BRUTALLY MARKED


Who am I that no one listens
....to my weary heart?
I give it all and it is carelessly handled.
I give, and get so little in return.
A glance is too much to ask for
I search long and short
no real response.
Only empty implications.
This heart wont last,
weary from these seven long years.
Time is marked and it has marked me,
brutally marked me.
Alone another night.
Where are they?
Same as before.
 


