	                            JUDGE MY SITUATION


I sit and ponder this moment. I have reached I have arrived.


What happens to me from here?  For its paradise I strive.


I see no brightness like others, who return from this beautiful rest.


It was not their time , they have returned, not to reach the heavenly  quest.





They talk of this glorious light,  their feeling so profound.


Their weightlessness uplifting, euphoric and resound.			   They mention their experience, their vision being so bright.


The beauty and the ease they felt, the gift of gracious sight.


													 There was no discussion of my darkness, my attempt to commit such a sin.


The lack of brightness I had felt, this heaviness within.		              


Could it be this attempt was from miscommunication?.


With depression comes anxiety, and sense of suffocation..


										  Words we share seem meaningless, with lack of purpose of any kind.


Maybe there’s a meaning I miss.  Am I deaf or blind?


They carry on with simple words in monolithic tone.


With no expression or characterization,  I feel damned and alone		





I feel  I’m interrupting, for their minds are so far away,                                 I need this glorious weightlessness,  to
