it becomes harder and harder not to run away,

becomes more painful to just wait and stay.

why stay where your heart is not?

duty holds, with honor caught.

who would have thought chivalry traps,

the elder code, once proud, now slaps

me in the face with my own ways,

makes me want to scream in endless craze.

i fear my sanity is about to flee,

so i hold fast to all that is me..

but the more i hold and fight,

the more and worse is the spite.

how do you escape from yourself,

when every choice covers in filth.

should i lay down my burden and give up?

all my pain and woe..hits me like a tup.

how do i say no to years of my past?

should i run? go, run hard and fast?

run from the ways of my little..

still i ponder my riddle..

