Hadron Collider

by Scott

I am standing in my bedroom

On a foggy Winter’s night,

The light is dull and cloudy,

Something is not right.

The icy snow is thick and bitter

Covering what was grass and trees,

The animals have all gone to sleep, 

Foxes, birds and bees.

A whistle of air breezes through.

A whispers.

I hear thunder in the distance, 

It is far far away.

It rumbles in, through my ears,

Like a tiger roaring all day.

And all of this because we wanted  

To find out how it all started.

Can you imagine if the world ended?

Everything gone and finished and 

Departed.
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