Jumping Down Her Throat

Why do I have to act so much like a dick 
Selfish intentions, insufferable prick

I just can’t help it, it falls from my mouth

And in the moment of fear, I go with the doubt

I cling to the way that is proven for sure

To hell with the other, I’m safe at this door

I grasp and hold tight to my pride and I’m vain

Make others explode by my deafening refrain 

Solid in shoes, I don’t move my feet

When others say go, I say move to my beat

Do what I say, pick up, chop, chop 

And that’s when the mask just starts to drop 

I want my own way, if I don’t get it I’m mad

Rather be their object than leave open my bad 

Don’t want hands open, don’t want eyes to stare

A little corner of closeness, get away from there

This is my domain, it’s not yours to choose

And when it is mine I don’t ever lose

Stand my ground Sundays as I just let you leave

The weight in my body as my chest starts to heave

I cannot say sorry because in truth I am not 

For fuelling the flame the result that I’ve got

I don’t want to hand my daydream to you

Want it in my palm, uncomfortable to lose

So bygones be gone, you move to me

If you think I am nice then wake up and see

I have to say I’m not sorry for not handing it to her

She rushes atop and its all of a whirr

The movement is steady and its invisible I am

As she tramples the leaves I hold in my hand 

I cling to my bed, excite madness in her 

The result that I get, anger I deserve 

Apologies don’t fall, I’m not sorry in my heart

That I don’t hold out shreds to be ripped apart 

Feels like a teddy that I grasp to my chest

My arms are both curled and in it I rest

Burrowing deep into the warmth that it gives
A life of my own, a secret world lives

Bursting on through and walking downtown

Strangers look menacing when I’m in my nightgown 

What am I guarding, this secret I keep 

That shivers my bones and jumps me in my sleep 

I bite and I snarl and I ward beasts away

From a sliver of safety I hang onto today 

Protectorate given my own little place

So scared they’ll use it as something to deface

Moody and grumpy as I brood in my eyes

I’m proud to be this, not less I surmise

I revel in sin and in battering homes 

Love taking stock and then throwing stones

A small patch of garden with flowers in the soil 

You don’t see the petals as they start to uncoil 

You don’t sense the softness or the depth that I feel 

When I rake up the ground as in dirt I kneel 

I don’t want to be anyone but the person I am 

This place keeps me warm and roots grow through the sand
Burrow into my feet and up through my legs 

So I feel like a tree blowing in the wind’s dregs

Slide back and forth I don’t care what you think

If this isn’t your fountain you don’t have to drink 

This space is my home, a bubble of time 

Walk to the bars, pay debts for my crime

