

Periods of Sadness or Shame

I hide because I’m dirty.  
I’m left behind because I am not clean.  
I long for smells like freedom.  
I would come outside  
If I didn’t worry  
That I might offend you.  

I haven’t washed again.  
I have no soap,  
No hot water.  
I wash in cold water,  
But I still smell.  

Now my period has arrived.  
I have no money.  
I’d sit down beside you  
If I wasn’t scared  
I’d leak right through.  
I leave a mark -  
That shame I have to live with.  



The horror on your face.  
The disgust in this place.  

I can’t afford to eat  
And buy the luxuries  
Of toiletries.  
The hunger wins out.  
The will of my pangs  
Takes over once again.  

They say cleanliness  
Is next to godliness.  
So here I am -
Dirty next to wickedness  
That only causes nothingness.  

I won’t give up.  
I fight another day.  
I look for opportunities  
And take my place  
In somethingness.
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