Depression

It can strike

Without warning

Like the 

Smack of

Cold

Soul searing

Cold

When the 

Morgue

Door

Opens wide

Inviting

Sometimes

It creeps in

Like a parasite

Worming

Through

The bowel

Metastasizing

Chemical imbalance

Until it 

Settles, malignant

In the crevices 

Of the mind

Mostly

It’s always

There

Just hidden

Better

Some days

Than others

Concealed 

By a 

Smile

Cocooned in

Camouflage

