A Mind in Turmoil
My thoughts, a restless tide,
Ever moving, never to hide.
They whirl and spin, in constant flux,
Preventing peace, like unyielding rocks.
They never cease, they never tire,
Denying slumber, like a relentless fire.
Pulling me down, into shadows deep,
My spirits falter, my heart to weep.
In this ceaseless dance, I seek reprieve,
To rest my mind, to find and believe.
A fragment of calm, a whisper of ease,
Not overwhelmed by bygone pleas.
Oh, let this storm within me cease,
Grant me stillness, a moment's peace.
To banish the dark, to quiet the din,
To find serenity, deep within.

