Unwilling

There are whispers in my ears,

Reminding me of sorrows and fears.

He is there ready for fires to be set,

Torch in hand, but not yet, not yet.

I still see the shadow it haunts me still,

I run, but he is still there testing my will.

Lurking in my past, Will I ever forget?

Someday maybe but not yet, not yet.

I can feel the pain of hate burning my skin,

It is held back, though my body is thin.

The leaks have begun as I start to sweat,

Threatening to tear free, but not yet, not yet.

I hear his voice at times as I sleep at night,

I see him coming to me in the absence of light.

He comes, scythe in hand to collect his debt,

The ferryman awaits me, but not yet, not yet.

He hunts for me in the forest of my mind,

I have outwitted him so far, left him behind.

Yet I know his eagerness, his trap is set,

Waiting for his prey, but not yet, not yet.
