The Battle Within
In the quiet solitude of the night, I again battled the demons in my head, Allowing me to see only death and could not rest in my bed. Though trying to slumber, my thoughts of doubt were claps of thunder, I try and try to quell the demons, but to no avail, it was a blunder.
In the darkness, I find myself engulfed by the shadows of despair, each attempt to rest brings forth a storm of relentless thoughts, claps of thunder reverberating through my mind. My efforts to silence these tormentors seem futile, a blunder in the grand scheme of my nightly struggle.
Yet, within this tumult, I hold onto a glimmer of hope, a prayer that the day will soon break, bringing with it the light that will vanquish the dark. The dawn holds the promise of peace, where the demons that now torment me will be no more, and I can finally find solace in the embrace of daylight.
I can only pray the day begins sooner and then I know the demons that live in my head will be dead. With the first rays of the sun, I envision a world free from the shadows that plague me, a realm where I can find rest and tranquility. The battle within is fierce, but the hope of a new day keeps the flame of resilience burning bright.

