Blackness

Why do I always feel like I am wrong
And there’s a part of my soul that doesn’t belong

Paints my words blacks and the thoughts in my head 

When perfectly good is what it seems instead 

Beautiful places that are jarred with my hate 

My own anger ball makes me irate 

Shouting words out that I mean when I say 

But I look at them and they have their own way 

They have their wisdom that is not mine 

They have their own way to spend their time 

So why in frustration am I shouting accusations 

When it fills me with only shameful sensations

If it’s not right for me then it’s not right 

I don’t need approval to follow the light 

I don’t need to be held high in their eyes 

To do what I have to to throw out my tries 

I know better I say to myself 

How wrong they are, how bad for my health 

My venom is painted in black on the wall 

I don’t know why I do it at all 

