murmur

They weep in vain short verses

Who are you to me?

Are you familiar?

Lucidity lost through thickets of time

Wounded, left rooted, rotted, devoid cure







