Imminent Whiplash

Hooked on a drug that separates my lives
By restricting my dreams to the night.
But despite the success of the little white pills,
Sleep is still the villain I fight

It's been more than five years since my duality ruled
And I like to think "I" am now the dictator
But sadly the power just rests in the powder
It rocks and contorts; a manipulator

Every day when I wake I instantly bow
To the rules of my chemical liberator,
To avoid slipping into dreams mid thought,
Sentence, or step, I consume one tiny savior.

My mind is clear and my ideas uninterrupted
While my blood is thick with the stimulator.
Thus I am tricked by the energy that pulses
And I forget that my "cure" is just a regulator

Then my stomach growls, like a primitive warning;
A sign of my imminent crash.
My "god" disappears, and I am left sobbing,
And useless. Ritalin whiplash .

Every month I am forced to return
To grovel for more medication
Like an addict so low that she will sell her body
To subsidize a drug induced elevation.

The hoops that they make me jump
Feel lined and filled with flames
Which feed the guilt and fear of dependence
That arc players of endless internal games

I am addicted to the sensation of living;
Afraid to ever fall
Yet equally afraid
That I'm drugged for no reason at all.
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