DEAR CONCERNED

I am sitting alone. I have been for ages


What makes me think so? Read between the pages.


There is nothing here to learn. Just empty objects.


Incomplete accomplishments to many canceled projects.

 
I do not want to be here. I do not want to walk out.


I must get far beyond this point, to get rid of this doubt.


I feel so restricted. The ghosts are within me.


Ghosts of imprisonment that will not let me be me.


There once was the me I remember of old.


The humor, the mischief, the brazen, the bold.


I approached people with a sense of pride.


Now there is withdrawal and I want to hide.


What is this seclusion?  Why am I so angry?


Is there a cure?  When can I become me?


Someone has passed over me with the help of father time.

   
If I am gone, you know where I went, I will be just fine.

                                            YOURS TRULY

