
A waisted life

You reach for me, I won't move. Your glazed eyes beg for understanding what I can't give. Your
mouth is speaking words, which I don't believe.  It kills me see you now, you are not the one I
knew. The monster has strong hold on you, it calls for you, over  and over again.  I can't help
you from yourself. Not from the monster  you have created.  We both know we have lost, this
endless battle.
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