That Place…



I remember this place; I have been here before. 
This is all too familiar, but wait there is more.

I mean it’s like now I can actually taste this place, after my every word it seems, 
and my thoughts hunts me with vivid images, like an array of unfinished dreams.

At times, I catch myself by myself trying to put together this collage of inklings. 
Questioning my every word, thought and movement, then asking myself, “what were you thinking?”

I recognize the landmarks as I take what seem to be premeditated steps,  
passing by a graveyard of lies and a lake of tears that were once wept.

Down the same winding path I started to laugh when I saw what appeared to be, 
flowers of all colors, shapes and sizes, this most be the garden of memories.

Memories, some too good to remember and others too bad to forget. 

“What am I doing here?” I ask myself with my hands covered in sweat and a heart full of regret.

Then it all becomes clear to me as my emotions change the expression on my face,

 I never did like this place.
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