Untitled #4
I won’t be a victim

Trapped by the feigned happiness of

The flowered bars on my walls. 

Full of the belief that I need another’s

Love and approval

Empty

Fears and insecurities like shadowy men

Creeping around outside my window

Waiting for me to try to escape

Waiting for an opportunity to crawl

Inside me

Quiet my voice

Soften my words

Deaden my thoughts

Wrap me is a stiff brocade of conformity

And flaunt me as a trophy

An epitome for servitude and subservience

I am no one’s trophy

My voice will be loud

My words will be harsh

My thoughts will be sharps

I will travel in a nakeness

Symbolic of truth

I will light black fears

And dark insecurities

With the energy of 

A thousand suns—

They will not take me.

