Stranger, Can I take this seat?

I hath come seeking help in my quest,

To fight, to protect, to continue on,

Against the demons in my own little breast.

I’ve found myself trapt and seeking help,

They work their magic, filling everything with doubt,

I am lost and I seek my own little safe haven,

But I can’t find anything close, except in dream’s boat.
The toll is something I can’t pay, to stay on that boat.

Endless hours away and gone, from all that matters and sane,

The waves harbor deeper darker demons yet to rise,

Waiting, and waiting, seeking their hidden bane.

Stranger, see this bind within my mind?

Seek sanctuary and ease of thought to have it disturbed,

These demons find me without strain and lent.

I ask thee, stranger, can I have your hand, unburdened?
Why do you ask, why not stand alone and play my ace?

Headlong rush, push back, and drive them back to the water?

Hiding these demons back in the depths, just allows for the

Second coming, and every time, they are the stronger, and I the weaker.

Try as I might, I find the best course to seal the demons for good,
But with each fight I am weaker, and need respite!

I ask not for your help in the battle for the peace, but rather,

I ask for your backing, and a hand to pull up, hold my weight.
If thou could give me a minute to lean on you, I strengthen,

The demons that lay after weaken not, their numbers do fall,

In time, the war will be won, the battles be over,

And the spoils will be plenty, designed for us all!

Stranger, could you help, giveth me your hand?

If you are engaged in your own fight, I lay my sword in your path.

With numbers, with strength, with banding, the war is ours;

The demons shall fall back down, below the water, deep in the earth.

