Bare With Me

When you were little, you

 held me up on a pedestal.

I couldn't do anything

wrong, nothing at all.

Now you are grown up,

with children of your own.

And there are times I feel

helpless and so all alone.

We don't always see eye to 

eye, yet the love is still there.

And everything I do or don't

 do, is because I am scared. 

Our disagreements have been

 many, there is a long list.

Bare with me, my child, we

shall get through all of this. 
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