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Loving Pains
How many times have we been here before?

I come up here but just stand at your door.

I get nervous from looking through that glass,

And it always ends up as a farce.

I said, “Hello!”

You said, “Good-bye!”

I came to show,

But you went to fly.

Beginning to speak, 

I sound like a freak,

You wish, you try, you wish to try,

But I cause you to speak and to lie.

I leave abruptly without any subtlety,

You stand there eyes fixed, with emotions mixed.

It should not have happened right there, right then,

But I can blame no one else for our wish to condemn.

