SHADOW OF MORTALITY DESCENDING

Emotional quicksand!

Where is the branch

To save myself?

All the ropes thrown

Turn into nooses

Strangling inconsistencies

Writhe with fangs

Bared to bite

At the jugular 

Of aspirations

Predators with habits

In their eyes

Burning resolution

Like a laser lobotomy

Injecting vicarious venom

Of delusions of happiness

Mock each grain

As it predictably

Engulfs the lungs

Of youthful ambition

Drowning in thirst quenching water

Ambition freezes as

One’s whole life flashes

On fast forward

Shoulds

Coulds

Woulds 

Like tines on a pitchfork

Spear

Accomplishments

Fulfilled ambitions

Plans

And turn them to ashes

Growing cold on the grate of fear.
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