
 

  



 



 





Nate Catterall 
 
You dipped into darkness, 
As though to test l it was cold, 
And I knew right when you shivered, 
You were more scared than you had told, 
These words were a life ring, 
Something to keep your world afloat, 
But against the strength of your nightmare, 
They were a soggy paper boat. 
I don’t know what the blackness told you, 
What wondrous things it tried to give, 
But I watched the light die in your eyes, 
Along with your will to live. 
I screamed your name to pierce the silence, 
But you were too gone to hear, 
Caught somewhere being noticed, 
And wanting to disappear. 
You once said you were scared of darkness, 
But promises pumped through your veins, 
You held your breath and jumped right in. 
 
The nightmare consumed you and you were gone for good, 
Love had disintegrated and hatred began within, 
No memory of the sweet bitter past,  
Just injustice for the years to come, 
No one saw this coming, 
From the light of the small town, 
No-one thought your destiny lay in hell, 
A precious soul wasted at the foot of death itself, 
Another heart turned to ice, 
Frozen due to the lies it told you, 
The nightmare deep within. 
Escaping from the underworld, 
Everything I warned you of, 
Coming to haunt you as it once did to me, 
Nothing can save you now, 
Not from the gates of death, 
That you entered in, 
You knew what was coming, 
Because I had warned you before, 
Not to enter in. 
 
Losing a connection is as if you’ve lost a limb, 
It will never come back, 
Lost forever at the hand of life, 
Lost in your deepest thoughts, 



It can never be replaced, 
Though you think hope that it will return, 
It tragically is irreplaceable, 
No matter the lies they tell you, 
Just remember to never believe, 
The lies they tell or the wishes they’ll grant, 
They aren’t true. 
 
Inner detest escapes outwards, 
Destroying the only good will left, 
It corrupts human kind to a life of iniquity, 
Only a few remain pure hearted, 
Nightmares rule the world and turning sky grey, 
If we don’t fight it we will all die, 
Destroy it fight it and restore tranquillity,  
The will be tough but push through, 
This is a cry for help to all who read this. 
 
You will find hope at the top of the tallest house, 
Hope will be waiting for you as well as life, 
A haven for survivors who escape the plague, 
If you see this I am dead. 
Go help the other miserable souls, 
Don’t let them suffer like me. 
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