My private hell

Surrounded by family, yet I feel so alone.

I want to reach out, but I remain prone.

People to call friends, yet I am solitary.

I allow them to close, but point out my boundary.

Afraid to share what really haunts me.

As they approach, my heart shall flee.

I put up a strong façade to confuse and derail.

I’ll not give up my secret, defending it tooth and nail.

But like a sickness it devours me from inside out,

I stand before all, strong and stout.

My body quivers and quakes as I stay the pain,

Inside me forever, hurting no one, it shall remain.

My hurt is mine alone. Mine to chasten.

A responsibility, I fear, my death it shall hasten.

To bring upon others what strickens me most,

Hurts me more, and would only add to my ghost.

So I stand-alone. On a knoll of despair.

Which I alone constructed, and I refuse to share,

Others attempt to ascend, my Mt. of gloom.

An avalanche of compassion steers them clear of my doom.

What I have built, this mound, shall not endure.

I will defeat my demons, this I am sure.

To all I cry out, stand clear of me now.

The fires within me ignite,

I defend you from my fiends. But this I avow,

They will not hurt you I will always fight.

I may seem distraught, or on the brink of madness.

But I stand strong. Do not fall victim to the sadness.

The sun will rise again bringing hope to this mound.

You will see me proudly here, standing my ground.

A warrior inside myself defending your domain,

From the evil within, Here, I will always remain.

Until the inevitable is complete.

When I have delivered their utter defeat.

And my demons, they lie breathless at my feet.

