Insomnia

Close your eyes they say, 
and darkness furthering into a fantastical world you shall behold, 
unto the night grows into day. 
Faces of ghost’s past resurface, and onward
into the beyond to keep your mind at bay, 
but none do I see, 
for slumber forsakes my yearning soul 
and demons won’t let me be. 
Red turns to black from behind heavy eye lids, 
quivering from the pressure of the mind to do as human instinct bids. 
But the mind, 
that stubborn entity, grips 
the light from the borders of reality, 
fingernail marks on the precipice from a soul’s malady. 
Countless thoughts streaming on a low frequency, 
racing to finish the others’ 
sentence in a track going round, like a carousel 
with no end, a prisoner I am bound. 
No such release am I privileged to have, 
but to lie there amidst a mindless body 
of whom has long gone at the nights’ summoning. 
A basic bodily function fleeting my existence—frailty at its finest—
leaving me with a peculiar sort of unnatural resistance. 
Chaos ensues a tired soul as a tempest in a sleeping village takes its toll, 
and not until the light of day I see 

that onward 
traveling continues and the demons let me be. 
The days become shorter while the nights carry on, 
no justification, just 
repeated explanation, 
continuous evaluation, 
consuming temptation, 
condemnation… 
but they say carry on, 
unknowing of the inner struggle for which I am only a pawn. 
Alas here we are, we meet again. That shadow, 
the phantom, a silhouette draped in misery’s robes, 
like lust, creeps under the door drenched in lace, overcomes, and prepares to lure… 
It stands there with that crooked smile, 
almost close to touch, my heart to beguile. 
A willow weeps in silence like the woe in me, 
for there is no absolution to be had in this nocturnal hell 
with bars of smoke 
until the dawn returns in the West where my sleep might be awoke.

