If Only

If only
I could take your pain
Twist it into something beautiful

I’d comb it
I’d tease it
I’d braid it through your hair

Till it adorned your head
A fearsome main
Crowning you in glory
Rather than
Drowning you in stains

Or 
If you’d prefer

I could forge it 
Into a gleaming sword

Hammered under the pressure
Of love
Taken for granted

Sculpted with the liberties
Taken
Without consent

If your pain were a sword
You could choose 
When to wield It’s razor edge

I see it there
Your pain
Behind your eyes

The death toll
With each axe fall
Increasing the pieces
Cut from you

For all the people 
Who want a piece,

Pieces you give freely to make others feel 
Better
Pieces you didn’t give, 
Lost somehow
Pieces shattered, leaving holes
impossible to fill.

I do not want your compromised pieces
Your touch 
Your smile 
Your eyes
Your heart

All cut up and assembled
In any fashion I please
I don’t want a piece

It wouldn’t be you
The one who laughs at obscenity
The one who knits, who cooks 
The one who wants to scream
The one who fills their bed
With stuff so they don’t sleep alone

Stand tall
Brandish your pain
Wear your trauma
With no shame

I want your heart whole
Growing with each beat
I want your arguments
Your complaints
Your addictions 
Your stress
Your ugliness

If only you knew
Your beauty is in all of you
If only 
You knew




