
‭GUILT‬
‭The‬‭lash‬‭of‬‭my‬‭guilt‬‭across‬‭my‬‭back‬

‭Reminds‬‭of‬‭all‬‭that‬‭I‬‭continue‬‭to‬‭lack‬

‭I‬‭weep‬‭silently‬‭and‬‭create‬‭my‬‭own‬‭rain‬

‭As‬‭I‬‭tremble‬‭because‬‭of‬‭the‬‭terrible‬‭pain‬

‭I‬‭feel‬‭my‬‭crimson‬‭blood‬‭trickle‬‭away‬

‭Out‬‭of‬‭the‬‭stripes‬‭that‬‭will‬‭forever‬‭stay‬

‭But‬‭my‬‭tears‬‭do‬‭not‬‭speak‬‭anger‬

‭Nor‬‭do‬‭they‬‭my‬‭pain‬‭lament‬

‭For‬‭I‬‭tell‬‭myself‬‭the‬‭lie‬‭that‬‭I‬‭deserve‬‭this‬‭punishment‬


