
“Open Legs, Open Mind”  
 
When I wear heels and shorts I want people to notice my legs 
But I go to school because I want people to notice my mind 
 
Right now people are very interested in my legs and my mind.  
Open Mind, Open Legs 
Count 1,2,3,4 
 
I have boys and girls and friends and crushes 
I have people who want to take me on dates 
And buy me mozzarella 
And read my poetry.  
 
I have girls who give me rings and boys who pull my hair and boys who cry and 
boys who’s smiles make my entire day  
 
I have dresses and shorts and insecurities and 15 extra pounds and a lot of coffee 
 
I have old music and boy bands and flirting 
I have a doctor who wallet and two shoes sitting on my desk as if that’s where 
they belong 
 
I have anger and hatred and a history of getting my heart broken 
I have extreme sensitivity and a fear of choosing the wrong path 
I have a tendency to jump on feelings without thinking them through 
 
I have a crush on a man who at least knows my name while I kiss someone else 
before I go to bed 
 
I have a tendency to think that nobody actually wants to hear what I have to say 
And nobody has bought my book 
None of my friends have bought my book 
And I speak on the issues that matter 
But my audience is small compared to those that go to see the things that make 
you laugh 
 
And I spend most nights panicking a bit  
And I wear wireless headphones so I don’t drop my phone on the tracks  
 
I hear the sounds of other people’s hearts beating and I desperately don’t want to 
break them but they feel like glass and I don’t know where that leaves me 
 



I hear the sounds of other people speaking but their voices sound caught and I 
don’t want to break through the screen to hear the truth 
 
“Open Legs, Open Mind” 
 
I am getting into fights and acting out 
Because I don’t know who I am 
I am scared of tomorrow 
I am scared of next month 
And next year 
And I’m scared of what he has to say 
 
I am committed to no one 
But feel committed to the world 
1,2,3,4 
count them all day long 
 
I feel like a broken record  
Repeating the same mistakes with different people 
I always end every relationship  
I always end every friendship 
I am the one who chooses to kick people out of my life 
So why do I do it 
When am  I right 
How many people have I hurt 
How many people deserved it 
 
 
Open Mind, Open Legs.  
Keep them wishing 
Keep yourself wanting 
Loving 
Hating 
Thinking 
Contemplating 
High heels and short shorts  
Two degrees and a broken heart  
Make my decision easy. 
Choose me. 
 
 
 
 



 

 “I and Love and You”  
 
He told me he loved me. And I find it so interesting that he could say he loved me and then 
kiss her.  
I find it so very interesting that she could text me about the feelings she had for him 
If only she knew 
If only he knew 
 
He told me he loved me. And I find it so interesting that he could say he loved me and then 
not talk to me for weeks.  
I find it very interesting that one could go such a long time without talking to the person 
they loved.  
Because when I love… 
 
When I love, it’s hard to eat because I get butterflies that flutter so hard inside me that the 
walls of my stomach are too full for food 
 
When I love, it’s hard to sleep because not having the person I love beside me is like having 
a phantom limb: and sometimes you reach towards it expecting it there and the fact that it’s 
missing tears your soul into six different dimensions.  
 
When I love, the colors are brighter and the music is softer. When I love, the rain feels like a 
gift and everything smells like morning dew.  
 
When I love, the sky is always baby blue – my favorite color. When I love, black coffee 
tastes sweet and I sing in the shower and I laugh like I have to fill an entire universe with the 
sound of my voice.  
 
When I love, I love with my soul.  
 
Your love is on the surface. You love the idea of me, the concept of me. Holding hands can 
be a dance and first kisses can take your breath away, but those things are the happy things. 
You stay away when I’m sick, and you leave when I’m sad. You don’t ask about my mom, 
and you don’t look at me like I’m the world. With your love, the colors stay the same and 
black coffee is still bitter and the music is just as loud and everything smells the way they 
always smell.  
 
“I love you” 
  
I don’t doubt that you think you do 
You love on the surface: on the hands, on the touch, on the kiss 
But you don’t love in your soul  
Because if you did  
You wouldn’t have kissed her.  
And I would still be in love with you.  
 



 

Beginning of the Maze 
 
It’s absolutely not numbness. Numbness would be a gift, a lack of feeling would be a…   
Godsend.  
No.  
You feel everything 
And you feel it fast.  
You cry through the sweaters that you wear to cover up the body you have scarred 
And crying isn’t just tears 
It’s dancing rain across your soul 
It’s hot sadness running through your fingers 
It’s angry  
It’s loud 
 
I spend the day trying to feel okay 
Old cartoons and uplifting music are my temporary fix 
But when I’m alone, even for a second 
I can’t hold myself together  
And the burning tears fall from my face 
Whether it’s a bathroom 
Or a hallway 
An elevator 
My room 
 
I feel like I’ve entered a maze with no escape 
And even though I’ve walked it a million times 
I can’t remember why I entered at all.  
I watch the trees die 
And the coldness spread 
And the blankets of sadness sweep over the sea of roses in front of me 
 
I don’t think I have anyone on my team 
Anyone to help boost me up 
My best friend lives too far away to detect the grey I feel  
And those around me seem to have left me behind 
I need a fixture 
Something to change 
Something to be  
I need 
Something.  
Food has lost its taste 
Kisses have lost butterflies 
Touch has lost its electricity 
 
I need to be okay 
I want to be okay 



But I’m sitting in my shower too scared to leave the heat  
Because the coldness of the outside makes my whole body freeze in a desperate kind of 
sadness  
 
Tell me it’s okay 
Tell me it’s okay 
Tell me it’s going to be okay 
Because  
What if it’s not? 
What the fuck happens if it’s not okay 
Who will I be? 
What will I be? 
What will my parents think? 
What will my mother do? 
Who have I become? 
Why am I… 
Why? 
 
Teach me to swim in ocean clear as day instead of mugging through the muddy river to 
display a foreign affection to the world that turned its back 
 
Teach me to dance in the rain because the sunlight is too strong and too hot for my body to 
turn the way that dancing begs me to  
 
Teach me to laugh with my body and not my voice because laughing can change an entire 
day in 5 seconds flat 
 
Teach me to learn to be okay alone because whether or not solitude is something that I aim 
for it is something that finds me and swallows me whole 
 
Teach me to breathe.  
 
I can be the person that I long to be 
If you’ll be the person you promised to be 
I don’t mind if you take up the entire light 
As long as you’re willing to watch me freeze in the night time  
As long as you’re willing to watch me slowly change 
Do whatever you want 
But if you want me to thaw 
And breathe  
And be 
Then jump out of the light 
Share it 
Love it  
Take care of it and me 
Because I can’t stand to keep freezing 
In a broken maze  
With no understanding  



 
 

Social Constructs  
 
Six years old  
Playing games of “house”  
What’s that about?  
Why, as a child, do you long to be older?  
Where the world becomes so much colder  
Why do you want to grow up?  
Does society tell you to?  
Or is it all you,   
Biologically,   
Do you want to be free?  
Want to independently  
Start the beginning of life  
Which isn’t the second you are born  
But the second that you step outside the lines that are drawn for you and see what  
You can do  
 
Just because someone says   
Don’t do that  
Doesn’t mean you have to obey  
You have a say  
In who you are  
And the world constantly tells you   
To grow the fuck up  
And be an adult  
What defines an adult?  
 
Are you an adult  
Because you pay bills  
Because you get chills  
When you think of your child sad or hurt  
And yet the words that you use push them down in the dirt  
And make them feel small  
And unreal  
Because you tell them how to feel  
Because everyone wants to put you in a box  
A square box  
That fits in to the way the world wants you to be  
 
But that’s just not me  
I’ve never fit into the crowd  
I’ve always been loud  
Always been proud  
Always stood out  



So what is it that makes you want to shrink me down?  
Throw me around  
And place me in this constructed concept that society claims is right  
I’m here to  
Fight   
Against that thought  
That you brought  
To the table  
 
Because I’m too colorful to fit into a construct  
Society’s too fucked  
To tear me down  
To show me who I should be  
I could be one hundred and three 
And I’ll still sing songs on the street  
And dance around people I meet   
And face the fire that comes with the heat  
Because no matter what you say about me  
I don’t fit in with society  
I’m too sexual   
Too obscure  
Too different  
Too demure  
Too fat  
And “not that pretty”  
And living in a big-ass city  
And no matter what I do  
No matter who I am to you  
 
I won’t apologize for not growing up  
I won’t apologize for not fitting in  
And being comfortable in my own skin.   
I won’t apologize for what I believe  
I won’t apologize if I choose to leave  
I won’t apologize for what I retrieved   
From your boxes   
And order  
And crap that you throw  
Or the things that you claim to know.   
I won’t apologize for mistakes that I made  
Because the past doesn’t dig my grave  
I won’t apologize for the way you make me feel  
Because feelings are valid and real  
And I won’t apologize for anything that the future may hold  
Because no one ever changed the world without being bold  
No one ever stopped time by standing still   
No one ever broke a construct without having a thrill  
 



And the next time you tell me it’s wrong  
And I know society told you so  
I want you to know  
That if we always listened to society  
Blacks, Jews, Romani, Muslims, and gays would never be free  
We’d be controlled by a different country  
And we’d have cut down every tree  
We’d never advance  
We’d never grow  
We’d never change  
We’d never know   
And the cycle of life would end  
And we would always pretend  
To be happy   
Without having a say in anything we do   
Does that sound like a utopia to you?  
Because it doesn’t to me  
I’d rather be free and wrong  
Than trapped and right.  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
When the World Turns the Wrong Way 
  

The world is falling apart 
Terrorists are bombing 
Earthquakes are destroying 
Tsunamis are covering 
Racism is spreading heat over hearts like a broken wildfire  
Terrorism is spreading ice over bodies like snowflakes take over fingertips  
And everybody keeps screaming “Kill Them All”  
 
Terror spreads like a plague in the heart of those affected 
And hatred grows in the eyes of the observer 
War strikes upon War  
And we discuss the need of World War III 
As if it’s no hidden concept 
Or a necessary evil 
 
I hear talk as if people, individuals, know the way to solve the world 
Know the way to fix the world 
"To Kill Millions More" 
To choose fire against fire 
 
The problem with adding fire to a fire 
Is the fire grows 
And more terror is plagued in the hearts of the innocent 
And more hatred grows in the eyes of the observers  
And then more fire is added 
It’s an evil circle 
A ring of fire 
A ring of hatred 
A ring of dead bodies circulating the earth 
Humanity dead on the ground 
As I watch the men who killed them  
Walk over the bodies  
As if it is the floor 
And I ask for no more 
But the screams keep ringing in my ears 
And the blood of the innocent  
Is on my hands 
And I can’t get the red away 
 
No matter how many sit-ins I plan 
No matter how many protests I attend 
No matter how much I lose my voice 
No matter how much I try 
And break 

  



And cry 
And think 
And wonder 
And fight 
And run 
There are still hundreds of thousands dead 
 
The world is turning apart 
And I’m losing my heart  
To the fear 
And I’m sad 
I’m so sad 
Because so many are dead 
And so many are fighting 
And people keep wanting to kill 
And nobody seems to be calm 
And nobody wants to love 
And the world is turning and turning and turning 
But not the right way 
It’s backwards 
And upside down 
It’s confused and it’s broken 
And a war is afoot 
And I will be the generation that has to deal with it. 
 
The world is stained in red 
And the blue is turning black 
And the hearts are being ripped out 
But there’s nothing else to expect 
Because the world is slowly wilting 
And dying 
And destroying 
because that is what happens 
When the World Turns the Wrong Way.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Learning to Love  
 
Love Yourself 
Take yourself on dates 
Good dates 
Read yourself poems 
Relevant poems 
Listen to new music 
 
Buy yourself chocolate  
Really good chocolate 
 
Look at yourself in the mirror and tell yourself you’re beautiful 
Even when you don’t feel beautiful 
Especially when you don’t feel beautiful 
 
Allow yourself to cry  
And don’t apologize for it 
Because feeling isn’t something that you need to apologize for  
 
Take yourself to an art museum and fall in love with art you don’t understand 
Take yourself to the movies and fall in love with movies that are too dumb to comprehend  
Take yourself to a show and fall in love with people you’ll never see again 
 
Read a book 
A great book 
A beautiful book 
A book that takes you on an adventure to a different world 
Without having to feel unsafe   
Without having to leave your bed 
 
Watch all of your favorite movies  
Dance in the rain 
Cry in the shower 
Sing on the street 
Make up songs 
Sing your favorite songs 
 
Run in fire 
And laugh in water 
Walk on clouds  
And lay on rocks 
Climb down mountains and up trees 
 
Find yourself 
 
Find yourself in the mirror 



Find yourself in strangers 
Find yourself in babies and dogs and broken petals 
Find yourself in the people you love 
And find yourself in the people you hate 
 
Find your dream 
Find your dream in the sunshine 
Find your dream in black and white photos 
Find your dream in the melodies that put you to sleep 
Find your dream in the opposite of your dream 
Find your dream in angles and misdirection  
 
Learn to be happy 
Be happy with who you are 
Be happy with how you look 
Be happy with your mistakes 
And regrets  
And worries 
 
Be happy with the way the wind blows 
And the temperature outside 
And the waitress who’s had a long day 
 
Be happy with pictures that have triple chins 
And pictures where you look like a hero. 
Be happy with friends 
Be happy alone 
Be happy with family 
 
Be.  
Be yourself 
Be everything you long to be  
Don’t be scared of the things you can’t be  
Don’t be scared of the things you can be  
 
Be.  
Be you.  
Be yourself.  
Be beautiful 
By  
Being happy.  
Be happy  
Be you.  
Be.  
 
 
 



Broken 
 
I’m literally not scared to feel broken 
I’ve felt broken 
It’s been over a year 
And I’m growing 
And changing 
I am so much stronger 
But when people die 
And she screams over and over 
And I see the punch 
And I feel the hit 
And I take the sadness 
And I try to feel it for you 
It breaks me 
 
No one tries to feel my sadness 
No one tries to hold my heart 
No one sees the cloud of gray that passed through my veins 
Because no one is looking 
 
They look at the beautiful girl to the right of me with the broken heart 
They look to the beautiful girl to the left of me with the broken family  
And then they look to me 
And they can’t remember my name 
So instead of trying to get them to say it, to say my name 
I help the beautiful girls around me 
And they cry 
And they scream 
And they’re beautiful 
And they’re so ugly 
And nobody turns to me 
Turns to me 
Turns to me 
And tries to lift me up 
Nobody turns to me 
Turns to me 
Turns to me 
And asks if I’m okay 
 
So I guess I am okay 
Through the lies 
And the stress 
I AM okay 
Because I choose to be okay 
So when you sob about things 
That don’t matter 



That never mattered 
I can’t help  
But not care 
I don’t care 
I don’t care if you’re sad 
I don’t care if you’re unhappy 
Because I am so sick and tired of saving people 
 
Maybe it’s an unpopular position on my life 
But I am not an angel 
And I am not here for you 
To pass a test 
To vent 
To cry 
To laugh 
To use 
I was not born 
To fill a void your father left 
I was not born 
To be your savior 
 
I was born to live my own life 
To help, but to live  
I was born to laugh at funny things 
And to cry when I’m sad 
And I was born to change the world 
Not just one person 
 
You deserve love 
You do 
But my love?  
You don’t deserve 
You break me down 
You ignore me 
You don’t care 
I deserve better 
I have better 
I don’t deserve this 
You don’t deserve me 
Turn your back 
Walk away 
And don’t think twice 
 
 
 

 


