i can’t make you understand how much i wish i could 

throw my voice out over the hills

how much i need to make people notice

i’m right here, i’m not some nameless face
a portrait, discreetly placed

mona lisa interrupted by the bigger, better, badder 

my unalluring colors render me the unattractive one. 

i wish i could bust my frame, puncture my canvas and scream --

i want to be the one you flock to. 

