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I wait

For the blow of death

To come haunt me

Yet nothing does.

Ghostly spirits

Haunt my ever-waking dreams

My fantasies

Making me turn to hopingly find

Something there

Yet there's nothing.

My heart beats faster

As I glide in faster longer strides

Feeling the pain as I do

And yet

These ghastly creatures

Built up inside of me

Cutting me open 

So they can escape.

I open my eyes

And see nothing there,

So now I prey

Upon the games you play

And hope you feel

The tragedy you caused

Upon my soul.

