Fearmonger

Woke this morning with horrors by my bed
It seems my old friend is back in my head

Weaving his way inwards and out 

Til I’m choked with fear and doubt

It has followed me round this day til the night

Up on my lap is where it alights

And burrows unease and nervousness through

Convincing me that there’s something to do

Something’s not quite right, I feel it in the sand

My legs are so wobbly I can hardly stand

My mind has run away like a dog on the beach

I watch it disappear far out of my reach 

All the devils it paints with spiky red tails 

A nightmare to live as if I’m impaled 

A disappearing child or a calamity huge 

I’m face down in the muck at the feet of this Scrooge

Thank you for this though I’m burning in fright

And shake head to toe in the day and the night
Darkness on my skin that’s just lying in wait 

For me to give up or to turn me irate 

No way out but through like the edge of the woods

Testing my bones to see if I’ve got the goods

Bite my lip down as I step forth into trees 

Though I’m terrified I hear peace on the breeze

