Depiction

When you glance at me,

What is it that you see?

Do you see me as a son,

Or perhaps as a brother,

Maybe as a friend, or more.

Do you see what is on the outside,

Or does your sight view deeper?

Looking within the person,

Me, standing in front of you.

Can you comprehend,

The complexities of I?

Understand the animosity,

Of such a person?

To you am I an enigma,

Some transverse being?

Never being understood,

Nor wanted to be.

Lost in obscurity,

Bound by loyalty.

Never going farther,

Away than a thought.

Always as close as a touch,

Brushing against your skin.

Fight it harder,

It becomes stronger.

Try to forget,

And I still linger.

I have been found,

And am here to stay.
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