Desperation 

All this misguided anger,

Is it even real.

Feeling those things,

Would be nice.

To know the release,

Of anger, rage, hurt.

But you know,

None of these things.

You pretend to,

Craving attention with each letter.

Hoping that your words,

Strike a cord in some heart.

Making them reach out,

In pity or despair.

Yet no hands reach up,

Offering you assistance.

You pretend to fall,

Deeper and deeper into darkness.

But the real pain,

Has yet to set in.

The pain of realization.

Knowing you were wrong,

Your judgments fiercely skewed.

Opening your eyes to the truth,

Seeing what was there the whole time.

Now you know pain,

You can feel what you thought you knew.

Taking it all back would be nice,

This misguided angst.
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