
Trapped 

 

WALKING AND TALKING AS THEY CLIMB THE STAIRS 

NOT A CARE OR CONCERN TO HINDER THEIR GAIT 

THE LUNCH HOUR’S SPENT, THEY RETURN IN PAIRS 

HURRIED, NOW RUSHING NO TIME TO WAIT 

ALONE AND IGNORED I WAIT IN MY CHAIR 

NO ONE TO HELP AS I PONDER MY FATE 

WOULD THAT MY LEGS WOULD SOMEHOW REPAIR 

THE HOLE IN MY HEART I CAN NO LONGER TAKE 

 

 


