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He walks in fear most days and nights 


'neath gale force winds and stormy skies.

All, all that lurks among dark frights


rush to meet his ears and eyes.

Thus the tremors he always fights


shake him up... though he denies.

One debt the more one hope the less


would have impaired our nameless guest.

Yet he staggers under the duress


that's surely lodged in his deep breast.

Thoughts of anger he doth express


are softly sworn beneath his breath;

Through lips that scorn and tight clenched jowls


Come shrieks so... angry and defiant.

His desolate face and desperate howls


foretell of days un-tri-um-phant.

Amid the chaos that fills his bowels



a weary heart, broke and insufficient. 

