Arrival

Mortal terror grips

Freezing feet to the deck

Released of a misery perchance to tell.

Lighted gatekeeper

No place for me yet

Received the message of meeting in hell.

Immobilized movement

Telepathy to deflect

Confronted without inputs my soul on trial.

Repetition of the many

Speaking only one tongue

No chance to hear my repeated denial.

Still lighted by knowledge

Universality viewed

My soul now in awe, celestial survival.

Thrown back in the mix

Offense revealed

This time no miss, I insure my arrival.
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