Questions

As beautiful melodies turn to strains of anguish,

I ask myself,

How did I fall so far?

And become the one,

for who friendship was not enough.

As night turns to day,

I ask myself,

How did I rise so conceited? 

To feel I deserved,

The love of another, who had already given theirs away.

As day returns to night,

I ask myself,

How do I go on from here?

To find the love,

of another who could love me in return.

As night turns to hell,

I ask myself,

Will I ever be good enough?

Or is there always somebody better? 

