In your memory								By John Stackpoole

A nightmare was your first choice; 
A dream that you could not be awakened.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Lost in a maze with every corner showcasing a picture,
A picture of me that spikes a pain like a thorn in your side.
Tears flying down your eyes like waterfalls crashing,
Your chest blasting violently like a volcano screaming,
And your heart wanting to burst out to breath and feel the cool breeze.
Then a jagged fish hook pinches deep into your shoulder;
It drags you back relentlessly as you spike your nails into the ground.
Yelling and screaming Gods name for some type of release
Yet there was nothing, but my shadow devouring your heart.
You shiver in your seat, awakening from the daydream.
Eyes darting all around; friends about and the sun beaming.
A wave of relief showers over you as you relish in your freedom.
You smile, enlightening the world with its beauty;
Only a moment, returning to your life without me.
And I am left with those constricting thoughts, choking me.
I saw what form I had taken to you.
I saw what you will always remember with a bright light.
Something so distant, so strange, so alien;
A realization that steals my dreams and leaves me with cold sweat,
Consumes my thoughts and leaves me boneless,
Binds my strength and leaves me flightless,
And dissembles my hope and leaves me scatter in pieces. 
In your memory; a nightmare is what I will always be.
  
