crdckiNg ice

by mid coldbelld

The thrill you get when stepping on cracking ice
Is addictive

Much like the feeling of cheating death

And the feeling of control

But with every crack

It becomes control of life and death

And control of how you choose to live or die
But stepping on cracking ice

Is temporary

fading

And with every step you take

The loss of control is provoking

And the feeling of stepping on cracking ice
Is no longer cheating death

It is provoking it
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