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Despair sings from the darkness;

“Hush now my little love
The child who weeps so brokenly
Your eyes are red and overbright
Your heart and soul is shattered,

You shy away from the sun.

Your fingers grasp so uselessly
To find some anchor in the dark.

Your ears try in vain to hear a voice

Calling from the silence.

Your eyes look, trying hard to see

The light that hides from you.

But I see you; 
Your soul is weary and bewildered
And has lost that glimmer of hope.

Listen to me sing so softly to you
And let my voice soothe your fears.

Let me hold you in my embrace

And comfort your ravaged heart…


Do you remember how this was?
Before all you had was lost?

Do you remember your friends?

Do you remember laughing with them?

Do you remember what they said to you?

Before you turned your back on them

And broke all your promises?



Now let me make you forget
Let me cover you in nothingness
Let my silence heal your wounds
And I will protect you from harm.
Though it means I must cut your wings

And ground you for eternity

Then you’ll never be able to feel

The warmth of the afternoon sun
Or be like a bird and fly.
But you’ll never fall and break yourself

On the cruel ground that waits
And your heart will never be broken.



So stay here with me, my little one, 
Stay safe away from danger.
Here in the soothing darkness
And away from the burning sun

Away from the cold and distant moon

And away from the stars that you so love…”



So runs Despair’s haunting song

With her black wings caressing me.

Her cold hands holding me in oblivion

Keeping me from the world

Keeping me from the pain of living.

Her voice haunts me with
The song she whispers to me every day
From the darkness full of miserable dreams,

Filled with the shadows and forgotten memories,

And completely devoid of sunlight or hope.

A joyless place where everything fades

Into night and into nothingness

But a place, nonetheless,

Where nothing will ever hurt again.

About the Poem and Drawing

This poem was written about a pencil rendering by me of a painting by the fantasy artist Brian Froud. The woman in the drawing was originally named Morgana Le Fay by the artist, but to me, she signifies Despair. She is beautiful, but that beauty is deceiving, like the emotion despair. Despair is comforting in some ways, as in not feeling anything or completely lacking any more emotion after a personal loss. But she’s not comforting in feeling hopeless after a traumatic experience or falling into depression. She takes away what makes you happy and leaves you with nothing. 
Another reason I used this picture was because I saw a certain quality of darkness in the woman. Even though she is not facing outward, I think if you look hard enough, you can see emotion in her.  This poem is very personal in that I know what it is to feel grief from a loss. But it is also an impersonal poem in that every one feels despair at one point in their lives. This is just one way I expressed my own thoughts about this drawing and poem.  

Original drawing by Brian Froud, pencil rendition by Alicia, July 6, 2004

