Love Lost

Wrapped in swaddling clothes

A plentitude of tender hugs and kisses,

A baby’s subconsciousness grows

A hidden mind for later life’s love misses.

When that next cherished newborn arrives,

Estranged from our desired love now lost,

We’re tolerated in our attention getting contrives

Grow in body but the emotional side at cost.

No, remember not the reason for our behavior,

It’s lost in a recessed mind to bitter to recall.

We look to alcohol, sex, or drugs to be our savior,

Motivations pure, we’re just looking for love after all.
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