After the fight

This is a poem about a guy I knew

Watch out for him ‘cause he’ll fuck you over too

How do you like the way we’re doing now?

You’ve hung up on me, go ahead, take a bow

For all the fame and fortune you seek

I believe some of your character you’ve managed to leak

Whatever happened to honesty, integrity, and truth?

Are they gone like the dreams of your scarred youth? 

How could I be so stupid to fall for one so sour?

and now I’ll sit here sobbing hour after hour

I feel like there’s a knot of doom deep inside

But what the Hell do you care? You only believe in lies.

Why is everyone else so right

and why do we constantly have to fight?

Sometimes I hold back just to get out of a stitch

But fuck that because I end up being the bitch!

You claim you’ve got nothing to learn,

Oh right because being just like you is what we all fuckin’ yearn!!

Get off your high horse and into real life

Yeah right, a bastard like you would ever deserve me as your wife!

I wish this first heartbreak didn’t hurt so bad

But that means I wish I’d never fallen in love so mad

Thank God you’ve taught me shit you don’t even know-

that life’s about more than just status and dough;

and qualities I’d like in the man I eventually marry

who won’t be someone rude and condescending, adding to the daily burden I carry.

Some man who doesn’t think with his dick,

a gentleman who doesn’t make me feel like a trick

whenever we get intimate or close,

a man who’ll hold and kiss me for being me to the most.

I need an educated man who respects a woman’s brain,

one who doesn’t lack the maturity to face up to pain. 

I keep telling myself I don’t want to marry into your shit,

running the risk of me or my children getting hit

To say you love me is such an easy thing,

but do you love me enough to give me a ring?

Because I kinda feel like you just want to fuck

in which case I refuse to be your sitting duck.

You fell in love with something about me at sometime,

but lately I only feel like giving love to you was my crime.

I wear my heart out on my sleeve just so you know

and you came along and stole it, hitting me with one low blow.

I have put my all into you

and if you can’t reciprocate, my Love

I just don’t know what else to do.

I still want to leave myself an escape door,

as if I should give you the satisfaction of coming back for more!

You drink too much and you’ve become a cheap prick,

to think I’d considered accepting your dick!

What was I thinking? Lord I don’t know

for as many times as you made me feel stupid and low. 

Apparently this is not a healthy relationship 

and I need to face reality and get a grip.

There’s nothing I can do now to change you-

You’ll always be the dishonest stealing bastard I know.

You have so much potential locked deep down inside,

perhaps your next girlfriend will unlock it after you ride.

Tell me when the caring, loving, protective man comes back out

you know, the one who’d never cause my tears, sorrow, or doubt.

My dear, regarding love I hope I’ve taught you somethin’

Something beyond what you’ll use to get your next bumpin’

Like some intelligent thought you’ll gain with maturity and time,

causing you to look at me wistfully and once again wish you were mine.

