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One wolf, inside, is getting strong, by feeding on the light;
The other one, who seeks the dark, in blindness, tries to bite. 
I used to thrive in darkness, seeking to be numb;
They say the one we feed, will tend to overcome. 
I stopped feeding darkness, when I saw his lies;
He was getting even stronger, eating my insides. 
Taking liberties to weaken me so I couldn't fight;
Now, the other wolf, duplicates the light. 
Since I've been feeding light, I finally feel at ease;
Yet I still feel darkness, his breath is like a breeze.
When light fills every crevace, I feel my muscles building;
I'll never really know, all the things he's shielding. 
As I'm taking in more light, I know I'm getting stronger;
My list of reasons to continue, is slowly getting longer. 
The wolf of light shines brighter, when the dark one goes to sleep;
I must maintain good habits, to support upkeep. 
Though he may lie dormant, darkness hasn't retreated;
One day I'll meet the Source of Light, then he'll be defeated. 
Until that day arrives, whenever he has stirred;
I hope I put more light inside, his eyesight to be blurred. 
Darkness cannot win, when feeding the wolf of light;
I know that in the end, it will be worth the fight. 
