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The Weeds
The Weeds, my Teacher
I want to be like them
When I grow 
Up

I wander a country lane
7KH�7LJHU�/LOO\�MXPSV�RXW�DW�P\�H\HV
Blue Bells twinkle in my ears
7KH�4XHHQ�$QQ¶V�/DFH�P\�VLVWHU�ORYHV

The weeds were not bidden to the table
/DVW�FKRVHQ
/HDVW�ORYHG
They thrive

Mowed down
7KH\�¿JKW�EDFN
I love them.
They catch the glisten

Of a thousand rays
Proud, stout
+XPEOH�LQ�VZD\
Standing in clumps

Make their boast
Or one pops up
$ORQH�OLNH�JROG
+XVKHG

Speak quietly their colors
Make their way to the table
Welcome at mine
My eyes feast on them

Some slowly
Some devoured in haste
The weeds, my Teacher

I want to be like them
When I grow
Up. 
Boys like the character Wolverine but never have to imitate him with their car 
keys when they go to their car at night 
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Or in the afternoon 
Or in the morning because they’re always watching 
 
Someone wants to give into the temptation and illusion that women have been 
painted as for years. 
That is why when I saw a girl passed out drunk at a party, I sat by her on the 
couch. I braided her hair to comfort her so nobody else would touch her. 
I wrapped my arms around a girl I never met and talked to her like we were best 
friends, not because I knew her, but because she needed protected and she was 
alone. 
 
Why does it matter what we wear
When you have no right or admittance to even get to know us if we don’t want to 
know you.
Our inner clothing that makes up our personalities and our interests 
Is what you’re so afraid to see. 
%HFDXVH�LI�D�WKLQJ�KDV�D�VRXO��SHUVRQDOLW\��LQWHUHVWV«�
Then it isn’t your property. 
It is its own. 
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