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	how can you expect to rise out of the depths with anchors shackled to your ankles? 

	-swim 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	like a tree 

	my roots  run deep and 

	no matter how hard you push 

	i shall hold my ground  

	-life 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	            i spent the entire morning 

	wishing you were gone

	 the night brought you back 

	somewhere in the middle 

	my heart stays beating 

	-alive 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	i walk around carrying luggage 

	thinking one day i will find 

	a home 

	-shelter 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	my heart yearns for the day 

	when sisters will use their hands 

	to lift each other up 

	instead of using their words 

	to tear each other down 

	-support your fellow sister

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	they told her  

	she needed to find a knight 

	when all she needed was 

	to find a sword 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	she watches what you do 

	after what you say 

	before her heart decides to 

	go or stay 

	-show your love to her 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	why do you dance alone 

	 he asked 

	because i have found self love 

	i said 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	why do you cut yourself with the blade 

	my body cries 

	because the wounds i slice into my body heal

	much quicker than the words they have

	carved into my mind 

	I tell her 

	 -self-harm 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	the relation between daughter and father is 

	like that between wind and grass 

	the grass must bend

	when the wind blows across it 

	-i love you father 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	imagine if people came with exit signs 

	like movie theaters 

	instead of running around falling 

	and looking madly for the nearest exits 

	we would know where to go before 

	the fires consumed us 

	leaving us scarred 

	for 

	life 

	-exit signs 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	first  

	you must be the worm 

	before you could be 

	the butterfly 

	-maturation comes with time 
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	i should have left when your words struck me like fists to my lungs but I stayed thinking you would change how foolish was I to think a zebra can change its stripes when it was born this way 

	-zebra 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	this evening 

	i told the mexican deliveryman  

	what i’d do to you and he said 
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