What a Ghostly Scene

=
I feel the ghost of your arms wrap ‘round me 
In the mirror, you look how I used to. 
Flesh between your teeth, you bite into me, 
Like the sunset, here, I blur into you.

You push me into your buried warmth. 
There is an eerie way to how you haunt.
I try to run so far, but yet this path,
Will always bring me back to you, to taunt.

And to be shown kindness is so farfetch'd, 
Still I bury you with the bear from back then.
I brush your hair, my hair, from our forehead
Knotted with memories held from within. 

You force me to rot in this idle truth,
Carry the burden brought on from our youth. 
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