scaling the east wall

i crumble in my infancy.

I live as one (is), as

meant to stay on the ground.

the ground burns my feet.

i scream in pain, lust.

One tenacious hand

(tentacle?) on the nation

of desire, (truth), infamy.

i pang in transcendence.

All that bridges me with

myself is the wall. 

may i escape myself.

