
  

     Blossom 

Crevices in the walls, 

By a multitude of bullets. 

Broken glass and shards of inheritance; 

Shattered lives and memories lost. 

Smoke looming;  

Awaiting the next spray of metal. 

The sun peeks through. 

The dust settles, green appears; 

Life 

Begins to show its face. 

 


