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Truthful Realisation
Standing at your window pane 

I try to stop going insane.

Looking through the cracked glass door, 

I see my reflection and its flaws.

I try, I try, I believe I can fly, 

But then I stop and drop with a sigh.

“Help me,” I cry, “Save me,” I shout.

My heart pumps slow and my fists lack clout.

The efforts weren’t there, neither the rewards.

I turn away and let you close the doors.

The hole in the wall has been filled with cement, 

My morale drops lower than it’s meant.

I searched for you but I lost my feet,

And that’s when I realised I was never your sweet.

My life has changed;

I now stand here sane.

Although your face still lingers here in my mind,

You are no longer what my heart longs to find.

