
Petal Stains of Depression                                                           prithi shukla
Bruised and beaten by her thoughts,
She squabbles with the cosmos of her mind.
Flawed fissures prize open,
with gun-firing neurons in combat,
inkblots splatter on a bloodied cloth,
Half eaten moons of blemishes!

The cuts tattooed into her skin, 
she fenced the fiends 
with her sword, to forget, but,
hurricanes whirled through her brain,
marooning her on the crags. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]Imperfections like evil markers, outlined,
the echoes in her looking glass, stained 
by the craters exploding in her mind,
her history tainted by her crippled past,
She lets her fingers slip again.

A cry, a tear but no remorse, 
She plunges in the metal.
The sun smothered the candle flame, and 
disappeared into the redness of her cup,
Her wearied world waxed and waned,
As she sensed the pitcher drain.

The moon sank deeper behind the drapes,
Poppy petals soon blotched the flooring,
Her dog crawled over to lay down by her side,
She was another victim of the mind!
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