Remorse in such memories

Their just blurred scenes

      Exaggerated moments

Blown out of proportion

Nostalgic and faded

When you were innocent

It felt so real

Childhood shapes your future

                 Who will I be?

This was me

This is how I turned out

Not like you thought

But I think I knew all along

Events and things she never could control

Flood my subconsiouce

Manifest into livelihood

Remember and smile vaguely

Remember and wish it was different

But scarred anyway

If it feels so wrong 

Then it will be right later

This is what he loved

And now I cant let it go

I am what she loves

And I try to pry free

I know all the words

But I cant sing aloud

Familiar sights

Long pushed away

Shoved back in my face

Used to read it to make you laf

Now makes me giggle to look again

See past what I only saw before

And I’ve turned into something more

Last time I saw this I was with you

…… I still don’t know what he says…..

trying to walk down that same old road again

just to make me better again

but the dirt road’s been paved

and it seems I never really left my path

if I turn and look behind me

all I see is a mirage

a small child

flying in the woods

oblivious to the scandals

public suicides and worry

blow-jobs and car chases

courtrooms and hate

pure innocence dies

as time marches on

and here I am

the same small baby 

but so much more

its scary.

I  keep going..

….

