Is There a Reason? 


The looking glass reflects it all.

The emotions are revealed.

You have unzipped my soul.

It pours out like a cascading waterfall.

The pain inside is unbearable.

My hands are shaking.

You will never know the pain you cause me.

That familiar flutter has returned.

My stomach has returned to that knot of anxiety.

Why do you persist?

What drives you on?

The way I felt about you changed.

Do you still feel the same?

You have shattered my cage of glass.

You leave me free to drudge in remorse.

I turn my head, avoiding your gaze,

     but you are forever looking upon me.

When will this end?

Do you not know the wounds you have inflicted upon me?

The gouges are deep, 

     and they unleash my feelings to roam about me.

They walk across my face for all to see.

But you pay no heed.

What drives you on?

