So Real 

I am so surprised I haven’t torn your head off by now
Because I feel like a wild animal 

And I wonder how in the hell 

It is contained 

I feel the ripples of it when I see your face 

And am mesmerised 

Yet I do not attack 

But feel it all the while 

And cannot understand how you are unharmed

How you can walk the ground with me unfettered 

I expect at any moment to lash out 

To make you pay 

But so far it hasn’t come and you have been safe 

From me and all my quaking anger 

How could this be?
Because it is so real 

Wrote this about feeling kind of left behind and forgotten, and just feeling like I am about to tear someone’s head off, but at the same time I haven’t done it. And I’m so surprised. I keep expecting it and am kind of mystified as to why I haven’t, when I feel so much inside. 

