
      Open End


      

      
      
         Cute, smart and not funny 

Sharp, witty but with no chill 

Man among men yet still a boy 

Wide as the open skies 

I want him to be mine 



Alas it was not to be 

Kind words fall on deaf ears 

Actions that are moral all for vain 

Gestures grand to no avail 

I need him to be mine 



Failure and failure always constant 

Sick love grows into healthy hate 

Tired and depressed with the rejection 

Tall as the open skies are 

It's time to say good bye 
      

      
   