I sometimes can’t figure out if I’m an angel who’s pretending to be bad  or a demon who’s pretending to be good. I tightrope down a yin yang afraid to choose a side. 
I flip my mind like a coin, always praying that it lands on heads.  I use my brain like a toolbox.  
My hands have been stitched with blisters. My skin breaking up like couples after they marry.  
This burden becomes way too much to carry. So I break.
It’s hard to have your feet on the ground while having the world on your shoulders at the same time.
I hide messages in flames, so the knowledge can get passed down like a torch. 
There is a dark energy that I became best friends with.  It lurked deep inside my history. I called him Pain.  When somebody I loved passed away…He would show up. 
When I broke up with my girlfriend….He was the first one there.   
When I was abandoned by all the people who I thought were my friends….He was always there for me.  The only person that cared for me.  
There is a bright energy that I became best friends with. It lurks deep inside my future.  I call her Love. When I wanted to get away from Pain, she was the only one who could make it happen.  
When I wanted my tears to smile as they fell, her presence made it possible.  
She was always there for me. The only person that cared for me.
So as I clash between my past and my future, I find myself here…Right now..
Screaming GOD.  Why would you place these 2 souls in the same body!?
Quarreling within myself. Fighting against each other. Confused on which side to choose
………..
………………..
……………………..
I then realized that I’m not tight roping the middle of the yin yang.
I’m holding the 2 pieces….together
