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Epistle of Dejection: An Ode
Dr. A. Arun Daves

Each time I see the aggravation in your eyes,
A little piece of my heart smells like a dead piece.
Regardless of how hard and how regularly you attempt,
All I appear to do is make you cry.

You peril so a lot and take such risk
To share your heart and your sentiments.
You share your deepest desires and fears
Also, let me in to all that is cherished.

All I appear to do is be mean and cold,
To neglect to love, neglect to hold.
I appear to neglect to put you first.
You put your best foot forward; I am my most exceedingly terrible.

My mouth goes against my heart.
My activities and musings so far separated.
I love you with all aspects of me,
However, act so brutal and neglectfully.

I long for you the entire evening and day
Also, hold tight every word you say,
However, all you see is childishness and egotism,
Relaxed contempt and obliviousness.

Supposition and judgment and everything's a test.
Regardless you do, you're in every case second best.
Regardless of how diligently you attempt, it's rarely enough.
I never hear your protestations of affection.
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I say I love you and esteem our fantasies in general,
However, go about as though I can't hear your shouts
Of need and need and solidness and trust.
My arrangements never appear, my guarantees rust.

I shout at myself at how inept I am
For taking a chance with your affection, for taking a chance with your hand,
What's more, I implore each day that you won't ever see
That I want you an excess me.

I open up to dejection about my deepest feelings and my spirit to you
To say sorry for what I did and for what I do.
I have no good reasons and stow away no more.
Everything I can offer is my adoration for evermore.
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