 An Odious Oxymoron

Goodbye.
Since when

Did the word good 

Associate with this horrid sound

Of utter helplessness

That comes out of the feeble mouth,

“bye”?

Goodbye?

Whoever made that word,

Had no clue,

No glimpse,

No idea,

Of the flow of a stream,

Of sadness, grief, and loss

That breaks the dam of emotions.

Perhaps,

He thought that the moment of depart

Had no effect,

Just like a pill,

Yet,

He was not aware

Of the side effects

That were to taunt him later;

Side-effects of loneliness, sorrow, and vulnerability.

And these tears,

These fragile, salty crystals,

Rush down my face,

And sing with their glow,

The many sad stories,

Of goodbyes.
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