A Poem of the transsexual poet.

Alone he writes his poetry

Of what life used to be

In his mind a funny little thing

A tail if anything.

Scribed on cement is a name

Of his, “Oh what it used to be.”

Now of his new thing in his -

A new name scribed in cement

Outside his window cars go by

People think as people do

People wonder what people do

About how a man can discover

A world without a world.

There’s a scream inside all of us

A child who wants to be free

It is our duty to bound and gag her

Or else someday she may change your mind

About you.

Fear her as you may as well know

She’s an awful poet and it really goes to show

To be one thing is one thing different all together

But to be with another is a life all unto its own.

Enjoy smiles and pleasant grimaces

Enjoy time shared with another

It is all you need and all you want

It is an apple of wisdom inside you

That taunts.

