Cage of Glass

I beat myself against

  this cage of glass.

My wings 

  are soaked in blood.

Who will pick out the shards

  that remain in my feathers?

Who will open the door

  and let me free to fly?

Save me.

  Oh, please save me,

I’m trapped.

  I am locked within.

Clear are the walls,

  and I can see out.

Who can see in,

  past all that is stained red?

