My Worst Fears Became Reality

I come from a long line of

 alcoholics, even divorced one.

Their idea of loosening up is to

 hide from reality, drink, relax, fun.

I swore I would never get involved with

 anyone who had a problem with drinking.

Only to discover, not many

shared my way of thinking.

Do I have to look through a crystal

 ball, their past, future, be a mystic.

To find such a person, am I

asking too much, being unrealistic.

Than by the stroke of fate, I 

met that very special someone.

sweet, kind, gentle, not

 just with me but everyone.

I thought I was in

 paradise, only to see.

Wham, a sudden slip, and my 

love fell back to what used to be.

There is no such thing

as the perfect relationship.

For now the romance is over,

 but we still have the friendship.  

I’m not bitter, for alcoholism is an

 illness, I have a compassionate heart.

But I do know that an alcoholic must

come to terms, and do their part.

It’s a journey that I am praying for,

For my love is a very sick person.

Again I am left alone, with a broken 

heart, and alcoholism was the reason. 
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