Feeding the Hand That Bites You

You know the truth

Even if you don't see it

Sweet words twisted

Sharp words thrown

Happiness and hatred, hand in hand

Old memories, kept in a tin

Never hurting on purpose

All this meant something once

I guess it still does

Slowly, I reach out

To be burned again

I thought I could help you

Lost in the past

Left on a shelf

Led by a kind of

Optimistic masochism

Voices tease me at night

Encouraging me to forget you

Yet I know I'll keep trying

Offering you that hand

Until it kills me

