O-ode!

– a slant rhyme poem by a bruised heart

I think of you all the time

And of what happened in 2009.

You flirted with me and made me shine,

Said I was fine

And made me believe I was one of a kind,

But you lied.

You toyed with me like you do with the rest,

Make us think you’re the best,

See if we stand the test

Of adoring you, loving you, do as you say,

We’re all your prey.

You prefer us underage and blonde,

But really, you’ll have your fun

With everyone.

Afterwards you’re gone

For a while.

Then you grant us a smile

Because you keep us hanging on

In case you need another fix.

Yes, I know your tricks

And your lies and how you get your kicks.

Pretending to be morally superior and becomingly coy

When really you’re just another playboy.

You’re so kind and polite and chummy and warm

As long as the spotlight is on,

But if only your fans knew you the way I do,

Boozing, whoring, lying and wrecking a heart or two,

Not caring shit about who you ruin, too,

They’d be pretty surprised, wouldn’t they?

So why am I drawn to you?
What is it that you do?

Why do I cry

When you make eyes

To other girls and guys?

I tell you why.

You never said goodbye.

For a year or two

You tied me so close to you

That we could never part.

Then you’d had your fun

And you were up and gone,

Leaving me with a bleeding heart.

Tart!

You seduced me in public,

You dumped me in public,

Not caring what happened to my soul.

One day united

The next divided.

You grew cold.

But your pretty face doesn’t wash away your sins,

Although you hide your cruelty behind your wins.

In public you’re the perfect man

But a closer look shows it’s a scam.

You gave me attention, then you took it away.

I was just your prey

Like the others before me,

Like the ones to come,

Like the ones who are on

Now.

Stop fooling the world.

Stop fooling guys and girls

Who love you innocently.

You treat them horribly,

And they don’t know yet

That what they are out to get

Is what you got me:

A heart that is unfree,

A life that is not mine,

But governed by your every whim

No matter how cruel or grim,

Immoral or drunk.

Did you say renegade of funk?
Ha!
I know you are not kind,

But you’re always on my mind.

Damn you!!
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