Reverse

He wants me to do it now
A strange type of control 

Telling you the opposite 

Of what is the goal 

So that I comply 

And I usually do 

Don’t even realise 

The double barrelled two 

Arguing with him 

That but of course 

I would never otherwise 

Until I am hoarse

Until the end of day 

When I am worn down 

I understand that I 

Have torn apart the town
And done the very thing

I swore I never would 

Because it was cloaked 

In opposites of should 

