Pain 

When you have pain 
You take it with you everywhere

And it meets everyone 

That you meet 

Colours them with a spectrum

That may not exist 

But the night is so dark 

You can’t see through the mist

To see what’s really going on 

And if they are what you see 

Or just the shadows 

Playing back on you 

Everywhere it smiles 

That person bears the weight 

Of something that was done to you 

Or something that you did 

Years ago 

And they become

Your tormentor 

A living symbol 

Of the hurt 

And a bullseye 

To aim at 

To fix everything 

Because if you could 

With this one here before you 

Then everything will be alright

Problem solved 

Resolved 

But they never behave the way you would like 

Because you’re wondering 

About this pain 

And them 

And what they’re at 

And do they not know 

Do they not see

But it isn’t them 

It is long ago 

Living 

In you 

Distorts the picture 

Until caricatures 

Are all you see 

And most of all the one 

In the mirror 

A gruesome shape

That belies you 

Half-truths you 

Plays with your soul 

Your incomprehensible soul 

And reduces it 

To a finite fall 

Outlining a body, only
Hewn 

Like permanence 

Like reality 

Until you believe 

That yes 

I am this 

Small 

Confined 

Withered 

Only this 

Horror upon horror 

But it is not you 

And it is not them 

It is long ago 

And only pain 

Don’t believe in its descriptions 

Or it’s elaborate ploys  

But it is cunning 

I will give you that 

And intricately smart 

Woven patterns you can’t escape

Or feels so at the time 

And may trick you once 

But twice? 

Long ago I left you 

And so I come back to be 

Here for you and listening 

To what you would have me hear 

Whisper sweet child 

Whisper your worries to me 

And fall upon my chest 

Exhausted 

No more 

