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The Ebbing Years 
 
The dull pain of the ebbing years 
Reaping loneliness from losing my dear one 
Inheriting aversion at the easy abandonment by the selfish creations that 
sprang from my loins  
Inability to vent that aversion is begetting flashes of anger  
That anger is scattering one and all around me 
For what the wait... is unknownst to me 
For whom the wait... is unbeknownst to me 
Not knowing how to unburden the heavy heart 
Unable to let the heart cry out loud in this inhumane world 
Crying and melting…conversing and laughing… within oneself 
Within oneself…debating and fighting 
Defeated and utterly desolate, I have now subsided… 
Had I known earlier that this was the stark truth of the ebbing years 



Without a qualm would I have destroyed myself whilst in my mother’s 
womb  
One’s kin and kinship have melted without any trace into dark emptiness 
With fierce pride have I merged the racking sobs into the sounds of the 
lapping waves with missing nary a single note 
Huddled in loneliness, 
 
I now await my end… 
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