Helpless

I watch my life pass. My hands are bound. 

My feet are planted firmly to the ground.

Helpless to stop a collision course,

Unable to secure my pain from the source.

For years I have struggled to justify my gain.

Ignoring the hurt never considering her pain.

Now at a time when I can finally see clear,

It may be too late, too late to steer.

I am her true life, her day, she my night,

But the fantasy she has enjoyed grips her tight.

Can I hope to open her eyes so she may see the light?

Will she ever see clearly what is truly right?

