Hidden Realities

Why can’t I open my heart

   to let the world see

   who I really am?

Why must it stay in hiding

   day after day

   wearing a false disguise

   as if to protect myself

   from unseen horrors?

Can anyone see through the barrier

   I have built around myself?

Can anyone see who I really am?

Like a child I rush to the 

   Protection of my fantasies

In this world I will remain

   at least until tomorrow.

