Under Wraps

The fear of being hated is killing my soul

I hear what they say and hear nothing at all 

Words are directed at friends and at foes

I look at myself, its anything goes

But I’ve been hated before, I can be hated again

Had words said about me that simmer within

And the daggers I plunge because of this fear

I run from my friends when the danger is near

I abandon them wholly, leave them out in the rain

Because I’ve just escaped, they can deal with their pain

To face myself down, is it the worst that it gets?
When the torrent is over I’m full of regrets

They bubble and swell like a pot on a hob

Like a whirlpool downwards, doing its job

But what I run from is paper and plates

Once it is broken it’s all just erased 

I’m still standing with a penny in my hand

Am I good or am I bad? Do they understand? 

With the evil stamped on the skin of my brain

I keen out a sound, a crying refrain

But the love is all open and consumes me in it

So the sun even shines on the horror of guilt

I deny all my blood, I deny all my bones

Nothing stops the beating of stones

But even this battered and bruised person here

Finds brightness inside and a light that’s so clear

I kneel at my self and the wonder I see

Know that this is all I want to be 

