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If the world could just accept us for who we are,
then what would it look like?

No more war because of religion.
No more shaming of people’s bodies.

No more murder because of someone’s gender.
No more beating up gay people.

A lot more rest.
More safety.

Happiness, freedom, kindness.
Love. A lot more love.

The world would look amazing to anyone.

A world without hate
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The teacher asks me to talk.
I try, but I feel a pit forming in my stomach.

I know they’re all looking, 
expecting me to say something wrong.
 My heart is racing and I can’t breathe.

 They will laugh. I will mess up.
My brain keeps summing up things I can fail in.

I walk out. The shame sinks in. 
I know they will talk about this, 

they’ll call me names.
I’ll never be liked by them.
Forever meant to be alone.

I’ll never be the same.
Never like them.

School reputation
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I wake up in the middle of the night.
In my nightmare I saw something white.

It looked like a human at most.
I knew it was a ghost.

It wasn’t like my regular dreams.
It felt real.

 It felt alive. 
It was like I needed to survive.

I need to get out. 
Out of my dream.

Out of this nightmare. 
Away from the monster that felt real.

I woke up crying.
 Feeling like the only way out is writing.

I can’t sleep
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