
Liberation 

I’ve spent so much time, trapped in a prison of my mind. Wrongs never spoken, for the 
sake of someone broken. I’ve always felt a sense of pride, for keeping it locked away 
inside. But now it’s my time, to realize I’ve built a cage around my mind.  
I want liberation, freedom to speak my truth. This man is the one who’s broken, the man 
who stole my youth, and much more: 
My mind, my peace, my family; one decision, leaving me with a lifetime of opposition.  
My brother is this man you see, but no longer a brother to me.  
Each night he crept into my room taking bits of me.  
Now I’m left with gloom, a wound I can’t seem to shut, without speaking up.  
A family desperate to hide the facts, begging me to take it back. I’ve done nothing wrong, I 
was innocent all along.  
It didn’t matter what shorts I wore, or the polka dot pajamas to bed.  
All that mattered was, the image of me in his head.  
He no longer saw a little sister, innocent and kind.  
But an object meant to satisfy, his dark and depraved mind.  
I want liberation, I want to live my life.  
Being silent only continues his control.  
He had his way with my body, but I give it to him no more.  
I never got an apology. Just a “will you forgive?”  
Jesus paid the price they say, so move along and forget all about the days 
the days where he proudly showed his face 
Asking out my friends.  
Participating in sacred practices, protected from within.  
Knowing the monster that lived inside, a monster that hardly ends.  
I wear a label on my chest 
Victim, Survivor.  
He walks around happily, with nobody the wiser.  
Today I hope he gets a label, accurate and precise  
For he was a pedophile, creeping in the night.  
 
 
 


