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Who areall thesefacel essones?
Afradtotell their truenames,
Thenamesof their secret passions.
Theother sdeof their lives.

Hiding thefestering wantonness,
Caged primordia demons,

Kept fasting like monks,
Behindtight locked doors.

How many dare,

Fdlow my falenfootsteps ?
Dancing onthe bright spot,
Beingmeadways!

They tietheir teeth,

Afraidtheir mindsmight leak out,
Their covetousjeaousy,
Smoldersat my silent shouts.

Wishesleft unspoken,

Loath my true seeing laughter.
All mechanized sdif virtue,
Crouching at my disrespect.

My unhesitant departures,
Deny common egofuel.
Raise muttersof discontent,
Digtastefull Sdewaysglances.

Afraidto play,

Puppetsaren’t ableto dream.
Toclaimtheir realness,
Stylized ninetofiveworld.

L et their fantasy rumorsencompass

me,

Being morethanthey imagine,

I will throw it back intheir visage,
Reflecting my innocent impurities.

Never to cease proclaiming,

My exitfromtheir rituas.
Shouting mysdf uponthewind,
A blow for thelegend of Beak !



