
    The Quiet Between Us
There was a time when I thought
love meant patience
I’ve been waiting for you to see me,
Even as I disappeared right in 
Front of your eyes
I tried to speak,
Buy my words hit the walls you build
Around your comfort.
You said I was “too sensitive”
When all I wanted was to be 
Understood
I smiled through the sting of 
Being unheard
Thinking that silence could be peace
But peace doesn’t silence you
Peace doesn’t ask you to shrink
So, I’m done shrinking
I’m learning to listen to the sound
Of my own voice again
The one that trembled then grew steady
I one that says “I deserve to be met halfway”
And maybe this is how it ends---
Not with anger, 
But in freedom…With me finally choosing to be heard
