The Aftermath

The Merry-go-round of Sociopathy 

Her pain, her isolation, her loneliness and fear—

how could she know he did not see these things?


For her he felt nothing, knew no empathy, 

or why she dared not love him again.

A child who needed love found not enough 

to fill his desperate abyss. (She tried.)

He studied others, not feeling, but knowing

he could mimic any feeling. He was good.

Two kinds of people pass polygraphs—

the innocent and the sociopath. Both tell their truths.

Damaged, and beyond fear, policemen call them "freaks."

She called him her lover for four long years.

Small boys, badly battered, or seeing loved ones abused, 

become big men, again to batter and abuse. 

Their inheritance!

