Dwellings

The music, eerie

Locked doors, clearly I

Have gone astray, weary

Where I was couldn't stay;

Always fearing, yet here it is

Still no more. . .

Can't think through the anger

As the scene grows stranger yet

I wish, but can't, so

Lock me up with no contact;

The outside world conforms

To my inner nightmares.

The run wreaking havoc

With my dreams; that I cannot

Permit, but oh, then

With a pencil I jot

Down the thoughts that have

Bothered me so.
