How do I stem this tide in my mind
That throttles my throat and renders me blind

My breath comes in these short sharp gasps

And I’m pinched in between these tiny clasps 

I’m not supposed to do the thing that  I am 
I know that from the way I shield my hand 

But it costs to much to hide my own heart

So I think I’ll just let it blow apart

As the pieces fall like dust to the floor

I’m full with the strength of what it is to be more
