Blood in the Keyboard
I let myself go, 

Slipping deeper than normal

Letting the pain and thoughts over take me

I let the blood drip off my finger tips, 

Into “My Drug” 

The computer that given me joy

Brought me into homes of many

Now sits on my desk, 

And mocks me,

Laughing at me,

As a dealer 

Laughs at a junky, he has hooked

I let my live blood leave slowly

Dripping into the keys 

Of this damned thing

That brought me 

To the closest things to happiness

Until I am meet in person,

Then as always,

That changes…

The truth, no matter how much

I try to remain the real me on it

Comes out, 

And I am found out,

And I am left bleeding

Left alone

To come to back

Begging for one more chance

Only to be laughed at

As it gives me another taste,

Then again the truth comes full circle,

And I am again alone,

Why should I think 

I am anything but to be alone

People that know me out of this box

Know I am updateable

Why would people in this box

Once seeing all of me, 

Think any different.

They don’t

So I go on

Wanting something I can never have

