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Nightmare
Brace yourselves for abrasive destruction

Borne from her eye-shattering

Scream; these feelings drain all

Breath from pain, quietly drifting from death.

Howling wolf-hounds scratch and claw,

Intentions to avoid her containing obsessions of

Helpless at sleep.  She flies nightly, silently

Setting her mind at ease; our spirits mourn flown.

Nighted sky quickens her land;

Patrolling those dreams she preys on

Weakened shadows who lose their way

Through: happiness feeds upon our lonely distresses.

Some suffocate slowly, manifest in her

Presence.  Disequilibrium pervades thoughts of 

Dreams; visions of wants of drier eyes.

Our vain evasion dissects our sanity thrice.
