end of secrets

i've have lost 

all my secrets

as i speak truths

that i continually have

to convince myself are true.

i used to harbor

enough secrets to keep my

existence heavy enough 

to hold intrigue for the

next morning's sunrise.

but now i'm in love with

a girl that knows everything

and in that course,

i figure if we can both 

know more of everything,

it will make all of it

worth bleeding for.

so my secrets have all

scurried out from under

stone rocks, and

leaped from behind the moon

to take a naked bow.

all that remains is my 

wet, saliva mouth speaking

and my soft, gray brain

to come up with something other

than secrets and something 

deeper than a lie.
