Ship in a bottle
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No excitement, no movement.

I see nothing, I feel nothing.

My dirty sails hang from uneven masts,

reaching up in my prison of glass.

I am alone,

All my intricate belongings

stand on my dirty deck.

The dust covers me, 

Never-ending

Absolute

And I sink into darkness.

But I am still here, imprisoned, forgotten,

As I sit in the darkness

I gradually decay,

Melting away.

The bottle’s thick walls bear no comfort

No warmth

For I am nothing.

I have been forgotten

I have been imprisoned

I am gone.

There, the bottle neck, 

The one-way door in,

Not out,

Not alive.

