Discarded

I am second best
At best
To those who almost loved me
To those I chose who did not choose me back…
I am the leftovers from a restaurant, bagged up and put inside the fridge
Cast aside once they were filled, kept aside in case they could not find anything better.

I am the shirt that has outstayed it is welcome in their closet
They used to choose me, maybe I was even their favourite one to take out
But then the seams came undone, worn down, not as flattering as before
And I was always so loud, such a niche piece to begin with
Slowly worn less and less
All but forgotten, folded away in the back, just so they could pick me back up if they ever felt like it
Eventually tossed out all together to make room for better things.

But I am not a thing
Me
I am not a thing
How could I even know this though?
If it were not for the warmth in my skin, my beating pulse, subjectively being told I matter as all life does
How would I ever know I am a person?
I am observed, vivisected, discarded
Once they find out why I try to make people laugh
Why I care so much about everything
Why I never stop talking
Then there is nothing left for them to know or to want.

There is always someone who is better
Others deserve the space that I take up
Whatever I want is too much 
The right person will give them everything
And I am no one’s right person, I am everyone’s now person.

I did not truly think these things
That I am not as good as other people, that I am inadequate 
But I am interrogated every day, they want me to see that I am nothing
To believe that I am not enough and resign myself to such a fate
Only to pull me out of that place once I start to agree
They show me I am who they choose
Until the same story plays out.

I am a music box
Wound up and then opened up
A small tune rings out
I dance in circles, hoping it is enough
Then I am closed when they have had enough
There is plenty out there that is not me.











