General Mosley’s Confession
(Rhyming narrative)

Snow cracked under boots like bones under steel,
And the wind cut sharp like a secret you feel.
General Mosley stood alone on the ridge,
World burning behind him like a collapsing bridge.

He used to be a father, a husband, a friend—
A man of the law, not a means to an end.
But the Fall tore the softness right out of his chest,
Left a soldier of vengeance where a heartbeat once pressed.

Now his hands shook from recoil more than the cold,
From the lives he had taken, the rage uncontrolled.
Every bullet he fired echoed louder inside,
A warpath so violent even the dead stepped aside.

He whispered into snow where nobody could hear:
“God, I don’t know who I am anymore… not this man, not this fear.”
The rage carved a hollow that swallowed his name—
He didn’t know Mosley, didn’t know who to blame.

Then **Violet** appeared like spring under frost—
Soft voice, warm hands, a compass he’d lost.
She cleaned his wounds, patched skin with care,
Touched his face gently like forgiveness was air.

Her eyes were dawn after years without sun—
A feeling he fought harder than any gun.

But love was a battlefield deadlier still,
A war of the heart no weapon could kill.
He pushed her away like a sinner in church:
“Don’t get close. I’m poison. I’ll leave you hurt.”

Violet stepped forward, her voice barely sound:
“You’re not poison. You’re broken. That’s different, I’ve found.”
But Mosley stepped back, shaking hard in the snow—
“I’m a man full of ghosts you don’t want to know.”

His hands trembled violently, not from the chill—
But from a thousand regrets he couldn’t sit still.
He had buried too many, lost too much to feel safe,
Fearful his love might become a mass grave.

He kissed her once—fast, desperate, rough—
A goodbye disguised as not enough.
Her tears mixed with snow on his scarred cheek,
His voice broke apart when he tried to speak:

“If I keep you, you die. If I leave, you live.
Sometimes love is something you don’t get to give.”

She touched his jaw with a whisper of pain—
“War didn’t steal you. You walked into the flame.”

But Mosley turned away with frost in his chest,
Gun heavy in hand like a cross on his breast.
He vanished into the storm, breath freezing to smoke,
Leaving Violet alone in the echo he broke.

In the distance, the muzzle flash sparked like a star—
And the warpath continued for miles afar.

**His confession hangs in the wind like a warning sign:**
**You can survive the apocalypse—
but not the war inside.**

☠️
*General Mosley: feared by armies.
Loved by one.
Destroyed by himself.*




