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I. The Fight

The pending future leaves me so subdued:

That closed door that lets almost no one in. 
Exhaustion left my captured body nude.
The illness layers now my mind to skin. 

The tunnel’s end: a myth. A flaunting lie.  

The heart creates but time seems to deride. 

Like grains of sand from waves that passed on by.

They never fight. They just sit, waiting for the tide. 

I reach for the loss bliss just children see.

My arms strain far behind but cannot trap.

Desires daunt. Scared I am. I then flee.

The fear thwarts me down with an ice-cold slap.

The tunnel in which I run fills with light. 

No one can win. But I will try and fight.

