Stalker

I stumble on your YOUTUBE page when I’m looking for your Twitter
As stalkers and detectives go I am a heavy hitter

I have pried and peaked at your internet bound voice

You pour them into outer space. I soak them up by choice

Is it wrong? I do not know, would you feel violated 

That I have seen things you thought but have never stated 

You know before I asked you to be my friend, every night would see

Me lurking on your Facebook page for what you’d say to me 

I know your favourite colour because I read it there 

There was that video you posted that made me stop and stare 

Traces of us sprinkled around, maybe I imagine them all 

And I see from all your photographs you haven’t got less tall

I am so creepy, I wonder sometimes what you would think of me

If you could know all the ways I search for what I see 

I also checked your Bebo but logged out before I did

Their privacy was strict and it took time to lift the lid 

See I was afraid they would tell, the man that guards the gates,

Someone was in the alleyway, a shadow haunting round your place

But you see the truth is this, I’m longing to be caught

So in my crime you can see all that I have lost 

You can see all the ways that I am bare and cold 

Open from my fingertips so you can see my soul 

My skin is paper thin when I meet you in your gaze 

The clothes I use to guard my secrets seems to fade 

There is no way that I can hide when you really look at me

So any notes uncovered are arrows falling at your feet

I feel I should reveal my sin if we ever get to talk 

I can feel my embarrassment and the way that you might balk 

As I tell you all the lines that I’ve followed from the start

Tracing them along the map as they’re connecting to your heart 

Every little trickle, tributaries from your stream 

So I could paint a picture to liven up my dream 

Would you strike me down for being so obscene?

Or would it be endearing that I am so unclean

Would it be the end before we even take this trip?

Or would you feel my ocean wealth drawing in its grip

