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For all those fighting souls out there
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The gray


I feel it again, rising inside, I think I am a mess


I feel it again, panic inside, submerged in darkest stress


My hand now reaches to familiar words, poems I do know


Maybe those words could take me deep, to a place I don’t want to go


Oh, could it take me to some comfort, to sink and read and cry


Sitting here on my bathroom floor – screaming out “oh why?”


I shouldn’t hide again I guess – and conquer my broken mind


Facing that aching inner world, what wounds are here to find


For I know that my inner cupboard I not completely bare


I know that I can find a jar of therapy in there




Dear fear


Dear fear, it’s me again, we know each other well


I’m on my way to you again, to a place I sometimes dwell


The path I take is full of images, demons I so dread
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