Lost

Lost

Nowhere to be found is me

Head held low in the face of reality

What could it be? What could it be?

Could it be me? Could it be me?

My face is dry to the touch because men don’t cry

But the weight of the burden I carry inside

Is the ugliness on my face people see in the light

They don’t care to love the man inside

It is better to be judged by a man who is blind

Any opinion of me he may look to find

Will be based on merit divine

Because he will see the man inside

Prejudice comes in many forms and is based on superficiality

Race, religion, gender, and physical abnormality

Although I function within society quite normally

But it’s hard to be intimate with a person who is ugly

So I have been told  

