What She Can Not Have

By Consy

I look to the child sleeping in my bed, and frown. I have been kept awake by the child, who I am babysitting. She sleeps innocently on, unaware of my gaze upon her. I rise and stand by the door, watching her again. Children are amazing gifts, I think to myself feeling pure happiness in that moment, few more seconds pass and that happiness is gone replaced with sadness and depression.  I have to look away, I can not bare to look any longer, there comes a feeling of sadness and pain in knowing what I can not have; children. 

