Expressing a Sexual Assault
By Diane Wasden

Going back to a place that you want so badly to erase,
a time in your youth you never thought you’d ever face.
Just write down what comes to mind she asks of that event,
the memories, the lessons learned, the message that was sent…
TRUST NO ONE!!!  ALWAYS… I MEAN ALWAYS BE ON GUARD!

Artificial feelings, sanity sparked tension,
infectious, skeptical bitterness still plague like a time bomb ready to explode from within.
Write down whatever is tugging at you…
personal risks above and beyond the call of one’s mind’s recall button…
you must tap into and are asked to follow it through.

Irritations arise, secret fears and hidden insecurities with heart felt hesitation,
just sit down, take a chill pill, big breath, write it out, put aside all frustrations.
You can’t look into the hart of darkness without it looking back,
the hell that you have lived through, the mind will never forget…
one is more or less like being trapped in a human mouse trap.  

There are things which I cannot speak,
there are memories that just cannot die.
A shade of sadness, a blush of shame,
over the face of me became!!!

Among the mind’s chaos the world around me starts devouring me,
conflicting emotions with feelings of being confined in.
Doubtful balance of the rights and wrongs,
the mind begins to snap and the old me no longer belongs.

The time capsule is now open for the whole world to see,
but where exactly does that leave me?
The day of judgement the world awaits,
self-announced its hour of doom.

Just like the hounds of hell the predator will grip with their jowls and hold their victim in place.
The raven with beak and claws will pluck out your eyes, eyes that can’t see.
Incomprehensible, catastrophic, emotional collapse of a total system shut down,
unresponsive hopelessness, one’s calm life shattered.

I can identify with hatred, sexual, physical and mental abuse,
by its mean little eyes and its clenched up fists that have shaken me to pieces.
My feelings of men went deeper verging on disgust,
sending adrenalin throughout my body.

Let’s not forget about those who use their tongues to lash out and inflict their words as weapons,
Wounds such as these have the tendency to fester and grow rapidly larger and larger and out of control.
Judgement is condemning us in our own shoes, 
too much time in silence, not coming forward can drive one mad.

Sometimes our inclinations and inner voices may not seem practical,
and yet even as we find ourselves second guessing them, we need to be listened to.
We don’t have to just grit our teeth and bear it.
I am very critical of myself, if I have an opportunity to right a wrong, I will pursue it.
